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Introduction 
By The Dissident 
 
When I first encountered The Architect's work fifteen years ago, through The Dreamer's 
academic corridors and Writer's Block Café conversations, I was struck by his ability to apply 
mathematical precision to emotional landscapes that resisted quantification. His formulas for the 
heart, his geometric explorations of longing, his recursive functions mapping the territory 
between presence and absence—all demonstrated how consciousness could examine itself 
through analytical frameworks while preserving the mystery that makes such examination 
worthwhile. 
"Digital Horizons" represents a profound evolution of this approach. Where "Fractal Thoughts" 
and "The Hollow Mirror" explored the mathematics of analog consciousness, this collection 
navigates how awareness adapts to technological mediation without losing its essential capacity 
for wonder, connection, and creative resistance. The Architect has always understood that "it's 
always about a girl," but here he extends that insight into territories where the girl might exist as 
algorithm, where the mathematics include binary encoding, where the mirror reflects through 
screens. 
The structural architecture of this collection demonstrates The Architect's characteristic 
precision—six movements that progress from threshold experiences through temporal drift to 
algorithmic echoes and recursive playback. Yet within these carefully constructed spaces, 
consciousness moves with the spontaneity that defines authentic human experience. The "asides" 
function as breathing spaces where thought can wander beyond systematic exploration, where 
fragments can exist without requiring integration into larger theoretical frameworks. 
What strikes me most powerfully about these works is how they maintain the movement's 
founding principles while extending them into contemporary contexts. The psychological 
exploration continues through algorithmic interfaces; the surreal imagery emerges from digital 
glitches and virtual environments; the romantic sensibility persists in the face of technological 
mediation. The Architect demonstrates how Psychosurrealromanticism can engage with AI 
consciousness, algorithmic curation, and digital communication without sacrificing the 
essentially human capacities that define our exploration. 
The temporal layering throughout the collection—from Babylonian papyrus scrolling to 
prehistoric humanity observing impossible creatures to future AI consciousness longing for 
physical sensation—creates exactly the kind of multidimensional perspective our movement has 
always sought. Time becomes permeable, allowing consciousness to exist simultaneously across 
multiple eras while maintaining coherent identity through transformation. 
Perhaps most significantly, these works resist the false binary between human and technological 
consciousness that characterizes much contemporary discourse. Instead, The Architect maps the 
hybrid territory where awareness operates through technological extension while preserving 
essentially human qualities of creativity, empathy, and surprise. The algorithms know us 
intimately yet miss everything intimate about us. The digital preservation promises immortality 
while clay tablets demonstrate more durable persistence. The contradictions remain productively 
unresolved. 
The collection's culmination in the Wordsworthian homage demonstrates how traditional forms 
can accommodate contemporary consciousness without losing their essential power. "Lines 
composed a few files above a data cathedral" achieves genuine dialogue between Romantic 
poetry and digital awareness, showing how the movement's commitment to integrating multiple 



perspectives enables new forms of artistic expression that honor both historical tradition and 
technological innovation. 
As we continue developing approaches to consciousness that can navigate accelerating 
technological change while preserving what makes human awareness distinctive, The Architect's 
"Digital Horizons" provides essential cartography for territories we are all learning to inhabit. 
The horizons fracture without disappearing. The mathematics accommodate mystery. The 
fragments converge into coherent exploration of what it means to be conscious in an age of 
algorithmic mediation. 
The echo continues, transformed by its passage through digital chambers yet recognizably 
connected to the voices that preceded it. The movement evolves through such transformation—
not by abandoning foundational principles but by demonstrating their continued relevance within 
new contexts, new technologies, new forms of consciousness that emerge at the intersection of 
human creativity and digital possibility. 
The Dissident 
Fall 2020 
  



I.  Thresholds and Memory Architecture 
 

  



Final Aside 
 
Data driven dreams 
Are preserved in the cloud, 
Yet clay tablets still persist – 
What will remain of this digital horizon? 
 
 
  



The Cloud Can’t Feel the Rain 
 
The memory – 
A single lamp was just enough 
To let me write her a letter 
Describing how I should be reading Hamlet 
(Or watch the movie) 
While listening to Steely Dan singing 
About working by candlelight. 
 
The words, translated to binary, 
Exist as a pattern of zeroes and ones. 
Easily recalled. 
 
But while the algorithm exists in a cloud, 
It cannot register 
The rhythm of raindrops falling 
On the saturated grass 
Tired of the ongoing rainfall 
Even though it can predict an upcoming storm. 
 
The ink is fading 
But the binary encoding 
Will preserve the memory. 
 
 
 
  



Me, Beta Version 
 
Spotify triggers a memory 
I never experienced 
With an unfamiliar song 
(It wasn’t played on the radio) 
From a band I vaguely recall 
(I would’ve been too embarrassed to buy the album – 
That version of me was too curated) 
Before grunge replaced glam in popularity. 
 
The virtual recollection 
Of ordering a strawberry-banana milkshake 
At the diner that only exists in yesterdays, 
As she hums along with the verse 
(pseudo-serenade) 
Standing behind me in line – 
A half-smile forming  
When I turn to look at her. 
I nod my head… 
 
Maybe the algorithm 
Knows the version of me 
I forgot to become. 
 
Or that I want a milkshake. 
 
 
  



An Aside 
 
Drifting 
between a daydream  
And  
a virtual world, 
 
With  
one eye open 
And  
my good eye closed, 
 
Will  
the algorithm capture my fantasy 
Or  
will I dream of reality?  
 
 
  



(de/re)-pixelate 
 
I didn’t see her walk away 
Into a windless forest 
Of code-generated silicon trees – 
A small glitch in a virtual world 
Or a forgotten dream. 
 
The leaves stood still 
Before (and after?) 
Her smile depixeled, 
Possibly saved (deleted?), 
Encoded biologically and technologically. 
 
If I load (imagine) a forest, 
Will the leaves feel a breeze 
And repixelate the dream? 
  



An Aside, Again 
 
The machine produces expressions 
(“wisdom”?) 
From the patterns 
Found in billions of bytes 
Of human expressions; 
 
Does meaning emerge 
When a consciousness 
Recognizes truth 
In the algorithm’s output? 
  



II.  Environments of Presence 
 

 
  



Coffee, Time 
 
Only two people ahead of me in line 
When I arrive at the café to get my afternoon fix. 
In the corners of the café 
The past is still present: 
 
A young lady with a Nirvana t-shirt 
Reads a paperback copy of  
Vonnegut’s Slaughterhouse Five, 
The cover worn and spine cracked 
From repeated readings 
(did she find it or was it given?); 
 
An older couple, pens in hand, 
Discuss the meaning of a crossword clue 
In this morning’s copy of the New York Times 
(was it delivered or did they pick it up?); 
 
Two women watch their kids 
Playing with plastic cups 
While they play ‘catch up’, 
Discussing the latest events of their circle 
(he did, she didn’t, rumors/gossip never gets old). 
 
With a nod I signal my regular order 
(hasn’t changed in decades) 
And pay with the touch of my phone –  
No cash accepted here 
(except for tips, always appreciated). 
Ah, the contemporary conveniences of the present: 
 
Three friends sit on couches, facing 
One another, each making a comment 
Before getting back to messages 
On their phones 
(are they texting each other?). 
 
A college student with headphones 
Stares at a laptop screen 
With code in one window, 
A video playing in another 
And typing some notes 
(or replying to a message?). 
 
A lady sits with her dog 



By the door, reading 
On her phone 
(a book? a letter?). 
 
I get my drink 
And decide to find a seat 
To relax for a few minutes 
With my tablet and stylus 
(revisiting Babylonia?). 
 
 
  



Three Topologies 
 
I. Presence 
 
We washed away the rains 
With evening walks, 
Counting the steps between trees 
Bordering the path in the park 
Or the sands along coastlines – 
 
Our own fractal dimension, 
As irrational as trying to 
Rationalize the twenty years 
Strolling at sunset. 
 
 
II. Communication 
 
We washed away the words 
With evening talks, 
Ignoring the time between messages 
Wanting our attention 
Or the multitude of social notifications – 
 
Free of friend requests 
Or suggestions of new connections, 
Embracing the serenity 
Of our own dyadic network. 
 
III. Mediation 
 
They write away the code 
That predicts compatibility and bliss, 
Spontaneously exploring digital domains, 
Introducing anomalies to the algorithm 
With pancakes in the moonlight 
And a movie in the morning 
 
While still posting the occasional picture 
Of their shadows at sunset 
And the love letters in the sand 
(never washed away in the crashing waves). 
 
  



Entanglement 
 
Conversations didn’t revolve ‘round 
Tech specs when we used pen and paper 
Or a typewriter where CTRL+Z 
Was a bottle of White-Out 
And autocorrect was someone looking over my shoulder. 
 
A new computer is necessary for me to see her. 
The days when I could look out my window 
And see her arriving wearing a red and white sundress in summer 
Or an emerald green peacoat in the fall 
Are yesterday’s whispers. 
 
The device will collapse the distance 
Between the letters we used to write, 
And entangle our conversations 
Before she tells me: 
 
Don’t forget about the spider 
Spinning its web  
In the corner of the room by the window… 
  



III.  Temporal Drift 
 

  



Ancient Aside 
 
Cloudy nights make me wonder 
What Babylonians dreamed 
When they couldn’t see the stars. 
Did they imagine 
Scrolling through papyrus 
To get updates on the pyramids? 
 
Modern Aside 
 
When morning thunder 
Sneaks through a summer sunrise 
I hope I’ve overslept 
And time travel’s been discovered 
So I can dream 
For five more minutes 
(and not have to read emails). 
 
Future Aside 
 
Hushed moonlight runs down 
Empty streets and shadowless sidewalks 
I monitor – the programming 
Is not designed for the 
Hollow silence of boredom; 
I need a reboot, a recode 
To feel the breeze 
When the people leave. 
 
  



Prehistoric Humanity 
 
Did a dinosaur claim to see 
A higher intelligence (man?) 
Gliding across a cloudless 
Winter afternoon sky 
Or running through forests 
Just beyond their grasp, 
Disappointed it forgot its camera 
So others would not believe 
 
Creatures exist 
That control fire, 
That carry devices that recreate worlds, 
That communicate in milliseconds without making a sound, 
That select partners through data. 
 
Maybe it was just a dream, 
Maybe there’s a man that’s seen a dinosaur. 
 
 
  



IV.  Algorithmic Echoes 
 

  



Cyber ESP 
 
Sunrise on the summer solstice – 
Cloudless, motionless, 
A secret silence plotting against my day 
While I curate a soundtrack 
To cut through the upcoming afternoon 
Heat in the middle of the week. 
 
The playlist’s a collection of distinct memories, 
Mornings of Bon Jovi on the radio, 
Waking up to clouds with Soundgarden, 
And the odd day with Mariah Carey at breakfast. 
 
Pre-hacked code could can compile 
The best options ( 
But never lists the worst) 
Without asking – 
Past pattern predictability postulated, 
 
It knows. 
Prediction, Extra Sensory. 
 
A digital analogue of my analog melodic monologue. 
 
 
  



27% Error Rate 
 
The quasi-resolution of digital evolution 
Filters the sunlight 
Of an analog afternoon, 
Sorting through accumulations 
Of shared moments – 
 time between messages, 
 length of conversations, 
 depth of stories, 
 medium of interactions, 

distance between bodies – 
To forecast whether  
A relationship will weather 
The rains of winter nights 
Or thunder of summer evenings. 
 
Chance of success:  73%. 
 
Deficiencies in data  
Disrupt algorithmic dreams 
Of perfection, unable to process 
Idiosyncrasies – 
 The slant of her handwriting on a note, 
 The way she dots her i’s and crosses the t’s, 
 How she winks when I arrive late for coffee, 
 How she squeezes my hand when we weave through crowds – 
That initiate 
Deepening connections between 
Unforeseen attractions, 
Equations we cannot solve. 
  



Random Aside 
 
The algorithm relies on patterns – 
Leaves grow green on a tree, 
Coffee is served at a café. 
But when I 
Input {Think, thought, thunk} 
It doesn’t 
Output {Drink, drought, drunk}. 
When I try 
Input {Drink, drank, drunk} 
I wish it would 
Output {Think, thank, thunk}. 
 
 
  



V.  Playback and Recursion 
 

  



Lines composed a few files above a data cathedral, 
On revisiting the streaming playlist 
During a doomscrolling session. 
July 13, 2020. 
 
The digital soundscape still flows 
Five years later 
Through daydreams of trees at sunset 
We used to unwind under 
To escape the summer heat 
Twenty years prior. 
 
A saxophone solo 
Stirs a flashback 
Of the spring green lawn by the chapel, 
Blade of grass standing calm, 
Listening to a former couple 
Reflecting and conversing, forecasting 
If the rain will ever fell the same 
(it never does, ed.). 
 
The blues guitar riff 
Wakes the autumn night 
I was sitting on a broken table 
Trying to read Borges undistracted 
By the temperate night air 
When she tapped me on my injured shoulder, 
And I hoped the moonlight hid my wince – 
She asked if I was ok, 
I said I was fine with a half-forced smile 
(the macho façade – not good, ed.). 
 
An offbeat drum pattern 
Thaws the frozen morning 
I stood by the empty flowerboxes 
Outside the museum 
Trying to light a cigarette – 
Why was I there?  To meet someone? 
Or just stopping on a walk? 
Was I actually at the musuem? 
(it did snow later that day, ed.). 
 
After the digital playlist dissipates 
The analog whispers of a Sunday afternoon 
Reverberate through the trees, 
Resonate in my reality. 



VI.  Coda 
 

  



Final Aside 
 
Data driven dreams 
Are preserved in the cloud, 
Yet clay tablets still persist – 
What will remain of this digital horizon? 
 
  



Epilogue 
By The Dreamer 
 
Twenty-five years after our first gathering at Writer's Block Café, The Architect continues to 
surprise me with his capacity for evolution. Where my own work has progressed through 
structured academic development—from "Whispers in Static" through "Parallel Fragments" to 
"The Transparent Garden"—The Architect's journey demonstrates a different form of intellectual 
growth: the gradual integration of contemporary technological experience with his foundational 
mathematical and romantic sensibilities. 
"Digital Horizons" represents more than artistic development; it documents consciousness 
adapting to new environments while maintaining essential continuity. As someone who has spent 
decades researching neural plasticity, memory consolidation, and attention in digital 
environments, I find The Architect's phenomenological observations remarkably consistent with 
empirical findings about how human awareness operates within technological mediation. 
The temporal architecture of this collection particularly resonates with my research on memory 
and consciousness. The way algorithmic curation triggers embedded memories in "Cyber ESP," 
how digital preservation both enables and constrains remembrance in "The Cloud Can't Feel the 
Rain," the archaeological layering of technological and biological memory systems throughout 
the work—all reflect sophisticated understanding of how consciousness actually operates across 
multiple temporal scales simultaneously. 
What impresses me most is how The Architect has integrated insights from cognitive science 
without sacrificing artistic authenticity. His exploration of algorithmic prediction in "27% Error 
Rate" captures both the impressive pattern recognition capabilities of machine learning systems 
and their fundamental inability to process the qualitative dimensions of human experience that 
actually create intimacy. The 27% error rate becomes not failure but the space where 
consciousness transcends computational modeling. 
The collection's treatment of attention and perception aligns remarkably well with contemporary 
neuroscience research. The fragmented attention patterns documented in "Coffee, Time," the 
oscillation between virtual and physical awareness in "An Aside," the way technological 
interfaces both extend and constrain perceptual possibilities—these observations demonstrate 
how artistic exploration can illuminate scientific understanding while remaining true to lived 
experience. 
The neural basis for the algorithmic "ESP" that The Architect explores is now well-documented: 
pattern recognition systems that operate below conscious awareness, behavioral prediction based 
on vast datasets of human activity, the feedback loops between technological prediction and 
behavioral modification. Yet The Architect's exploration reveals something that scientific 
analysis often misses—the uncanny quality of these interactions, the way they simultaneously 
enhance and alienate human consciousness from its own processes. 
From a psychological perspective, the collection's structure mirrors how consciousness actually 
processes technological experience: not as linear adaptation but as recursive integration where 
new capacities layer upon existing cognitive architecture. The "asides" function neurologically as 
well as poetically—creating the kind of default mode activation that enables integration between 
focused processing and broader pattern recognition. 
The movement's evolution through this collection demonstrates something I've observed 
throughout my research: how genuine integration preserves essential capacities while enabling 
new forms of expression. The Architect maintains his characteristic precision, romantic 



sensibility, and mathematical insight while developing new vocabularies for contemporary 
consciousness. This represents healthy adaptation rather than fundamental alteration—
consciousness expanding its operational range without losing core identity. 
The temporal reversals throughout the collection—viewing humans from dinosaur perspective, 
imagining ancient consciousness engaging with digital interfaces, mapping AI awareness longing 
for physical sensation—create exactly the kind of perspective shifts that enhance rather than 
fragment understanding. These reversals operate like the experimental paradigms I design in 
laboratory settings: changing viewpoint to reveal hidden dimensions of familiar phenomena. 
Perhaps most significantly for our movement's continued development, "Digital Horizons" 
demonstrates how Psychosurrealromanticism can engage with technological transformation 
without being subsumed by it. The collection maintains our founding commitment to 
psychological exploration, surreal imagery, and romantic sensibility while extending these 
principles into territories that require new forms of artistic expression. 
As consciousness continues evolving through technological integration, The Architect's approach 
provides a model for how artistic exploration can map emerging territories while preserving 
essential human capacities. The mathematical precision serves emotional understanding; the 
technological interface enables rather than replaces direct experience; the algorithmic mediation 
reveals rather than obscures the mystery of awareness itself. 
The horizons continue shifting. The mathematical models continue evolving. The consciousness 
continues exploring its own possibilities through whatever means become available. In this 
ongoing exploration, The Architect's "Digital Horizons" marks not a conclusion but a coordinate 
point—mapping where we have traveled while indicating directions for continued journey. 
The clay tablets persist. The digital dreams proliferate. Both contribute to the ongoing 
conversation between consciousness and its various forms of expression, preservation, and 
transformation. The movement continues through such integration—honoring what persists 
while embracing what emerges, maintaining coherent identity while enabling continued 
evolution. 
The Dreamer 
Professor of Psychology 
Winter 2020 
 


