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“Good evening, gentlemen.  Will you let someone who’s drunk – very drunk – join your symposium?”  

I felt a little bit like Alcibiades earlier today.  I wasn’t drunk per se—but my thoughts were garbled, my words were mangled, and I had distressingly little control over what precipitated during debate and discussion.  

After putting together what I thought was a snazzy-looking PowerPoint presentation and printing dozens of pages of handouts from the only lab computer in my dorm that allows free printing, I entered the classroom with high expectations.  But sometime between stumbling over my words and awkwardly interjecting a “Socratic Question” into the debate, I began to feel like the outcome of the pedagogical experiment was not as rewarding as my clever maneuver around the 5¢ per page printer.  

I think it’s easy to point my finger at what went wrong.  I didn’t bring my power cord, so the PowerPoint display kept going to sleep in the middle of our presentation.  The conversation during our mock symposium drew little on the arguments Ernest and I had typed for our classmates.  I was nervous, so I talked too quickly and said “um” too often.  

But unless I am determined to be the angry (non) drunk, I must say that much of today turned out successfully.  The PowerPoint did, indeed, look snazzy.  Ernest was very articulate, and I composed myself during the debate.  My classmates brought up several insightful arguments – ones that I never would have thought of on my own.  Although the debate arguments deviated from what Ernest and I had originally intended, it was nevertheless a very productive and engaging discussion.  

The planning and execution of our presentation went fairly smoothly.  Ernest and I met on four occasions, and for the most part, we had a meeting of minds about what we wanted the lesson plan to include.  The PowerPoint presented a frustrating problem because Ernest, like countless other silly Windows users, could not read my Macintosh version PowerPoint file in its original format.  Consequently, he could not suggest changes until Monday night, so that’s when I found myself frantically trying to rework the PowerPoint according to his suggestions.  I almost wish we didn’t do a PowerPoint.  It turned out nicely, but I just feel like a PowerPoint is so unoriginal and should be reserved for lectures only.

The clip from Hedwig and the Angry Inch was a great way to start our presentation.  Unfortunately, because of the dynamics of the debate, the inclusion of Aristophanes’ myth in our presentation began and ended with the movie clip.  Perhaps we should have addressed Aristophanes’ myth in our PowerPoint presentation instead of focusing solely on the concept of same-sex relations before and after 1892.  Aristophanes’ myth was an extremely important part of the argument that the modern definition of homosexuality adequately described same-sex relations in Ancient Greece.  But it got lost among the other arguments, and I never really had the opportunity to talk about it after we showed the movie clip.  

Ideally, the mock symposium debate would have featured prominently Aristophanes’ myth and its implied argument of the innateness of homosexuality.  Ernest and I had discussed that the most.  We had also tried to focus on the power structure of sexual relations in Ancient Greece, Halperin’s discussion of both male and female same-sex relations, and the correlation of gender behavior with sexual inversion.   I was disappointed that the debate was mostly about the power structure of same-sex relations and only briefly touched upon our other arguments.  The discussion was not uninspired or dull, but I felt like it lacked depth.

My attempt to ask a “Socratic Question” was an abysmal failure.  I was relieved that it at least generated laughter from the class, but I think I would have been better off by just trying to ask leading questions.  That, however, is quite difficult and requires a comprehensive understanding of the material.  If the debate had been about public health or population statistics, I would have been much better at thinking on my feet.  But because this subject represented unchartered academic waters for me, I was not able to facilitate discussion with any degree of great effectiveness.  Hopefully, if I were to do a similar pedagogical experiment at the end of the semester, asking leading questions would come a lot more easily to me.

Given the difficultly of executing a pedagogical experiment, it is certainly a good thing that I did not show up to our symposium drunk – very drunk.  If I had, I would have certainly goofed up the presentation a little more than I did, but I also would not have been able to appreciate my classmates’ insight and the engaging discussion and debate.  I also do not think I would have been smart enough to avoid the 5¢ per page printing cost in my dorm’s computer lab.  Alcibiades should take a lesson from me.

