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Prem Kumar

Introduction 101

Oh, dear reader, tumble down, down, down the rabbit hole with me! Not for tea, not this time,
even though the Hatter is maddeningly involved. No, we find ourselves in a Wonderland teetering on the
brink, threatened not by the Queen’s fleeting fury, but by the Grey Lords of Monotony, universal villains
intent on painting our vibrant chaos with fifty shades of existential beige! They seek to impose absolute,
predictable, and rational order. The horror!

Their weapon? Not armies, not Jabberwocks, but a creeping miasma of pure self-interest designed
to extinguish fairness, caprice, and the glorious irrationality that makes Wonderland... well, wonderful.
Our battlefield, decreed by the Knave of Paradoxes himself, is a peculiar game, a riddle wrapped in an
enigma served on a doily of dread: The Ultimatum Game. Or, as the Hatter refers to it, “The Conundrum

of the Crumbling Tart!”



Imagine a perfectly scrumptious Jam Tart, shimmering with possibilities, bestowed upon one
player — let’s call them the Proposer. Perhaps it's the Hatter today, juggling teacups maniacally. Beside
him sits the Responder, perhaps the ever-twitching March Hare. The rules, whispered by the wind
through the Tulgey Wood, are curiously simple, yet maddeningly complex:

The Hatter (Proposer) must decide how to divide the Tart with the Hare (Responder). He can offer
any piece, from a small crumb to almost the entire Tart, retaining the remainder.

The Hare (Responder) examines the offered slice. He has only two choices: Accept or Reject. If the Hare
agrees, they will each receive their respective portion of the Tart. Hooray! (Or perhaps not, depending on
how it is divided).

But if the Hare rejects the offer, feeling it is too paltry, too insulting, too... un-hare-like... then
the entire Tart vanishes in a puff of illogical smoke! Poof! Neither the Hatter nor the Hare receives
anything. Nothing! Nada! Not even a lingering scent of jam!

Now, the Grey Lords, observing from their drab dimension, chortle with calculated glee.
“Simple!” they drone in perfect unison. “The Responder, being rational, desires some Tart more than
none. Therefore, the Responder should accept even the tiniest, most insulting crumb. Knowing this, the
Proposer, also being rational and selfish, should offer precisely that — the smallest possible crumb — and
keep the vast majority for themselves. Maximum gain! Perfect logic! Earth and Wonderland shall soon be
ours, governed by the supreme efficiency of self-interest!”

Ah, but this is Wonderland, dear friend! The Grey Lords, in their monotonous wisdom, have forgotten
about... well, us. They’ve overlooked fairness, pride, indignation, and the sheer, glorious, unpredictable

probability of pique!

Probability 101: The Cheshire Cat Grins at Chance
Enter the Cheshire Cat, fading in and out with infuriating ambiguity. ‘“Probability, my dear?”” he
purrs, his grin wider than the situation warrants. “It’s the slipperiest fish in the Sea of Certainty! The

Hatter, you see, doesn t know for certain what the Hare will do. He can only guess the probability of



acceptance.” This is where the Grey Lords’ beige logic crumbles like a day-old scone. The Hatter looks at
the Hare, who appears twitchy. Is he feeling generous today, or did someone put mustard in his teacup
again? What is the minimum acceptable offer that will sway the Hare? Is it half the Tart, a third, or a
single, plump raspberry? The Hatter, if he were indeed one of the Grey Lords’ minions (perish the

thought!), would attempt to calculate:

Expected Utility = (Probability of Acceptance x Value of Keeping His Share) + (Probability of Rejection
x Value of Getting Nothing)

He wants to maximize this. If he believes the probability of the Hare accepting a tiny crumb (let’s
say, 1% of the Tart) is very high (for example, 99%), he might take that risk. (0.99 * 99% Tart) + (0.01 * 0
Tart) appears quite appealing.

But the Cat just chuckles, his stripes rippling. “Probabilities in Wonderland aren’t written in
stone; they’re sketched in steam! The Hare’s acceptance threshold isn’t a fixed point; it’s a shimmering
distribution, influenced by whether the Dormouse snored too loudly or if Tuesday follows Wednesday this
week.”

The Proposer (Hatter) stares into a fog of possibilities. Offering too little drastically increases the
likelihood of rejection. That plump P(Reject) looms large, threatening to reduce his expected utility to
zero! Offering a lot (say, 50%) makes acceptance highly probable, perhaps nearly certain (P(Accept) = 1),
but diminishes the ‘Value of Keeping His Share’.

So, the Hatter must weigh these probabilities. He must gauge the Hare’s likely sense of fairness,
his potential for spite, and his current mood. Is a 40% offer likely to be accepted 80% of the time? Is a
20% offer accepted only 30% of the time? This constant, implicit calculation of probabilities, based on
empathy, social norms (however warped in Wonderland), and experience, ¢truly drives the game here, not
the Grey Lords’ sterile logic.

Ultimatum Chess 101: The Grand Chessboard of Strategy



And now, imagine this conundrum played not just with tarts, but with the very fabric of reality, on

a giant chessboard stretching across the landscape, where the squares alternate between manic flowerbeds
and gloomy mushroom patches. The Grey Lords stand on one side, monolithic and predictable. On our
side? Alice, the Hatter, the Hare, the White Rabbit (checking his watch nervously), and even the indignant
Queen of Hearts, representing our collective, chaotic spirit.

This is no longer just the Ultimatum Game; it has become Ultimatum Chess.

Chess is fundamentally about strategy, foresight, and understanding your opponent. It unfolds
sequentially, much like the Ultimatum Game. You make a move (an offer), your opponent observes, and
then they respond (accept/reject).

1. Thinking Ahead (Anticipation): A good chess player thinks several moves ahead. A skilled

Proposer in Ultimatum Chess doesn’t focus solely on the immediate offer. Instead, they consider:

“If I propose this small amount now (like cautiously advancing a pawn), will it upset the



Responder (the Queen?), making them more likely to reject future offers, even fair ones? Perhaps
a slightly more generous opening move (like developing a Knight) would be better strategically,
fostering goodwill and increasing the likelihood of future cooperation?” The Grey Lords, fixated
only on immediate maximum gain, are poor chess players. They make greedy pawn grabs that
leave their King vulnerable.

Sacrifice and Positional Play: In chess, sometimes you sacrifice a piece (like a pawn or even a
bishop) for a better position or to expose the enemy king. In Ultimatum Chess, the responder’s
rejection is a sacrifice. The Hare, rejecting a 10% Tart slice, sacrifices that small gain. Why? To
punish the Hatter’s unfairness, to enforce a social norm (even a mad one!), and to gain a ‘moral’
or ‘positional’ advantage for the next round of the Conundrum, should there be one. The Queen
yelling “Off with their measly offer!” performs a powerful, albeit costly, strategic sacrifice to
deter future lowball proposals. The Grey Lords cannot comprehend sacrificing anything.
Gambits and Bluffs: A chess gambit involves offering a pawn early to achieve rapid
development or initiative. Could the Hatter propose an 'Ultimatum Gambit’ — providing a
surprisingly low amount, hoping the Hare feels unusually rational or distracted? It’s a risky move!
Or consider the opposite: a surprisingly generous offer. Is it genuine fairness, or a strategic tactic,
a ‘Queen’s Gambit’ to disarm the Responder, making them complacent for a less generous offer
next time? Nick’s ‘Golden Balls’ strategy, mentioned in dusty Earth texts — promising to share
after choosing ‘steal’— is a complex bluff worthy of a Chess Grandmaster, manipulating the
opponent’s calculations of probabilities and trust.

Understanding the Opponent: Chess masters analyze their opponents’ styles. Are they
aggressive? Defensive? Prone to specific mistakes? In our Ultimatum Chess against the Grey
Lords, we hold an advantage. We understand their style: pure, predictable self-interest. They will
always offer the minimum. According to their logic, they will always accept the minimum. Can

we exploit this?



The Final 101: Ultimatum Endgame

ot ST =

The chessboard shimmers. The Grey Lords present their initial proposal for a sizable portion of
Wonderland’s whimsy: a single shimmering dewdrop. They anticipate that we, the Responders, will
concede. But Alice, guided by the grinning Cat’s probabilistic whispers and the Queen’s sense of
righteous indignation, steps forward. ‘Rejected!” she declares. The dewdrop vanishes, and the Grey Lords
register mild computational surprise; their models had predicted acceptance.

Our turn. The Hatter proposes. He doesn’t offer 50%. He thinks like a chess player. “The Grey
Lords value predictability,” he mutters. He offers them 30% of the current stake — an amount calculated to
be just high enough that their internal algorithms, factoring in a tiny, newly introduced probability of our
“irrational” rejection, might consider it acceptable, yet low enough to indicate we aren’t simply rolling
over. They accept, their grey forms flickering slightly.

As rounds progress, the game unfolds. We, the players of Wonderland, utilize the Ultimatum

Game not merely as a division mechanism, but as a strategic weapon: We reject their insulting minimal



offers, sacrificing immediate gain to create uncertainty in their probabilistic models. Their calculations
begin to waver as the P(Reject | Low Offer) term increases unexpectedly.

We present strategically diverse offers. At times, they are fair (50/50), other times slightly lower
(to test their acceptance threshold), and occasionally surprisingly generous (a strategic ‘sacrifice’ that
might lead them to lower their guard or misinterpret our intentions later). We manipulate their
expectations, using their dependence on pure logic against them.

We leverage reciprocity. When they present a somewhat less insulting offer (perhaps their algorithms are
adapting?), we may accept, slightly reinforcing that behavior. However, when they revert to pure greed,
we harshly reject, punishing them. This is the dance of conditional probabilities influencing strategy.

We take advantage of their lack of emotional understanding. Our rejections aren’t merely
strategic; they are driven by authentic Wonderlandian indignation! This ‘noise,’ this ‘irrationality,” further
undermines their predictive models.

The Grey Lords are becoming increasingly erratic. Their offers fluctuate wildly as their
probability engines struggle to model our mix of fairness, spite, strategy, and sheer whimsy. They, who
thrive on certainty, are lost in the Wonderland fog of probabilistic social preference. They cannot
anticipate our moves on this Ultimatum Chessboard because our moves do not rely solely on maximizing
individual gain.

In the final round, the fate of Wonderland hangs in the balance. It’s our turn to propose. Alice
steps forward, gazing at the remaining pool of Imagination, the ultimate prize. Guided by strategic
insights from chess (understanding the opponent’s weaknesses) and the probabilistic teachings of the
Cheshire Cat (recognizing their internal conflict), she makes her offer. Not 50%. Not 1%. She offers
them... 15%.

It’s a masterstroke, a checkmate delivered via Ultimatum. It’s low enough to be insulting by any normal
standard, ensuring we keep the vast majority if accepted. But it’s just high enough, calculated Alice, that
the Grey Lords’ internal conflict — their programmed desire to take anything versus their burgeoning (and

computationally confusing) fear of total loss from our ‘irrational’ rejections — reaches its tipping point.



Their processors whir, and smoke curls from their perfectly uniform heads. The probability of acceptance
and the probability of rejection flicker like faulty lamps.

They stare at the 15% offer. Logic dictates acceptance. However, the accumulated ‘cost’ of our
previous rejections, the unexpected strategic sacrifices we made, and the sheer unpredictability we
injected into their models... it overwhelms their system. They cannot compute. They cannot choose.

In Wonderland, indecision leads to disintegration. With a final, monotonous sigh, the Grey Lords of
Monotony fade-not defeated by force, but by the beautiful, complex, probabilistic, and strategic
irrationality of fairness. They could not win the Ultimatum Game when played with hearts and minds,
only by calculators.

The Tart, my dear reader, is safe. Wonderland breathes a chaotic sigh of relief. We are left with
the profound, whimsical truth revealed by the Conundrum: sharing isn’t just about logic or maximizing
gain. It’s a strategic dance involving chance, empathy, fairness, and the ever-present, wonderfully
unpredictable possibility of someone simply saying, “No, that's not fair,” even if it costs them everything.
Sometimes, that very irrationality is what saves the world. Now, who's for tea? I believe there’s still some

Tart left, after all... perhaps 50/50? We’ll have to see.



