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Cover Letter 
 

Hi Andrea! 

I hope things are going well for you. I would like to thank you for being your review of 

my first packet. I was very encouraged by your comments and suggestions. I also want to 

apologize for the length of the packets. I actually have more that I want to put in, but I am 

trying to pick and choose what I feel is appropriate within the length of 15-20 pages. I 

haven’t been able to get it down to that length yet. I will keep trying. 

Your suggestion about writing out the story for the album and the Luff character was 

right on target and something I had been thinking about as well. I wrote a first draft of the 

basics of the story and will continue to work out more details as I continue. I didn’t write 

in a script manner as I found it difficult to translate to that format without having a basic 

story written out first. I do want to spend more time with it regarding the auditory and 

visual soundscape descriptions. I’ve made a starting list for each environment and will 

add more as I think of them. 

About the question of Pandora’s Box and why hope did not come out. Different versions 

of the myth tell it in different ways. One states that Pandora shut the box and therefore 

hope could not escape. Possibly she was seeing everything bad getting free and tried to 

stop it before everything was released and trapped hope.  In another version, hope was 

left in the box as the last item and was not sealed in by Pandora. In yet another version, 

hope was the last thing to come out of the box. There are some interpretations that 

suggest the hope that was left, was as evil or just as bad as the other vile escapees. This 

refers to false hope or a fantasy hope for something that is impossible. I believe that hope 

is something that gives us a fire, not the fire given by Prometheus, but energy, desire to 

keep going when things get tough. With all the things that are bad or evil in the world, the 

last thing we may have when everything else is gone could be hope. I don’t think that 

hope alone can do anything, but combined with effort, work and sweat, we may be able 

to preserve long enough to get us out of difficulty. Interpretations of this myth could be 

discussed and written about at great length. I feel the story of Luff has some elements of 
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Pandora’s box mixed in. Especially in the sense that should he succeed at changing 

everyone’s mind about Order, then it may not be possible to put it back the way it was if 

he is wrong. You will read about this in the section titled, “A Luff Story”. 

Back to other areas; I did not spend much time with my blog over the past three weeks. I 

keep seeing so many things to blog about, when I am out and about, and when I get back 

home I have lost the thought or become involved in something else and loose track of 

what I wanted to say. I am going to have to start carrying around my iPad everywhere I 

go to jot note and such or I will keep forgetting about them. I like doing the blog and will 

continue, but I am finding that my time, even though I have still not found a job, is flying 

by way too quickly. I have so many things I would like to do, but getting it all together is 

quite a task. I think I am still in the money machine snatching papers and writing down 

new thoughts and ideas along tangents and tangents of tangents. Yeah, that was a weird 

ending to that sentence, but it makes me smile. I will get back into the blogging soon 

enough. 

The interviewing didn’t come through for me this packet. I started thinking about 

questions to use and think I am not ready to work on that right now. I believe that the 

interviewing will be better left for a later time. I have some more thinking and developing 

to do first. 

You asked about the performance and what the set up was going to be. It is not a gallery 

opening, but part of an annual event that galleries in Dayton put on called Urban Nights. 

Galleries set up music and others events and people show up and go to the different 

places to listen, watch and look. I have set up a specific performance time and I am going 

to do all originals. I know that playing with the band I have actually played to a crowd of 

zero before. We still got paid and we used it as full dress rehearsal. You know the 

graveyard shift at some places can be a very thin crowd. That was so thin it was less than 

the dust on a skeleton’s bones. I have played with other crowds who were there just for 

the performance, but that was with a group. Doing it myself is a daunting task, but I will 

find a way. 



For the critical inquiry, I have found that I am a very slow reader. For instance, reading 

Discipline and Punish, I find that nearly every sentence has something valuable. That is 

because he writes a starting point, dives into alternate points, many times more than one 

inserted into the same sentence, and when he gets back to his opening point, I have to go 

back and re-evaluate the paragraph long sentence. I want to absorb the points that he 

makes and I find myself taking my time to do so. 

I am trying to write something for these that shows insight and looks for and evaluation 

of the works that delve into the work itself and not just for my practice. For instance, with 

“The Century of the Self” and “Discipline and Punish” I am finding connections that I 

want to put together, but it is taking a while to organize an evaluation. The reason is that 

it is leading me to other books that I want to read before assessing them both. I am 

including a writing on “The Century of the Self”, but I really want to evaluate it more in 

the context of the other text and history that I am running into during my research. I find 

it very interesting and relevant to what I am doing. I will catch up on the reading a 

writing, I promise. 

I have not developed a great number of questions. I think I am in a mode of just doing 

and I think that I will have a lot more after another packet has been completed. I feel like 

you have a sense of what I am trying to do with the combination of the album, the 

posters, the performance and the other components. I believe the album is the focal point 

an the rest are supporting pieces. I also think that the other pieces have merit on their own 

in many ways. I am looking forward to see where everything ends up eventually.  

 

Thank you, 

 

Greg 
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Perception: Desires and Needs 
 

This writing is a response to my viewing of the documentary series “The Century of the 

Self”, by Adam Cutis. This writing will attempt to answer questions from within the 

framework of my artistic practice involving forces that affect choice in human lives. I 

also made a second viewing to take notes and uncover facts used to support the author’s 

conclusions. I considered those facts and researched many of the facts to determine 

source origins. I also downloaded the transcripts and read through the series to further 

evaluate areas that were not clear in the video.  

My initial response to the series was that it definitely ties into my practice specifically 

regarding forces that affect human choice. I had not heard of Bernays before this series 

and was very interested to understand if this type of manipulation were truly possible. It 

is not manipulation that is like a punch in the face, it is more deceptive and only reveals 

itself after the fact. At that point people are either happy about the deception because they 

are pleased with the results or they don’t know, or don’t care. First, however, I wanted to 

know whether the manipulation were possibly true.  

Skepticism dictates that I question the author’s agenda by producing the work: Could the 

documentary be a propaganda piece used by Adam Curtis to promote his agenda in an 

attempt to support his message and attempt to undermine the corporate and political 

process and/or sway opinion; or is the documentary an accurate portrayal of the 

circumstances surrounding the Freud family during the time period covered by the 

documentary? My second question theorizes what a response might be should the work 

be true. If it is not true then there is nothing to really question unless the documentary has 

changed perception of it viewers.  

The question based on a perception that the documentary is true: If the documentary is 

accurate, could the mass manipulation still be in effect today, who would be the elite that 

are manipulating the masses; and can or should anything be done to change it?  My third 



question also revolves around the perception that the documentary’s conclusions are true: 

How does the conclusions within this documentary affect my artistic practice of 

identifying forces that affect choice? 

 

The record of Mr. Curtis’ work gives us a clue to his motives and direction concerning 

the validity of his documentary. Adam Curtis is a journalist for the BBC and has created 

many documentaries and films of which many follow a similar theme. The Observer, a 

British newspaper notes about Curtis’ work,  “if there has been a theme in Curtis’s work 

since, it has been to look at how different elites have tried to impose an ideology on their 

times, and the tragi-comic consequences of those attempts.” He delves into causes and 

effects of political and social issues and circumstances. He locates and finds information 

from historical archives, conducts interviews of those associated with his subject and 

presents them in support of his theories. In this documentary, Mr. Curtis derives much of 

his information from interviews including a video of Edward Bernays speaking of the 

type of manipulation methods that he used. Bernays talks about the manipulation and 

how it worked. There is room for the viewer of Curtis’ documentaries to draw 

conclusions of their own from these interviews.  

Further searching reveals much of the same information about Curtis and that leads to the 

possibility that as a journalist and filmmaker, he is trying to support his ideas with as 

many facts as he can find. He finds connections and pieces them together to fit a puzzle 

that he has created or perceives to exist. His work does not exhibit that he is trying to 

manipulate the data to present misinformation, but that he believes his conclusions are 

true and that he supports them with his findings. The interviews in the documentary do 

not seems to be edited to manipulate, but there is always a chance that it could have been 

done in that manner. This does not prove his conclusions about the facts are true or not, 

merely that they are supported by what he has shown us. As with all works that present 

facts which are edited to support a conclusion one cannot prove or disprove their 

accuracy other than what is presented.  
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Media Lens, a watch dog group that questions reporting and media information, states 

that Curtis left out important instances such as the information about a information 

involving the U.S. government, Bernays, the spread of democracy and the halting of 

communism in Central America. Media Lens wanted Mr. Curtis to admit that important 

information was left out of his documentary. In a series of correspondence between the 

two Mr. Curtis defended his work as valid to his point and that he did not omit, but rather 

chose not to include portions of the Central American incident, citing that it did not 

pertain to his conclusion which was about the Freud family, not the U.S government. Mr. 

Curtis was successful in defense of his documentary and Media Lens seemed to be trying 

to make points about their own opinions not the documentary. They prompted readers to 

contact Mr. Curtis at the end of their comments and did not suggest that readers could 

contact them as well. I believe this gives credit to Mr. Curtis for professionalism and 

sticking to his guns about the direction of his documentary. 

Based on information from my research into Mr. Curtis’ motives for creating the 

documentary I will apply the following rule to this writing, that the conclusions in the 

documentary are true in perception, until evidence to the contrary can be found. I have 

found no such evidence to date and will proceed with the conclusion that Mr. Curtis’ 

agenda is to promote facts that are accurate to his focus and that the documentary’s 

conclusions about the Freud family are accurate.  

The documentary series “The Century of the Self” by Adam Curtis outlines the history of 

psychoanalysis from its beginnings with Sigmund Freud through the twentieth century 

and into the first few years of the twenty-first century. Mr. Curtis proposes that Edward 

Bernays was one of the most influential persons of his lifetime. Mr. Curtis states, 

“Bernays is almost completely unknown today, but his influence on the 20th century was 

nearly as great as his uncles.”1 He was speaking of Bernays’ uncle, Sigmund Freud. 

According to Mr. Curtis’ documentary, Bernays convinced Freud to publish his ideas in 

the United States and used his public relations skills to market and sell Freuds’ work, 

using Bernays methods that were developed from those ideas in the first place. Freuds’ 

ideas had influenced Bernays thinking and Bernays personal observations at the end of 

World War I, in which the United States propaganda successfully portrayed Woodrow 



Wilson as the conveyor of Democracy to Europe, prompted him to contemplate the use of 

propaganda during peacetime. Because the German propaganda during the war was seen 

as a negative influence, Bernays chose to build the peace time propaganda industry by 

giving it a new name: Public Relations. His choice was based on the Committee of Public 

Information title that the United States used for its propaganda unit. Bernays continued to 

build methods using public relations as a means to manipulate public opinion and 

influence choices by the masses. 

Mr. Curtis reported that, “What was implicit in Freud's argument was that the ideal of 

individual freedom which was at the heart of democracy was impossible.”2 This 

statement would suggest that individuals must be manipulated to make democracy work. 

Bernays saw the masses as needing to be manipulated and that they could not be trusted 

to make quality decisions. In a Curtis interview Bernays daughter said about her father’s 

views, “Democracy to my father was a wonderful concept, but I don't think he felt that all 

those publics out there had reliable judgment and that they very easily might vote for the 

wrong man or want the wrong thing so that they had to be guided from above.” The 

question that arises from this statement whether it continued to be a democracy? Bernays’ 

daughter called it an enlightened despotism.  

 

Mr. Curtis continued his documentary showing how over the twentieth century that these 

methods were fine-tuned and became used in focus groups, polling and then with 

advances in computer technology could be applied to huge variables that tabulated needs 

based on values and lifestyles. This lead to politicians using that data to pander to focused 

areas within swing groups to help them become elected. What started as people with 

needs for products became people with desire for products and with increasing need to 

fulfill those desires. One of Bernays goals was to protect democracy by controling the 

masses so that Freud’s theories of the dark forces beneath the surface of humanity’s 

consciousness would not erupt and create chaos. Order by controlling chaos through 

fulfilling desires and keeping the monsters happy and docile.  

 

The elite that control them masses could be the corporations and their leaders, the 

politicians, people in government with influence and power, those with huge financial 
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influence. Obersvations of world events seems to suggest that this manipulation is still 

going on and the elite groups do control the masses to some great extent. The other factor 

that is also being observed is that many of the masses are not as content as they once 

were due to poor economic situations. In the late 1920’s, when the stock market crashed, 

the masses blamed those elite groups. Maybe they were correct and the elite did not make 

the proper choices to keep order then, but who suffered during that time? The elite had 

the money to survive the ordeal and the masses had to wade through it the best they 

could.  

 

Part of the second question concerned whether this can be changed and fought against or 

should it be left alone? On one hand if the masses are happy and content, who would 

want to change that? If people perceive that they are free are they free? If they live as 

though they are free will they want to change it? If changing the way things are working 

now meant that lives would be more difficult, and freedom would require much harder 

work, would it be worth changing? It is obvious that around the world there are many 

people who don’t feel free and don’t feel as though they have their desires met. Would 

they want to change the status? We live in a global society and if we could improve the 

lives of all people it seems that it would be worth the effort to affect change. The problem 

is that according to the information here the one way to make that happen may be to 

break the system. What would take place at that point, would it be better or worse? How 

would we know until it happens and at that point it becomes like Pandora’s box, once 

done it could not be undone. The follow up would be to build something new. That has 

been done before. If I could see the thread of future possibilities I would be able to 

answer this question. For now this one remains unanswered. 

 

How do these conclusions affect my artistic practice? At first it seemed that someone else 

had already taken up the practice of pointing out influences that affect our choices. It 

made me question the need to continue on this direction of thinking. After a while, I came 

to conclude that different perspectives along the same line of thinking are always worth 

the pursuit. When you compare this to a student reactions to learning it becomes a little 

clearer. Some students do not always understand a direction through lecture and may 



need to have visual or auditory stimulus. Others may need to become involved in a tactile 

method of learning. This is to say that seeing and hearing information about the forces 

that influence us from a different type of medium, such as music in this case, might be 

the catalyst that helps them understand what is being shared. Also, saying the same thing 

in different ways, from different points of view can also affect someone’s understanding 

of a topic. 

With that in mind, the last question I wanted to answer with this writing is how this 

documentary has affected my artistic practice and I believe it has provided more energy 

and determination to continue. It is a supportive structure from which I can build 

additional ideas and draw continued energy from knowing that others are also pursuing 

the content. Awareness of these forces should allow us to improve our choices and 

therefore improve our lives. Improving lives is worth working toward. 
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Propaganda Posters 
 

This is the first of a number of posters that I plan to do. These are prototypes. I want to 

work out composition and wording before deciding on the ones I will chose. I am 

considering creating the final ones using screen-printing. 

The designs are based on some of the Russian style propaganda posters. I will be working 

on other versions and looking through them to choose the best of the series. During some 

of my research I found some propaganda posters from 1968 in the February issue of Print 

magazine that are interesting. The article was titled “Rock versus Paper”. On the cover 

they billed it as “The Occupy Artist of Paris 1968”. It is an interview of Phillip Vermés. I 

am looking for other propaganda poster styles as well. 

I can see these posters being modified to use as flyers for live performances of the songs 

or as ads for the promoting the album. 

You asked about what I meant by reverse psychology in the propaganda posters. It is 

possible that sarcastic could have been a better word. For instance, in the first poster 

“Unattended” the catch phrase is “If you leave your mind open, something WILL get in!” 

and is not necessarily a bad thing. In Luff’s world it is seen as a danger to individuals. In 

our world we think of an open mind as a positive in the sense of being able to understand 

someone else’s point of view, or to put ourselves in their shoes. If we in our world think 

of the poster in Luff’s world it becomes a twist on words and should be a sarcastic way of 

saying an open mind is good while portraying it visually as bad. In Luff’s reality he will 

find that ultimately an open mind is good. When combining the two worlds, reality and 

Luff’s universe, it becomes twisted and can have multiple meanings depending upon 

perspective. 
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A Luff Story 
The Safety Zone 
[dripping; echoes; clock ticking; alarm clock; ] 

Luff stays in a safe place away from the forces that attack the mind. He hides out here 
feeling comfortable and secure. Luff doesn’t realize that even this place is attacking the 
mind. In fact, it may be attacking his mind even more than the outside world, because it 
lulls Luff into complacency and leads him deeper into the depths farther away from 
reality.  

Luff begins to question why he keeps his head in the box. His box sits on the couch 
beside him. It is a basic flat color. He doesn’t want anything that might stand out. He 
learned how to keep his head safe in the box during his lifetime at school, at work, at 
home. Every one of these taught him to do so for the safety of his mind: to protect it. That 
is why he lives in this cave. It’s safe here. 

The cave is damp and cool and that is a comfort to Luff. If things were too hot and dry he 
would feel quite out of place. This is just right for him.  It is also quiet. The waterfall that 
masks the entrance from the outside world has become just a background noise, barely 
noticeable. He takes a look outside from time to time, but there is really no need. This is 
all he needs. 

The clock on the stand ticks away and like the waterfall has become a background 
element and isn’t noticed much. The dripping water and the constant echoes of solitude 
have become a needed part of his environment. 

Luff thinks about his past, his schooling, his growing up and he also thinks about his 
future. He looks forward and it makes him wonder what he will become and where he 
will go. Then he looks around and doesn’t know what he would do if he didn’t have his 
safety zone. Luff is tired of just sitting here, but really doesn’t know where he wants to 
go. When Luff looks back into the past he sees a lot of things that he had done that is now 
just in the past. Luff turns and looks at the box beside him. He has kept it safe for a long 
time. It was what he was supposed to do. Luff begins to wonder why he was supposed to 
keep it there. He starts thinking about it. His alarm clock rings loudly. It startles him and 
makes him look at it. Luff can’t remember when was the last time that he had been 
started by something in his safety zone. He realizes that he has actually startled himself 
by thinking outside his box. Why do everyone keep their heads like this? Everyone does 
and has always done so. Luff decides to find out why he keeps his head in the box. He 
knows he was told to do so, and learned to do it, but what is the reason? Luff decides to 
find out. 

 
The River 
[ Nature sounds: frogs; crickets; bird calls; rushing river or water; trees creaking; wind 
blowing; sounds from the wild; ] 

Luff makes the decision to go and the only way out is through his waterfall. This is one 
of his safety elements. It cleanses and blocks anything that might try to get in from the 
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outside environments. It is a big step as doing so means jumping into the river below and 
swimming to the banks.  

Luff has thought about it long enough and before he can change his mind he makes a 
running leap, through the waterfall and into the river. He immediately begins to wish he 
were back in the cave. Luff believes he has lost his head. When he finally swims to shore 
and regains his senses, he sees it washed up on the opposite bank.  

[These characters have no head on their shoulders, but that doesn’t mean they can’t see 
and act like normal. The head in the box is a metaphor and will not affect the normal 
status of senses.] 

Luff swims across the river once again to reclaims his head. Elements from the 
environment are trying to open the box, but Luff had made it very secure over the years 
and it was perfectly safe. He fights off some of the environmental elements and picks up 
the box. Inside the box was moving and shaking. He also hears sounds from inside, but is 
afraid to open it. He doesn’t remember this happening before. In his hands the box 
quickly becomes quiet again. 

Looking around Luff notices the environment around the river. There is a lot of foliage 
and sounds of the wild. Birds are chirping and some are making strange, frightening 
sounds. Frogs were croaking, trees were creaking and the roar of the water on the rocks 
sounded like a untamed noise. He knew this was normal, but … he longed for the quiet, 
regimented sounds of his safety zone. He took a step for the waterfall. His box shook 
slightly. He stopped and turned around. He had to find out the answers to his questions. 
He wasn’t sure if he had the right questions or if they should even be asked. He tucked 
his box under his arm and started back down river. 

 

The School 
[school bells; school crowd noise; teaching: physics? psychology; lockers closing; 
cheerleading; athletic game crowd noise; ] 

Luff decides to go back to his old school. He remembers that it was there that he was first 
taught to keep his head boxed just like everyone else. Luff walks for a while and when he 
arrives at his old school he notices that is mostly the same as he remembered. There were 
some familiar faces and many new ones, but the way things were being done was the 
same. It was familiar to him. He would have felt comfortable here, but he started to 
remember some of the difficult things he had to do there. 

The kids are still in their rows; they are still listening to the teacher. The young ones still 
have their heads and he watches the teachers show them how to build their boxes. He 
watches them take off their heads and put them in and start the journey toward safety. It 
seemed natural at the time. Everyone followed the same procedure. Luff’s memories start 
becoming varied and he begins to notice things that he remembered, but had not 
perceived this way before. Luff remembered some kids didn’t want to put their heads 
away and resisted. Some didn’t box their heads for a long time. Eventually everyone did. 
He noticed that some just built a box around their heads and never took their heads off.  



The teachers didn’t seem to like that, but tolerated it. Others tried to build contraptions to 
defend their heads from the environments, like machines with arms wielding flyswatters 
and twirling blades and flashing lights and sounds. The contraptions didn’t work well and 
they ultimately built their own box. Luff couldn’t decide why anyone wouldn’t want to 
protect the head from the environment like that anyway. Wasn’t the box about being 
responsible and mature?  

Luff could see the environment actually attacking the children’s heads at this point even 
as they were putting them away into their boxes. Something like threads or bolts reaching 
out from every where. Something he hadn’t noticed before was that the teacher’s energies 
were attacking their heads as well. So was the building and the books. Luff didn’t 
remember another oddity that he was seeing. The children’s heads were attacking the 
environment too. Luff remembered being afraid when he was in school. He could feel the 
fear swarming around him when he was young. He remembered feeling good by keeping 
his head in his box. It was more comfortable. That was a good feeling back then. 

A couple of old school buddies had come by while Luff was observing and stopped to 
talk to Luff. They started sharing old stories. Luff without thinking invited them back to 
his safety zone. These old memories and feelings made him long to get back to his safety 
zone. He began to walk back with his old buddies. At the waterfall Luff remembers why 
he had left. He notices his buddies had left a while back and Luff realizes he had walked 
most of the way on his own.  

There was his safety zone easy to get to even though the waterfall was there it was just a 
slow climb to get back up. Not that hard. Luff hears something in his box. It shakes. A 
memory of one of his teachers comes back to him. “You don’t have to fear the 
environment. There is a way to work with it. It requires effort and time, but it can be 
done.” Luff could hear the voice in his box saying, “Move. No one can help you but 
yourself. Move.” So Luff tore his gaze from the safety zone and turned away. He needed 
to look for more answers. He had found some answers, but they led to more questions. 
Slowly Luff walked toward his next destination. To get to the City he would have to take 
the Highway.  

 
 
The Highway 
[Traffic noise; car horns; sirens; yelling; Doppler shift passes; road thumps; side of the 
road safety bump buzzing; ] 

Luff did not like traveling the Highway. It was stressful, others were always causing 
issues, bumping, pushing, and shoving. It was a dangerous place. Everyone says it is sage 
but he had experienced it before and he knew better. Looking at the vehicles flying by 
and all the noise and the rush, Luff started to question his journey again. Why had he left 
his safety zone?  

Follow the rules. Stayed in your lane. This is how the highway works. Yet others just 
took advantage of his generosity and barreled around and over him. Other people causing 
him problems are one of the things that Luff just didn’t want to deal with. When he 



Greg Johnson G1 Packet 2 19 
 

avoided the road he didn’t have to deal with it. It was better for him that way, but he 
needed some answers. He would have to go this way to get what he was looking for. He 
took his vehicle into the fray. 

Most of the people here kept their heads in the back seat. It seemed to be quite reckless. 
They didn’t seem to watch where they were going, just flying by in a hurry to get 
somewhere. It didn’t seem they were going to get anywhere except into difficulties. Were 
they maniacs? Didn’t they realize that the rules helped keep Order and kept them from 
danger? Luff could see the road writhing and reaching out at them. The environment was 
doing the same to him. Luckily he had managed to build a good box. When Luff looked 
closely at the other travelers he noticed that the road was actually opening their boxes and 
getting to the other driver’s heads. They seemed oblivious to it, except for the fact that 
they were acting insane. Luff did a quick check of his box, which he had placed on the 
seat beside him and not in the back seat. Like he expected, the environment was trying to 
get in, but his box was built good. He sighed a relief.  He looked at everyone rushing by. 
Did their need to get somewhere overshadow their good senses? 

Driving was tiring. There were many crashes and pile-ups. Luff was lucky to avoid most 
of them. Earlier someone had actually run him off the road. They got out and confronted 
him as though it was his fault. He found himself beginning to yell too. Fearful of what 
might happen Luff jumped back into his vehicle and saw the road was about to get his 
box open. He slammed his had down on it and drove away the attempt. He had forgotten 
about his box during the altercation. He needed to stay focused and get to the city. He 
might find some answers there.  

Finding his own pace and being very careful, Luff started out again. This would take a 
while. He settled in. He wanted to help and yell out to the other travelers to save them 
from troubles that he could see they were heading for, but didn’t see anyway to do it this 
chaos.  

On the side of the road ahead Luff saw someone in their vehicle waving for help. They 
looked like they were in distress. He looked ahead and drove on past. Looking back he 
felt guilty and turned around to see what he could do. He thought that if he couldn’t help 
everyone maybe he could help someone. He found the problem was and was able to fix it 
easily. As the traveler was driving away Luff realized that he did not see her box 
anywhere and thought that it was very odd. He had heard that you could leave your head 
somewhere else, but couldn’t understand why anyone would want to. Next thing he 
knew, she was gone in a flash. With a quick, “Thanks” the traveler headed back out into 
the chaos and out of sight. Luff felt as though his help wasn’t appreciated. Dejected he 
climbed back in his vehicle started back toward the city. 

Luff became so absorbed in the travel on the highway that when he arrived at the city 
tired and exhausted that he had trouble remembering why he came there in the first place. 
He was tired. He longed for his safety zone. He went looking for one of something as 
near to it as he could find. 

The City 
[jackhammers; cars horns; sirens; crowds walking and crowd noise; vendors calling out; 



subway sounds; station announcers; tires squeals; starting and stopping cars and gears; 
brake squeals; neon hum; air brakes; motorcycle; pigeons; dogs barking; alley cat 
scream;] 
 

Luff walked along the streets. He heard laughter, crying and shouting. Luff was feeling 
uneasy and didn’t have a real place to stay. He started looking for a quiet place. He found 
a place that seemed quiet and promised safety. The sign read,” Your Safety Zone Away 
from Zone”. Luff went in and found a friendly place where everyone smiled and seemed 
happy.  Luff was so tired that when they offered a box for his box, he accepted and found 
himself relaxed and feeling better. He liked this place. After a while Luff didn’t want to 
leave. He found that he was even more comfortable here that in the cave. He settled in. 
Luff didn’t know how long he had been there. The Smilers approached Luff and said we 
have to move you to the back to make room for more travelers. Luff didn’t mind as long 
as he could stay here. They moved him farther back into the building many times. Luff 
realized that the further back he went the darker it was. He didn’t remember seeing the 
Smilers for quite some time. In fact, no one around him was smiling. Luff was having 
trouble remembering why he was here. He didn’t even know where his head was. They 
had put it in another box. He had to find it. In a panic, Luff got up slowly, and started to 
figure out where he was.  It was dark, pretty much everywhere. Coughing and choking 
sounds. Moaning. Angry growls. Luff tried moving faster, but it didn’t help. This was not 
where Luff had wanted to go. He didn’t remember asking for this. 

Luff walked for a long time and finally found a door. One of the Smillers was there – 
smilling. “How is your stay? I hope you are enjoying yourself”. Luff’s answer surprised 
him. He just said that it was fine and that he had a wonderful time. Luff didn’t recognize 
his own voice. Shaking him self and standing as tall as he could Luff asked for the return 
of his head. The Smiler just continued to smile. Luff wasn’t sure what to do. He walked 
up to the Smiller and asked again. More smiles. Was he a prisoner here? Luff turned and 
started walking away. After a while he sat down and tried to think. This wasn’t going 
very well. He couldn’t think. 

After a while, Luff hears a voice.  

“Have you been here before?” the voice said. 

 Luff looked beside him and saw the one he had helped on the road. She got here before 
him and saw him come in.  

Luff asked, “No. Have you?” Why are you here? Where are we?” Luff questioned. 

“I come here all the time for the same reason everyone else does.” She replied. “We don’t 
have to worry about things here just leave it all in the hands of the smilers. We don’t 
mind being lost here. We don’t have to fight and struggle, just leave your head outside 
and enjoy a uneventfull, dull, mindless existence. It’s easier this way.”  

“Is that why you just took off in such a hurry? To get here.” Luff asked. 

“Well yes! Didn’t you?” she said. 
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“No. I wasn’t trying to get here. I actually left a place like this to find out why things are 
the way they are. I think I got in here by mistake.” Luff said. 

“Nobody gets here by mistake dude. You came here on your own.” She grunted and 
turned away obviously not willing to talk anymore. 

Luff tried to remember what was so odd about her. Something was just out of reach of his 
thinking. Her head! She didn’t have it in the car with her when he helped on the highway. 
When Luff looked around he noticed no one had their boxes with them. The Smilers! 
That must be it! They were collecting everyone’s boxes for some reason. Why would 
they do that? Luff forced himself up. He had to get his head back. He lumbered back 
toward the door. The Smiler was still there. Luff didn’t ask this time, he demanded to 
have his head back. The Smiler asked the same questions and kept smiling. 

Luff moved toward the door. The Smiler didn’t even budge to stop him. Luff opened the 
door and two more Smilers turned toward him, smilling. The tried to grab his arms, but 
Luff jerked away. They frowned! They kept following him and he tried to move faster. 
They were asking him why he had to go. They wanted to know what was wrong with the 
environment they had set up for him. They started to look very puzzled. They started 
shouting that they could fix it. “Just tell us what we did wrong? We thought this was 
everything that you had ever wanted! We can fix it! Just fill out this questionnaire, we 
must have missed something! We will make it right! Don’t go!” 

Luff was moving faster now. It was getting brighter slowly. He could hear them still 
shouting in the distance. In fact, it sounded like there were many, many more of them. 
They were all asking the same questions. At least he had gotten this far away. Now to 
find his box.  

Luff recognized the places he was passing as he ran. He had been at all of these before 
and they had kept moving him back further and further and he had not even noticed. That 
wasn’t true. He had noticed, but he had not cared. He had wanted this. She was right. He 
did come here on his own. He was trying to find what he had left and had succeeded. It 
was not the same yet it was. This was a substitute for it. 

Luff came to the end of the many corridors and found the last door. This was the one that 
he came in through, but there was no way to go back through it. He heard the Smilers 
getting closer down the hall. There were a lot of them! He found a small, vent covering  
beside the door barely enough to crawl through. Looking into it he thought he could see a 
pin of light. It could be a reflection. It was really dark and barren in there. Shouts were 
getting closer! It was so small that it really scraped and tore at his body. The shouts were 
at the vent now! He had to get out. He struggled to get through. The opening looked to go 
straight ahead. He really hoped it led out or he was in big trouble here. Squeezing and 
fighting Luff made his way through the conduit and fell onto a street outside. 

 

The Market 
[ vendor calls; crowd noise; walking sounds; feet shuffling; delivery truck sounds; cash 



register sounds; phone rings; cart sounds; squeaky wheel; packages being opened; backup 
truck beeps; doors closing/opening; unloading sounds; children playing; ] 

Luff got up and looked around. He had to find his box. He had to get it back at all costs. 
He went to the door of the Smilers prepared to go back in. There was a sign on the door 
that read plainly in bold letters, “To Enter, Please Sign Here.” Below that was a really 
long list of words barely big enough to read. There were a lot of them. At the bottom was 
a place to sign. Did he sign this when he came here before? Luff thought back and was 
sure that he had signed one. He took a moment to look at the wording in small, tiny print. 
One section left him shocked. It plainly said that by signing, he had agreed to allow them 
to use his head in the Market. It was the same for everyone. That was where he would 
have to go. Luff began walking down the street in search of the Market. He was going to 
get his head back. 

Luff searched for a long while and wasn’t able to get much help. Everyone knew about 
he Market, but no one seemed to know where it was. The kept getting things from it all 
the time so it must be around somewhere.  

Luff was becoming depressed and dejected. He thought he would never get things back 
together now and continuing to search would just become pointless. He threw his arms up 
and fell back in despair. He had no where else to go and nothing left to lose. Above him 
on one of the buildings he saw colored lights flash. A reflection from the alley across the 
street. Luff pulled him self up and drug his feet toward the alley. As he got closer, he 
could hear noise of laughter and glee. Sounds of rides and screams of joy. There was no 
way this was the Market, he had looked down this alley before. Hadn’t he? 

He turned the corner and to his surprise the Market was right there. People everywhere 
laughing and having fun. This was puzzling to him. He looked at the City. It was gray, 
dull. The Market was bright and shiny, full of movement, color, fun. Luff walked in and 
began looking around. This was where his head was supposed to be. But where? Luff 
began asking if anyone had seen his head, but no one talked to him except the merchants 
offering him their goods. The people just stayed focused on the products, the games, the 
food and the drinks. Luff began to get tired. He didn’t care about the Market anymore, he 
just wanted to be him self again. 

 
At that moment Luff had a déjà vu sense and turned around. Standing right in across from 
him carrying his box was himself. It couldn’t have been himself he was right here, but 
there it was. It was the body of a robot or a duplicate or something. How could that be 
possible? But, there it was carrying balloons and cotton candy and popcorn. It was 
pulling an overloaded wagon full of stuff. Lots of stuff! It was heading for the House of 
Glass. Luff had to catch up with it. It was using his Code. His own Code. 

In the House of Glass Luff found and confronted himself.  

When he tried to take his head the other body continued to fight and try to get it back. 
Finally the box falls and the head rolls out. A huge dark cloud of mass starts rolling out 
of the box and out of his head! The environment starts attacking his head, but the dark 
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mass just keeps pouring out and attacking everything around it. Soon it diminishes and 
becomes just his head, just the box. What had just happened? The environment was still 
attacking his head, but his head was also attacking the environment. He had never opened 
the box since he put it in there. How had the environment gotten in there? Luff grabs his 
head and the duplicate grabs the box. 

Luff realizes that the box never really protected anything. In fact, the dark mass had come 
from his head. He had created it himself. But he and his head were connected all along. 
As long as he was in the environment it would also be in his head. To stop it, he would 
have to box himself completely and that was not an option. Fear, love, hate, anger and 
everything could not be stopped by a box. 

The it throws the box at Luff’s feet and in a voice that is both shrill and demanding, the 
sound of horror, it shrieks for Luff to put it back in the box. Luff looks at the box on the 
ground, then at his head. He holds his head up with both arms. The duplicate shrieks 
louder. Luff puts it back on his shoulders. As his head settles into place, the duplicate 
screams and fades into nothing.  

Luff had never felt more alive. His mind was clear. He still had all the stuff to deal with, 
but he could take care of it now. The gray and dullness of the city and the countryside 
began to show signs of faded colors. It was so much better than before, but Luff realized 
it was still not right. He needed to find out how the Smilers had been able to do this to his 
head. It had been like this all his life. Walking back through the Market, Luff noticed that 
there were some many other heads there on robots. How had he missed it? They were just 
like he had been. These boxes were also lost from their owners? Were their owners 
looking for them? Were they even aware that this was going on? The one thing that all of 
them were doing was using the Code. This was the one thing that they had in common. 
Luff decided to go to the Bank to look for answers. 

 

The Bank 
[ keyboard/calculator sounds; old adding machine;  coins being counted/falling; footsteps 
echoing; voices talking; ambient room; doors opening/closing;] 

As Luff walked down the street, everyone was staring at him. He was confused at first, 
but then he remembered. He had his head and carried no box. The environments were 
still trying to get into his head just like before, but he no longer needed a box to protect it. 
His head was protecting itself now. Why didn’t they teach how to do that in school?  

At the bank, Luff walked through the door. The Tellers were lined up on both sides of the 
large room. They were sitting there with their boxes telling people how to take care of the 
Codes. Everyone stopped what he or she was doing to look at Luff when he walked up to 
a Teller. The bank became quiet. Luff looked around and then back at the Teller.  

The Teller seemed startled and started fumbling with papers. Then turned toward Luff 
and said, “I am sorry sir, if you have no security, I’m afraid I can’t help you.” 

“What do you mean?” Luff asked. 



“I mean,” the Teller started, “I can’t help you. You are too big of a risk without security.” 

“How do I get security?” Luff asked. 

“You must box your head of course. Otherwise it is not safe. Which in turn means that 
should we give you the Code, it would be a big risk to be lost or stolen.” The Teller 
continued. 

“What about the people in the Market that have already lost the Code? They had security 
and their Codes are being used by duplicates.” Luff countered. 

“Well.” The Teller began. “They haven’t lost their Codes. They sold them. That is just 
how it works. They sell their Codes and the Codes get used for things they have always 
wanted. They are happy and everyone is satisfied.” 

“Sell their Codes? I didn’t sell my Code and it ended up there buying things I didn’t need. 
I was deceived into giving my box to someone to keep for me. How can they do that?” 
Luff started to get angry. 

“Regulation 4747 clearly states that the use of other Codes is perfectly appropriate 
according to regulation 1313, 3434, 2222, 5252, 3131, 6161 and 7474; and is not bound 
by the addendum and subsequent updates to the addendums including the revisions sent 
out since the first year of the second modifications, and the seventh release of the revised 
announcement regarding the fourth statement by the president of the Banks himself 
which makes it perfectly obvious that the Codes are available to be used in accordance 
with the provision applying to the supervision of the systematic coordinator including but 
not limited to those involved in standardization of the economic situation. What that 
means is they have broken no laws.” The Teller took a breath, leaned back and smiled. 
He was a Smiler too. 

Luff looked around. All the Tellers were smiling. They were all Smilers. It started to 
make more sense. Luff looked back at the Teller. “What if the laws are wrong and need 
to be changed?” 

The Teller coughed and sat up in his chair. Around the room the other tellers gasped and 
looked at each other. The Teller in front of Luff  said, “Uhm. Ahh. The laws have always 
been right. Uh. Changing them would just be disastrous. It would tear down the Order 
and then Codes would be useless.” The Teller stiffened his back looked sternly at Luff 
and said. “Nope. Laws can’t be changed.” 

The Teller in the bank let out a sigh of relief. Luff knew there had to be a way to change 
laws. They had to be made in the first place. If they were made they could be changed 
too. 

Luff looked at the Teller and asked another question, “Where do I find the Order?” 

The Teller’s box fell on the floor. After a quick pause he picked it up. “Young man. The 
Order is just where it always is. Let me tell you this. Leave the Order alone. Get your 
security back in place and the Order will find you. I’m just telling you what to do.” 
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Luff began feeling sick and left the bank. Luff realized that the Order of things was not 
going to change because he could see that is was not working well for everyone. It would 
only change if enough boxes were opened and enough people decided they wanted it to 
change. Even then it had become a huge monster that was running around under it’s own 
control. It was only being turned at this or that point and was never really under control.  
He had to find a way to stop it. 

Luff began thinking about his own box. When it had come open, it had attacked the 
environment. All his fears, anxiety, depression left and the environment had changed. If 
he could get enough people together and open their boxes, it might change the Order. It 
was worth a try. Luff formed a plan. 

 

The Order 
[ feedback; rumbling; screeching; static; distortion; screaming;  ] 

“We are going to change the Order. Luff started sharing his ideas with as many people as 
he could find. He went everywhere and finally there were a lot of people ready to take a 
look at the Order and was willing to at least look at it.  

They gathered near the Order to look at it. It was immense and powerful. Many of those 
who had followed Luff there ran away as soon as they saw it. They were scared and their 
boxes were not able to protect them from the sight of the daunting and lumbering shape. 
Others were willing to give it their best shot. They all threw their boxes at the Order. 
When the boxes opened the dark mass inside dissipated into the environment. The Order 
became only slightly smaller. Faded color showed for a moment and was swallowed up 
quickly by the beast. It was still being corralled and controlled by something that he 
couldn’t see, but there was the slightest change. Luff knew that this would take time and 
a lot more people. He thanked everyone who had come and they agreed to help. They 
now had their heads on their own shoulders. The Order was not as bad as before, but they 
knew it would take an effort. Would it be worth it?  

Luff set out to find more boxes. 

 



Wake Up 
 
The first song is making progress. I am letting it progress as I usually do, which means 
that I work with it and revise it, re-record tracks multiple times, I do this to work out 
structure, melody, lyrics, etc. When I feel like I have those elements the way I want them 
I usually go back and record the parts for each instrument as many times as it takes until I 
get a track that sounds right for the song. That usually means that the recording levels are 
high enough, but not clipping; the timing is good or at least comfortable, I don’t mind 
some of it not being perfect, I like the human quality; tuning is good; and the other parts 
of getting a decent quality sound.  

Now that the song is in the form that I want, I am in the process of recording the real 
tracks. I want to record the song as a complete regular song and then go back and add the 
merging of the sound elements. Water dripping, clock ticking, etc. I thought I would have 
those basic sounds start the song and then merge into the specific instruments. At certain 
points in the song, they might reappear and disappear again replacing the instruments or 
just merging with them. I won’t know until I put it together and hear it. I thought the song 
might end with just the guitar and the sound effects. Again, I will have to hear it working 
to know for sure.  

You asked about the lyrics. Just like the melody I tend to write and then re-write and re-
think them as I progress through the process. I have a feeling that they may morph a little 
more, but the version listed here is most likely the one I will use. My thinking in the 
lyrics was that the first two stanzas are Luff looking at himself. The pre-chorus is he 
trying to convince himself to take a step and the chorus is doing the same thing. The 
second verse is a statement about how Luff is comfortable with living under the blanket 
of security provided by Order. He doesn’t have to work at it much; everything around 
him is his protection. He kind of leaves it to others. He lives with in the system. Luff 
doesn’t want this to be the only thing he does, but he is still living with fear. In the 
bridge, Luff is looking at his environment outside the curtain of security. He sees how 
things are distracting and numbing others to what is really happening. He wants to help 
them, but realizes that he has to do it himself first.  

The bridge is written with a scene from the Wizard of Oz in mind. The characters were 
heading to the emerald city to see the wizard and became distracted by the poppies. They 
went to sleep and only when Glenda intervened with snow did they wake up. Also the 
metaphor of pulling back the curtain did they find out what was really going on with the 
ruler: The Great and Powerful Oz. That imagery felt very much like what Luff and his 
world was dealing with and I thought the comparison could give L. Frank Baum and the 
movie a nod. 
 

The link below with take you to the Wake Up post on aegisbox.com. I am updating the 
same post as I go and this one is the third one down on the list. Wake Up (take 3) 
http://aegisbox.com/2012/02/28/wake-up/ 
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The Next Step 
 

This section seems to be a plan for what to do for the next packet, but things don’t always 

go the way you plan them. I will try to follow through with the plan, but as we both know 

it has a mind of its own. I am hoping to identify the forces that keep my plans from being 

followed. Maybe I can then stick to them. 

 

• I want to complete the wake up song and try to start on another one. 

• I would like to try to work on the game development. 

• I want to develop a storyboard for the animation and finish the front walk cycle. 

• I want to keep up with my blog on a more regular basis. This will require better 

notes when I notice something I want to add to the blog. A better schedule for this 

will help. 

• Listen and write about more music. 

• I want to improve my reading and critical writings 


