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Cover Letter 
 

Hi Ruth, 

I hope you are doing well. I was in the Burlington airport and got to speak to your 

husband for a few minutes. He shared a couple of books references with me, but when he 

told me about the difficulties you were having with your travel arrangements, I wished 

there had been something I could have done. I can’t fathom how difficult it would be to 

face that situation. I imagine that being kept from reaching your home after being away 

for a while would give anyone a sinking or sick feeling in the pit of their stomach, not to 

mention a bit of anger and frustration. I know you made it hope and that had to feel 

wonderful. 

I enjoyed talking with you during residency. During my first residency I arrived sick with 

flu-like symptoms and recovered slowly during the time there. This time I was stricken 

with some unknown factor that left me a bit shaken and I still don’t know what was going 

on. My health issues are such that although I look very healthy and hearty on the outside 

with regard to my stature, I am at the mercy of a weak heart, back trauma and diabetes. 

This takes its toll over time, not only on the body, but also the mind. Add to that a lack of 

health insurance and unemployment and I find myself fighting these forces daily just to 

get up and get going. With that said, I feel very lucky and blessed. I am able to do most 

of what I need to do and try to maintain a positive outlook. I have a wonderful wife, Lisa, 

who is extremely supportive and positive. 

All of my life I have been involved in something creative. I have worked with drawing, 

painting, ceramics, pottery, woodworking, graphic design, writing, songwriting, music 

and more. Early on I spent most of my time with visual arts as a focus, but music and 

songwriting was there from the beginning. Behind that I was always coming up with 

stories and situations, even in my visual arts. I enjoyed thinking up conceptual ideas that 

had underpinnings of something more to think about and many times they were 

sequential in nature. For instance, in the eighties I drew a piece that I had intended to do a 

painting for that involved three pieces, one of a family sitting around the dinner table 

eating dinner and talking with one another, then the same table and same view of the 



family sitting at the table enjoying their own individual distractions, a newspaper or 

magazine, a telephone, a video game and a television. Next the scene was of the same 

table and same view of the objects in the chairs with no family members. I always 

thought of family or community communication as vital to the unit’s existence. I continue 

to find myself drawn to the underlying forces that push and pull for our attention and 

move us in directions that we may not intend. 

I am finding it difficult to gather my focus this term with so many additional influences 

happening right now. I am continuing to apply for employment while working on this 

practice and I am pulled by my responsibilities and obligations in a hundred different 

directions. I am torn between really focusing on my songwriting and music and putting in 

the time to read and write. I think I am slow at reading, because I like to take time to 

grasp the concepts presented and take notes about my thoughts. It is just taking time. 

Maybe I am trying to do too much in that area. I am enjoying what I am reading and I am 

finding information enlightening and interesting. My mind is taking much of this 

information and tying it together as I go into how it can be used within my practice. I 

continue to find that parallels and options abound. I am in information overload at this 

point. 

This term I have been reading and assimilating data, working on music collaboration 

across the Internet, which I have never done before. I am trying to consolidate the 

information I have gathered and use it to make my work more informed with regard to 

the story, the album and the questions that I am asking. I feel that I am on the edge of 

putting it together, but there are a few more pieces missing. Trying to ascertain what the 

missing pieces are is where I am at for the moment. I believe that I have to write a couple 

more songs, some of which may not be used, but I think that will help me work through 

the missing parts.  

I generally write songs fairly quickly. It is the production that takes a great deal of time, 

because I do all the parts myself. For instance, I will write the guitar and vocal usually 

first. I have the rhythm guitar at that point, the melody and structure. I establish ad basic 

drumbeat for timing and get that set up. Sometimes it takes a while to find the right 

timing.  Next, I lay down that vocal and guitar track as a rough track first, then go back 

and record the guitar rhythm track separately. I then work out a better version of the 

vocal, but this is usually not the final vocal track. It is set up for being able to cue from 



for the other instruments. I write and record a bass track next. This takes a lot of time, 

because I have now become a composer. I have to write the parts for each individual 

instrument from here forward. With the rhythm guitar and bass track done I compose the 

drum sequence. Sometimes I do the drumming myself and sometimes I arrange it using 

some high quality samples. Sometimes I use both. I then determines what other 

instruments will be needed from shakers, tambourine, harmonica, keyboard parts, sound 

effects and anything else that should go in the mix. I add a lead of some kind if it needs 

one and record the final lead vocals and backup vocals. This takes quite a bit of time, but 

I am still not done. When the recording is complete I then become the audio engineer and 

work on setting the proper volumes for each track and their arrangement within the stereo 

space. Mixing is what really makes the song gel. I leave it alone for a day or so and then 

listen again and make some final adjustments and bounce the track to a single stereo track 

for use on disk or as an MP3.  

Well I started rambling there and got caught up in writing. I hope this wasn’t too much 

information and was useful for you in some manner. I worked this method out over many 

years and haven’t had much training other than teaching myself. Now I am combining 

my conceptual thinking an music into these albums, but I am also finding myself thinking 

about huge productions and possibilities that feel way beyond my ability to complete. I 

can see the album becoming a combination of live performance of songs backed by a 

video production of animations and Luff’s story with giant banners like propaganda 

posters surrounding the area creating an environment of questions. 

All of this will most likely make very little sense at this point, but hopefully it will come 

together soon. This is way more than a cover letter should be and I will pare it down in 

the next submission. Thank you for your reading time and your suggestions for this 

packet of work. I am looking forward to reading your response. Thank you. 

Greg 



 

Continuing Discourse: 
 

• I intend to use this section in future packets to respond to comments. 

Readings   
 

“The Tools: Transform Your Problems into Courage, Confidence and 
Creativity” 
 

I read a book called “The Tools: Transform Your Problems into Courage, Confidence and 

Creativity”. I saw a discussion about it on the Charlie Rose television show found the 

topic to be interesting in that it they spoke about many of the areas of my practice.  They 

talked about a comfort zone, consumerism and healing a sick society. Because I began by 

looking at the individual within through personal difficulty with depression I wanted to 

also look at how that individual was affected by outside forces, the society. So I decided 

to take a look at mass psychology and its affects on the individual. I raised a question as 

to whether the individual can affect change within by becoming aware of the forces 

affecting them from without. The information they presented on Charlie Rose was very 

similar to thinking I had already been doing so I decided to read their text. 

The book is basically about using mental tools to connect to a force higher than our own. 

They established five tools to deal with specific forces that one may face. Four are tools 

that require constant use and the fifth was a tool to help maintain the other four. What I 

found to be intriguing was the parallels in thinking that I had been doing before ever 

hearing of this book and they had been developing these techniques for more than twenty 

years. They talked about clients who were dealing with the same issues that I have faced. 

I saw them as environments that were affecting me, they saw them as specific elements 

that were affecting their clients, but these were definitely similar.  

One of those parallels was isolation. I had looked at the way society has placed 

individuals into shells of their own, basically afraid to help each other for fear of being 

sued or taken advantage of or fear of someone taking what they own. One of my first 



thoughts in the process of developing this direction was that the main reason for nearly 

all behavior was due to a “fear of loss” or “fear of losing something”.  

They remark in the book “We’ve lost the universal language of the heart, and with it, any 

sense of an all-inclusive human community. We’ve lost the sense that we’re on the same 

team and that we have a duty to something higher than ourselves. Public officials no 

longer feel bound to place the public interest over their own; divorce attorneys inflame 

conflict to get higher fees; doctors order unnecessary tests to protect themselves. Our 

public discourse has degenerated into a no-holds-barred attack zone, where nothing is 

off-limits— whether it’s an opponent’s patriotism, appearance, or private life.” (Kindle 

Locations 1551-1556).  

Another topic they discuss in some detail is the area of consumerism. I had also placed a 

large emphasis on my research into this area as well researching Bernays and corporate 

methods for selling products. I noticed from that research the change in society from a 

needs based consumer to a desire-based consumer.  

There were several passages from this book that dealt with the same area. “Inevitably, 

consumerism insinuates itself into all of our activities, not just shopping. We consume 

life experiences the same way we consume iPods, jeans, and European cars. A given 

song, idea, or friend is new and different until it’s not. Then we discard it and go on to the 

next thing. Consumerism has become our model for living. This is the tail wagging the 

dog.” (Kindle Locations 2346-2348).  

Another passage reads, “As obvious as the presence of consumerism is in our lives, we 

still can’t resist it. Its power is actually based on something healthy. We have a natural 

desire for a relationship with higher forces that’s so strong it can never be eradicated. 

Consumerism misdirects that desire by convincing you that higher forces exist inside the 

magical something. That way, once you obtain it, you own the higher forces; you don’t 

need a relationship with them. This “treasure hunt” is a quest for the impossible, but 

rather than admitting that, we relentlessly search for the next magical something.” 

(Kindle Locations 2366-2365).  

In another passage they write, “most human beings never leave their Comfort Zone, those 

who do have a profound impact on everybody else.” (Kindle Location 3144). All of these 

ideas are somewhat universal in concept in the sense that it is usually someone who 



stands out and makes a stand that affects the flow of life within and around. Anyone 

taking the time to look into these areas are going to find similar parallels. I am not 

surprised to find them in many of the places I look, but rather I am encouraged and 

excited that this type of thinking is being studied and set in motion. I when I began 

looking into this I made an assumption that to be able to help others find solutions to 

these issues, I must first be able to find them within myself. These authors also agreed in 

a similar fashion by saying, “The solution to the outer divisions in society has to start 

inside of each individual.” (Kindle Locations 3202-3203). Again this is not a new 

revelation, however it is encouraging to know that there are others who are looking for 

answers in a similar direction. 

 

“The Giver”  
 

My wife suggested the book “The Giver” by Lois Lowery, because she thought it dealt 

with a similar topic as I am working with in my practice. The setting was in a post 

apocalyptic world where people lived in communities that were extremely, structured, 

ordered and regulated. Everything that dealt with pain and difficulty was removed. 

Everyone was given jobs and tasks to perform that were specific to their particular skills. 

The ones who made these assignments were of course the elders in the community.  

At first everything seemed to be perfect, but as the story unfolded the perfection held a 

very dark secret. The setting turned out to be a dystopian society camouflaged within a 

utopian shell. Everyone was happy here as long as they didn’t have to know about trouble 

and pain. Even the dark secrets were set up to be pleasant and utopian in nature and this 

utopia was achieved by the Giver who kept all bad memories within him and away from 

the society. The society functioned beautifully and was very functional, but at the cost of 

the lives of those who didn’t fit in. 

I was interested in how this type of situation was very similar to what Edward Bernays 

wanted to build. His thoughts were to maintain democracy by keeping every one happy. 

To achieve this he wanted to give people exactly what they desired. Bernays even said it 

that it existed in that manner in the nineteen-twenties and was ruled by an invisible group 



of elite. The take on that is that the system he envisioned and started then is mostly intact 

and still working now.  

With the crash of the stock market, the elite group was still protected and the brunt of the 

trouble was heaped upon society who lashed out at the companies and the rich who had 

brought them to that point in their view. There are many parallels in our system today 

with the faltering of the market in 2008. One of the biggest differences was that even 

though the fall was very difficult for the citizens, they did not lash out as much as they 

did in the twenties. Could it be that they are still happy enough with what they have to be 

satisfied regardless of what caused the problems? We saw the Occupy movement and 

other disgruntled citizens make a show of displeasure, but where are the changes? Are 

people afraid to really stand up and demand that something be done? 

According to Gustave Le Bon, the crowd psychology involved would suggest that the 

masses are still satisfied and the masses do not think in a logical manner. It thinks with 

emotion and imagery. Until something happens that moves them as one, change is not 

what a crowd mentality will provide. It seems that as long as the masses are pacified by 

their desired needs they will continue to stay happy and live within the comfort zone. 

Keep the pain tolerable and they are contented. 

 

“The Crowd: A Study of the Popular Mind” 
 

During my research into Propaganda and Edward Bernays I ran across reference to 

Gustave Le Bon, of which Bernays was said to have based some of his work. Specifically 

the book called, “The Crowd: A study of the popular mind”. Since the book was 

published in 1896, it was public domain and easy to find.  

While reading this work a number of points were revealed that gave me some insight into 

possible reasons for Bernays direction of thinking. It is plausible to consider that Bernays 

work with propaganda for President Woodrow Wilson was influenced by the work of Le 

Bon. I am fascinated by a potential connection with the theory of the unconscious crowd 

being controlled by their own desires to keep them docile. Furthermore it is interesting to 

me that there could be groups of elite, who by their own individual goals may constitute a 



crowd of their own and according to Le Bon be therefore working as a crowd 

unconsciously which causes them not to make the best decisions.  

I am somewhat of a slow reader and I have to take time to absorb the information as I go. 

Since I finished the book near the end of the first packet I have run out of time to finish 

the writing and address my thoughts about where the theories and connections lead. I 

would like to complete this writing in the next packet.  

Music 
 

A Little Misunderstanding.  
 

http://www.gregcreative.com/music/alm_wv.mp3 

This was a song that I had written over a decade ago. During the residency I had talked 

with a new student, Ananda, and learned that she liked Jazz, but no one played Jazz while 

everyone was hanging out in the evenings. I thought I would learn a tune or two, and 

have one she could sing along with during the next evening.  

I found “Fly Me To The Moon” and some other Jazz standards and worked out some of 

the chord progressions and spoke to Lee about playing them for fun the next time we got 

together for an evening jam session. He liked the idea and as it turned out he liked Jazz 

style music as well and knew much more about jazz than I did. I remembered having 

created a simple version of my song, “A Little Misunderstanding”, but didn’t feel like it 

was finished at that time and set it aside, which was more than a decade ago. I liked the 

song, but just never got back to it. During our discussion, I mentioned it because it had a 

jazz element to it and played a portion of it to Lee. He immediately said that he really 

liked the song and wanted to learn it.  

It turned out that Lee had mentioned the songs to Alex, who was organizing the Cabaret. 

Ananda had previously signed up to perform in the Cabaret before she knew what she 

was going to do at the time. Alex and Lee talked with Ananda and decided to perform 

“Fly Me To The Moon”. They let me know later they wanted me to perform it with them 

at the show. I was a little shocked to see the event had taken on a life of it’s own, but I 

agreed to give it a try. During some practicing in the evenings, we got together and Lee 



suggested we do my song as well. Ananda liked the song too and said it spoke about a 

topic that we could all identify with. She had not heard the song before, but agreed that 

she wanted to learn it for the show. I thought it went very well. So there in lies the 

progression of events leading to the Cabaret performance. 

I am including this in the packet because performance is a part of my practice in dealing 

with anxiety and fear. Most people don’t notice my difficulty, because I guess I find ways 

of dealing with it. Performing music in front of a group is quite difficult for me. 

Originally I saw the song as unfinished, but after performing it with Lee and Ananda, I 

decided that it was finished, but was just a short song with a simple message. This led me 

to collaborate with Lee during the term and have him create a lead part for the song 

through the Internet. This is the first time that I have ever done that kind of distance work 

before. 

I played and recorded all the other parts first except the guitar lead. I bounced the tracks 

down to a basic mix and sent them to Lee play along with. He was able to send me 

several dry lead parts in return and I put them into the song. I mixed everything together 

so the lead track would sound like it fit the same sound space.  The song turned out nice 

and was pleased with it. 

I have asked Ananda if she would have interest in singing the lead vocal, but I don’t 

know what her access is to quality recording equipment and she hasn’t responded to my 

inquiries yet. I think the song would sound really nice with her vocal style. I have 

included a link to the “A Little Misunderstanding” MP3 here. I also have a plan to 

collaborate on another distance work with Lee and two other interested students. 

 

Driven 
(A song for the highway environment for Luff’s story) 

These two links are not to finished song, but are to rough tracks chosen from many that I 

thought would be a direction that would be good for the song. There are mistakes and the 

structure is not finalized, but a direction is suggested. The first one is just a guitar and 

drums, the second is a version of the first with some lyrics I am playing around with and 

some use of the field recording I made of traffic then speeded it up and combined from 



three different field recordings to enhance the sense of increased traffic volume and 

speed. I have not sent all of the tests and recording that I have done, as there are quite a 

few and both in numbers and hours. I have chosen to send only the ones that I think I will 

be working with in the songs. 

 

http://www.gregcreative.com/music/driven_test1a.mp3 

http://www.gregcreative.com/music/driven_test1b.mp3 

I started writing and working on ideas for “Driven” for the highway song of the Album 

from Luff’s Story. This has gone through a number of variations and I am not satisfied 

with any particular part other than the field recordings of highway noise and sounds and 

the premise behind the concept. I have recorded quite a few tracks that I have set aside 

and I can’t find the one is standing out to me. I like some of the parts and some of the 

lyrics, but not everything together yet. I could end up going in a completely different 

direction before I find what I’m looking for. 

My initial thinking for the highway song was to have it use traffic noise and vary it in 

many ways trying to keep the sound of the highway, but make it much busier and faster. I 

want the sounds to be familiar, yet have a strangeness to them. I thought I would field 

capture some electrical buzzing in an effort to create an environment attack sound. The 

attacking sound is supposed to represent how the environment is trying to affect the mind 

or the box in Luff’s case as described in the story. I thought I would introduce that sound 

in this song as a signature sound of the environmental effect. I have not found a 

satisfactory version of an electrical sound yet, although I thought to record the sound of a 

bug zapper to see how that would work. It could work well as a metaphor for our thought 

process being taken from us. 

Aside from the sound effects, I wanted the song to talk about how that outside forces 

sometimes drive us, especially ones of which we may not be aware. When I say driven, I 

don’t mean that someone is driving the vehicle of our lives, it is to say that many paths 

we follow have been set up by others and we just navigate though them. You could say 



driven like herding, but that would suggest that the powers that set up these paths see us 

as not being able to think for ourselves and living in a primitive state.  

When looking at the research about mass psychology and consumerism, there is a feeling 

that we are only following the basic rules that our society has set up. There is an idea that 

laws were established for punishment of criminals and humanity has been developing this 

system for centuries. There is a sense that even though as a society we have created those 

rules, that we may have built our own prison. In Foucault’s “Crime and Punish” it is 

suggested that these rules were basically organized by those in positions of power and 

under that assumption there is room to suspect that we may not have been as privy to the 

creation of those laws as we might think. With that in mind the song “Driven” and the 

environment of the highway is to be about having to follow the rules and follow the set 

navigation in order to get to what we desire. 

It should also about overcoming fear and stress that we find when navigating that tangled 

mess of rules and ribbons of structure. When we drive we see others breaking the rules to 

seemingly “get away with it” and many people say something like, “Where’s the police 

when you need them.” There is also rage at the behavior of others in this scenario. It is 

also about managing the forces within our own minds. In the story Luff gets caught up in 

this, but finds a way to reign himself in by focusing on his destination. He is upset with 

himself and others, but doesn’t see any means of changing the huge infrastructure and 

thus chooses to follow along established roads and stay within the rules. Even though he 

is heading out to bring change and find answers to questions, he is still bound by the 

system. 

With this song I am also hoping to portray the sense of frustration, rage and stress that is 

found in this type of existence and portray the thought that some force is guiding one 

along this path beyond our own efforts. 

 

Improptu Recording 
 



Sometimes I sit down in my basement studio and just turn on the equipment, grab a guitar 

and record whatever comes from playing; this one of those recordings. It is one guitar; I 

am trying to do rhythm and melody at the same time. In some places it works nicely and 

other places no so much, sorry to put you through those parts. It could be worked into a 

nice little instrumental song at some point. Either way, I find the process of playing with 

no expectations to be relaxing.  I find it is a good way to loosen up and get away from 

trying to engineer the sound or produce a refined work.  

http://www.gregcreative.com/music/impromtu_1.mp3 

Writing 

Luff’s Story 
 

This is an updated version of Luff’s story. The original version was a beginning and more 

about putting down ideas in a sequence in an effort to build content for the album. Here I 

have tried to mold that idea into more of a story. I clarified a number of things in the 

organization of the story and tried to work out some problems I had with the concept and 

structure. This is still ongoing and I expect it will continue to grow into a more 

substantial work with additional details in the character and environmental settings. I see 

myself building in more detail based on my research and the direction Luff ultimately 

takes might change based on where that research leads. 

I though I might take a moment to explain how my process has worked in the past for 

creating a concept album. This story started as a pre-planning stage to writing a concept 

album. When I write songs I usually write some type of thought process down to create a 

platform for the content of the songs. What happens to my songs is similar to what 

happens with an abstract painting, there is a lot more going on in them than is evident at 

first glance and the viewer never really sees the process and thinking behind the work 

other than the final presented piece. I usually have a lot of back-story and content and 

then the songs become simplified in content when I write them. 

In this case the story is broken down into sections that are the environments Luff goes 

through during his experience. The structure of the album was intended to follow this 



pattern. I made notes at the beginning of each environment depicting what type of sounds 

might be heard on the album and what each song may be addressing with regard to forces 

Luff is facing, such as emotions and thoughts brought on by both internal and external 

sources. The lists of terms for the forces and sounds are used as a guideline for my song 

development. 

 

The Safety Zone 

{Forces: contradiction; complacency; questioning; numbness; discontentment; tiredness; 

loss of time; familiar; boredom; happiness; security; freedom; prison; illusion; fear; lies; 

distraction; manipulation; depression; anxiety;} 

[Sounds: dripping; echoes; clock ticking; alarm clock; Luff questioning his reasons to 

stay here and why he has been asked to live this way;] 

Luff stayed in his safe place away from forces that attack the mind. Here was the feeling 

of comfort and security. Luff didn’t realize that even his comfort zone was attacking the 

mind. In fact, it may have been attacking his mind more than the outside environments. 

One reason for this was that it lulled him into complacency and led him deeper into the 

depths of self-contentment and farther away from reality. 

In this zone, Luff had time to think, but many of the pretty things he had kept him busy. 

When he got tired of them, he just got more. His zone was becoming a bit crowded with 

many wonderful items that he just no longer used. He wondered when they had all came 

from, but it made sense for him to have them. He might use them again one day. 

A day came when Luff began to question why he kept his head in the box. He is not sure 

where the question came from, but he was sure that it was a good question. He had been 

sitting with nothing particular to do and contemplating what he needed to get to fill that 

need. He had looked around and took note of the things he had and going through the list 

he really didn’t need most of them at all. That made him wonder about need and he 

realized he just wanted them and didn’t actually need them. They were pretty things, but 

not necessary. He liked them, but they were also boring now. He remembered when they 

were not boring. He also remembered that they had become boring fairly quickly, 



because he had set them aside to get something new. His desire had become need. How 

had this happened? He understood that he had been influenced by something. 

Luff looked at his aegis box where it sat on the couch beside him. It was a basic flat light 

gray value. He had chosen to make it that way because he didn’t want anything that 

would make it stand out. If it didn’t stand out then maybe the forces he was protecting it 

from would not notice it and leave it alone. He had learned how to keep his head safe in 

the aegis box all his life from his childhood, his parents, at home, at school, society and at 

work. Every one of these had taught him to keep it safe. Safety was the most important 

thing. Protect. That was why he lived in this cave. It was safe here. 

Here was his cave. It was damp and cool and that was a comfort to Luff. If things were 

too hot and dry he would have felt out of place. This was just right for him.  It was also 

quiet. The waterfall that masked the entrance from the outside world had become just a 

background noise, barely noticeable. He had taken a look outside from time to time, but 

there was really no need. This was all he needed. 

The clock on the stand ticked away and like the waterfall entrance it had become a 

background element and wasn’t noticed much. Time passed quickly, while it took its 

time. The dripping water and the constant echoes of solitude had become a needed part of 

his environment. 

Luff thought about his past, his schooling, growing up and he also thought about his 

future. He looked forward and it made him wonder what he would and where his life 

would go. Then he looked around and didn’t know what he would do without his safety 

zone, but Luff started to become tired of just sitting there. Where would he go? When 

Luff thought back into his past he saw a lot of things that he had done. That was in the 

past and he couldn’t change it. He looked again at the box beside him. He had kept it safe 

for a long time. It showed wear and age from marking and scuffs, but he had kept it very 

well. He came back to the real question, “Why was he supposed to keep his head in 

there? All the usual answers came back to him. They were good answers. They had 

worked for a long time. Keep it safe. Protect. Stay in the safety zone. Something might 



get in. Next questions: “Protect from what?” “What could get in?” “Why?” Those 

questions scared him. They intrigued him.  

His alarm clock rang loudly. It started him out of his thought process. Luff couldn’t 

remember the last time that he had been startled by something in his safety zone. He 

realized that he had actually startled himself by thinking outside of his box. Why does 

everyone keep heads like this? Everyone he knew does it this was and has always done so 

as far as he could remember. Luff decided to find out why. He knew he was told to do so, 

and that he had learned to do it this way too, but what was the reason? He would find out. 

He would find someone who knew. Maybe he could ask his teachers. That was where he 

first created his aegis box. That would be at least a starting point. 

 

The Risk & The Wild 
 

{Forces: decisions; memories; loss; risk; questioning; struggle; overcoming; learning; 

examine; inquiry; curiosity; challenge; doubt; mistrust; suspicion; opposition; survival; 

suffering; endure; awakening;} 
[Sounds: sound of water; footsteps slowly picking up speed and then an effort to jump; 

rushing sounds of being tumbled and of being underwater; drowning; sense of struggle; 

(Transition to the Wild) sounds of the outdoors mixed with the underwater sounds as 

though someone was coming up for air; Familiar sounds altered, some sounds not 

familiar; nature sounds: frogs; crickets; bird calls; rushing river or water; trees 

creaking; wind blowing; sounds from the wild; Luff questioning his decision to leave his 

safety zone; Luff deciding that moving ahead was still what he needs to do; sounds of 

flies and insects;] 

Luff made the decision to go and the only way out was through the waterfall. This was 

one of his safety elements. It cleansed and blocked anything that tried to get in from the 

outside environments. It was a big step, as doing so meant jumping into the river below. 

Luff had thought about it long enough and before he could change his mind he took a 



running leap through the waterfall. He immediately began to wish he were back in the 

cave. 

Luff believed he had lost his head. When he finally swam to shore and regained his 

senses. He saw his box had washed up on the opposite bank. He heard noises that 

sounded familiar, but not exactly. They were distorted and twisted. They left him with a 

strange sense that he knew what they were, but they were jumbled up and disorienting. 

Although 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 swam across the river once again and reclaimed his box. Elements from the 

environment were trying to open it. Luff had made it very secure over the years and it 

was perfectly safe. He fought off some of the environmental elements and picked up the 

box. Inside of the box was moving and shaking. He also heard sounds from inside, but 

was afraid to open it. This had never happened before. In his hands, the box quickly 

became quiet again. 

Looking around Luff noticed the environment around the river. There was a lot of foliage 

and sounds of the wild. Birds were chirping and some were making strange, frightening 

sounds. Frogs were croaking, trees were creaking and the roar of the water on the rocks 

sounded like untamed noise. He longed for the quiet, regimented sounds of his safety 

zone. He took a few steps toward the waterfall. He stopped and looked around again. This 

was becoming a very frightening place. His insides were trying to run back and yet he 

know the answers he left to look for were not there. 

He had to find out the answers to his questions. He was being torn to shreds inside. Luff 

knew that if he went back he would never do this again. He had to find the answers and 

they lay ahead of him not behind. With the environment pulling at him and trying to pull 

the box from his hands he took a few steps away from the waterfall. Every step was 

difficult and he had to force himself to move forward. Luff felt like he was leaving parts 

of himself behind with every movement. He could feel the carcass of his safe ideas being 

ripped from him a little at a time. He also felt some of their weight lifted from his 



shoulders. He pushed on and fought through the terrain moving on as quickly as he could. 

Sounds of fear circled him. He was sure that something would appear and drag him away. 

The questions still remained and the environment began to give way. He had to get out of 

here as quickly as he could. He wasn’t sure if he had the right questions or if they should 

even be asked. He reached a clearing near the riverbank, tucked his box under his arm 

and began to run. 

 

The Port and Sailing  

 

{Forces: resistance; defense; determination; opposition; conflict; contrast; defiance; } 

[Sounds: approaching sounds of  the dock; bells, rustling cloth; wood on wood clacking; 

metal on metal clanking; dock type voices; sailing sounds of water; dock noise slip away 

into the background; someone questioning Luff about sailing up the river against the 

wind and current;] 

Luff finds a port and looks for a boat to use to go up river. No one will give him a 

powered boat and he locates a rowboat with a sail. He finds out that he can travel up the 

river against the current, but it was a difficult task. People tell him that anyone who has 

ever gone up river had either never been seen again or ends up back down the river as 

flotsam. Most never survive the ordeal. Luff was determined and makes the attempt. At 

this point going up river was like going back in time of a sort. In this instance it was like 

going back to an old school to see how things have stayed the same or changed.  

Luff finds his old school. 

 

 

 

 



The School  

 

{Forces: fear; memory; recollection; reliving; experience; confession; acknowledgement; 

apprehension; insight; awareness; understanding; assessment; comprehension; concern; 

sympathy; retrospect; regression; distraction; setback; relapse;} 

[Sounds: school bells; school crowd noise; teaching: physics? psychology; lockers 

closing; cheerleading; athletic game crowd noise; ] 

Luff finds his old school. He remembers that it was here 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 was 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 were still in their rows; they were still listening to the teacher. The young ones 

still had 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, similar to threads or bolts reaching out 

from every place and thing. Something he hadn’t noticed before was that the teacher’s 



energy was attacking their heads as well. So were the building and the books. Luff hadn’t 

remembered another oddity that he was seeing. He noticed that 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 

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 remembered why 

he had left. He noticed his buddies had left a while back and Luff realized 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 heard something in his box. It shook. A 

memory of one of his teachers came 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. Luff realized that he had come back 

down the river a really long way. Going down river was so easy. He would have to get 

back to the port and work his way to the Highway. From there he could get to the City. 

 

The Highway  

 

{Forces: stress; rules; order; chaos; anger; rage;} 

[Sounds: 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 said it was 

safe, but he had experienced it before and knew better. Looking at the vehicles flying by 

in such a rush and all the noise, Luff began to question his journey again. Why had he left 

his safety zone? He had learned from the wild and gained some understanding at school 

and his resolve came to him quicker this time. 

Follow the rules. Stay in your lane. This was how the highway worked. Yet others still 

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 

avoided the road he didn’t have to deal with it. It was better that way, but he needed 

answers. The only way to get where he was going was on the highway. He moved his 

vehicle cautiously into the fray. 

The first thing that Luff noticed was that most of the people here kept their heads in the 

back seat. That was quite reckless. They didn’t seem to watch where they were going and 

just flew by in a hurry to get somewhere. It didn’t seem they were going to get anywhere 

except into difficulties. Were they maniacs? Luff swerved to avoid another vehicle 

heading directly at him. The driver was reaching into the back seat not looking where he 

was going. Didn’t they realize that rules helped keep Order and kept him from danger?  

Luff yelled out his window, “Hey! Watch where you’re going!”  

Luff could see the road and vehicle environments writhing upward and reaching out at 

them. The environment was doing the same to him. Luckily he had managed to build a 

good box and was able to keep his box safely near him. When Luff looked closely at the 

other travelers as they whizzed by he noticed that the road was actually opening their 

boxes and getting to the other driver’s heads. He swerved again except this time it was 

his turn being distracted.  

They seemed oblivious to the influence of the road environment working at their boxes. 

Luff did a quick check of his box. Like he expected, the environment was trying to get in, 

but his box was built well. He sighed in relief. Did their need to get somewhere 

overshadow their good sense to protect their minds? 



Driving was starting to wear him down. How long had he been on the highway? There 

were crashes and pile-ups here and there. Luff felt lucky to avoid them. Earlier someone 

had actually run him off the road and got out to confront him as though it was his fault. 

He found himself beginning to yell back. Fearful of what had happened to him Luff 

jumped back into his vehicle and saw the road had almost opened his box. He slammed 

his had down on it and drove away the road’s attempt. He had forgotten about his box 

during that altercation. This was really getting to him. He needed to stay focused and get 

to the city. He might find some answers there. Luff tightened his safety belt and started 

out again. 

Finding his own pace and being extremely careful, Luff kept driving. 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 he didn’t see a way to do it the chaos and they didn’t seem 

to want his advice anyway. 

On the side of the road ahead, Luff saw someone waving for help. They looked as though 

they were in distress. He focused ahead and drove on past. He immediately felt guilty, 

stopped and backed up to see what he could do. He thought that if he couldn’t help 

everyone maybe he could help someone. He found the traveler’s problem and was able to 

fix it easily. As the traveler was driving away Luff realized that he did not see the 

traveler’s box anywhere in the vehicle and thought it was very odd. He had heard that 

you could leave your head somewhere else, but couldn’t understand why anyone would 

want to. Before he could say anything about it, the traveler had gone. He had received a 

quick “Thanks” and the traveler was back out into the chaos and out of sight. Luff felt as 

though his help had not been appreciated. Dejected he climbed back in his vehicle and 

started back toward the city with the same caution, but a little less sure of himself. 

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 something as near to it 

as he could find. He had to find some time to relax. He was so tired. 

 



The City 

 

{Forces: pressure; depression; addiction; escape;} 

[Sounds: 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 it to be very friendly. Everyone was smiling and 

happy.  Luff was so tired that when they offered a slot for his box, he accepted and found 

himself relaxed and feeling better. He liked this place.  

This place was even more comfortable than his cave. He settled in. Luff didn’t know how 

long he had been there, but he was starting to feel better, more relaxed. The Smilers 

approached Luff and said that he would have to move to the back to make room for more 

travelers. Luff didn’t mind as long as he could stay here. They moved him down the hall 

to a different room. There were many other travelers here and they all looked quite 

peaceful. He settled in again. Luff realized that the further back he went the darker it 

became and he liked that it was more and more like his cave. This was getting better all 

the time. 

Luff  roused from a nice sleep. He was still quite sleepy though. He remembered that he 

had not seen the Smilers for a while. It was very dark. In fact, he could see from beneath 

very heavy drowsiness that he was in a different area then the last time he remembered 

and 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 and set it 

on a shelf. He had to find it. 

In a panic, Luff got up slowly, and started to figure out where he was. It was dark 

everywhere. He could hear coughing and choking sounds. Moaning. Angry growls. Luff 



tried moving faster, but it didn’t help. He felt very sluggish. This was not where Luff had 

wanted to go. He didn’t remember asking for this. He could vaguely remember being 

tired from driving and looking for a place to rest. He had forgotten about his question. He 

had to remember. 

Luff trudged along for what seemed like hours, passing traveler after traveler. The further 

he went he noticed that it was getting a little bit lighter and the travellers were a little 

more aware, but all of them were just lying around sleeping or barely awake. He finally 

found a door. One of the Smilers was there – smiling.  

“How is your stay? I hope you are enjoying yourself.” The Smiler said. 

Luff’s answer surprised him. “I am fine and I’m having a wonderful time.” Luff didn’t 

recognize his own voice. He shook himself and stood as tall as he could Luff and asked, 

“Where is my box? I want it back.”  

The Smiler continued to smile. Luff wasn’t sure what to do. He walked up to the Smiler 

and asked again. More smiling. Luff was beginning to feel trapped. He 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. Everything was in a fog. 

After a short while, Luff heard a voice beside him.  

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

Luff looked around and saw the one he had helped on the road. She gotten here before 

him and saw him come in.  

Luff asked, “Not really. Uh. I really don’t know. How long have you been 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. It is so nice to 

just get away from it all. No fighting and struggling. Just leave your box outside and 

enjoy a uneventful, 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. 

“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 wanting to talk anymore. 

Luff tried to remember what was so odd about her. Something was just out of reach of his 

thinking. Her box! She didn’t have it in the car with her when he helped her on the 

highway. Luff looked around. No one had boxes! He had left his with 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 with his strongest tone. 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, smiling. They gently grabbed his arms to 

help him back into the room, but Luff shrugged them off.  

Luff looked at them as he moved away and saw that their smiles had vanished and they 

now had puzzled looks on their faces. They looked at him quizzically and said, “Did we 

do something wrong? How can we fix it? We just want you to be happy here.” Luff 

couldn’t figure them out. 

“I just want to get my head back.” He replied and kept walking. 

They kept following him. Luff tried to move faster. They moved faster continuing to say 

thing like, “ We can give you what you need.” “ What if we could do this…or that…”, a 

constant barrage of things that they could do for him. They kept asking him why he had 

to go. They started to look worried now.  

They started shouting at each other and yelled to him that they could fix it. “Just tell us 

what we did wrong? We thought this was everything that you had ever wanted! Fill out 



this questionnaire. I’m sure we can make everything right. The customer is always right. 

We must have missed something! We are very sorry. We will make it right!” 

Luff was moving faster now. It was slowly getting brighter. He could still hear them 

shouting in the distance. In fact, it sounded like there were many, many more of them. 

They were all asking the same questions and arguing with each other, but they were still 

moving toward him. At least he had gotten this far away, now to find his box.  

Luff started to recognize places he was passing as he ran. He had been at all of these 

stations before. He started to remember. The Smilers 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. The traveler he had helped was right. He did come here on his 

own. He was trying to find what he had left behind and had succeeded. It was not the 

same, yet it was. This was a perfect 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. It only opened from the 

outside. He heard the Smilers growing louder and closer down the hall. Great Order! 

There were a lot of them now! He found a small, vent beside the door barely enough to 

crawl through. Looking into it he thought he could see a pinpoint of light, but it was very 

bright. It could be a reflection. It was really dark and barren in there, but the point of light 

at the other end was at least a shot of hope. The shouts were getting closer! The vent was 

so small that it scraped and tore at his body. The shouts were almost at the vent now! He 

had to get out. He struggled to get through. In the vent the pinpoint of light 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. He could 

still hear the Smilers, but they seemed to be far away now. Luff was cut and bruised, tired 

and hungry and didn’t feel like moving, but he managed to drag himself up to a bench. 

He put his hands together and wept. 

 



The Market 

 

{Forces: change; disinformation; doctrine; truth; lies; contradiction;  diffusion; fear; 

deception; redemption; exchange;} 

[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; ] 

After resting on the bench for a while Luff got up and looked around. He had to find his 

box. He had to get it back. He needed it. He felt vulnerable, lost. He went to the door of 

the Smilers and prepared to go in and get it. There was a digital sign on the door that read 

plainly in bold letters, “To Enter, Please Sign Here. Take your print out below.” Beneath 

the title was a really long paragraph of words that scrolled on and on. The type was 

barely big enough to read. At the very bottom was a place to sign. Had he signed this 

when he came here before? Luff thought back and wasn’t sure if he had signed it or not. 

He didn’t have a print out. He took a moment to look at the wording in small, tiny print. 

One section left shocked him.  

It plainly said that by signing, he had agreed to allow them to use his head in the Market. 

What did they mean use his head? Luff thought of the rows and rows of people he had 

seen in the place as he was trying to get out. They had most likely signed this as well and 

given their boxes to this organization. The traveler he had helped and wanted to do this 

and seemed to leave and come back often. Luff couldn’t understand what that meant. It 

felt like a trap. No one had forced him to go in and they really didn’t stop him from 

leaving, but they were extremely persistent and he had felt uneasy and even fearful. He 

knew what he would have to do. He would have to go search for his box in the Market. 

He looked at the door and realized he did not want to go back in, so he turned and walked 

down the street. If he were going to get his head back he would have to search for it in 

the Market. Where was the Market?  

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 exactly where it was. They kept getting things 



from it all the time, so it must be around somewhere. Someone suggested that he Order 

something and maybe he could ask the deliverer. 

Luff was becoming depressed and dejected. He threw his arms up and fell back onto the 

curb in despair. He had searched everywhere. Down the street he heard a vendor calling, 

“Do you need something? We have it! It will only cost nineteen ninety-nine! If you hurry 

you can get our once in a lifetime special deal, we will throw in another something…for 

free! That’s right! Two something’s for the same price! But you must get it now, because 

we won’t have these for long.” Luff groaned. Not only could he not buy anything, 

because he was broke, but he didn’t want something anymore. He thought about it and 

remembered that he already had two something’s at home. 

He longed for home, but at the same time he didn’t. He had changed somehow. He didn’t 

want some things. He could care less. He wanted his head back. He had to find it. The 

street vendor yelled again, “You don’t need any money to get these something’s, we can 

send them to you straight from the Market for credit. We will even put the shipping cost 

on credit too… for a small fee. Straight from the Market to your door.” 

The Market. He said the Market. He might know where it is. He has to know. Luff 

jumped up and ran over to the vendor. 

“Ah. You want two something’s!” The vendor looked eager. 

“Not exactly. I already have two.” Luff responded. “But I do need to get to the Market. 

Can you direct me there?” 

“Ah… Well, if you go over to Wals Street and turn left you can’t miss it. Look for all the 

glitter and lights. But, here take my card and stop by Benny’s Bucket Place. That’s my 

brother, he can sell you a bucket to put your stuff in cheaper than anybody there!” The 

vendor smiled. Luff knew that kind of smile now. He took the card and headed in the 

direction the vendor showed him. On the way he must have lost the card. 

Near Wals Street, above him on one of the buildings he saw colored lights flashing. It 

was a reflection from the alley across the street. As he got closer, he could hear noise of 

laughter and glee, cheering and shouting. Sounds of carnival rides and screams of joy 



came from the alley. 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? How 

was he going to find it in there. It stretched on as far as he could see. Luff began asking if 

everyone if they had seen his head, but no one would talk to him except the merchants 

offering him their goods. The people just stayed focused on the products, the games, the 

food and the drinks. He didn’t care about the Market anymore, he just wanted to be him 

self again. He threw up his hands and screamed to the top of his lungs, “I want my head 

back!” But no one even looked at him. The vendors paused and gave him a scornful look, 

but went right back to selling. 

Standing there, Luff had a sense of déjà vu. He felt like he had been here before and then 

he looked a little closer at a figure standing right in across from him carrying his box. It 

was himself. It couldn’t have been himself he was right here, but there it was. It was a 

duplicate him 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 personal Code. Who was this person? He had to stop them. 

In the House of Glass Luff found his duplicate and confronted himself. He reached out to 

take the box from his arms. When he tugged to take his box the other body continued to 

fight and pull it back and wouldn’t let go. 

“That’s mine!” Luff yelled. 

“I don’t think so.” The duplicate replied and pulled back on the box. 

“What gives you the right to use my head?!” Luff was getting angry. 

“Your head is my head!” It screamed. 



Luff had had enough. No one was going to use his head and get away with it. He put 

everything he had into one final pull and the box broke free. Luff and the duplicate went 

flying backwards in opposite directions, both of them landing sprawled out on the floor. 

The box flew high into the air and came down hard between them. The box broke into 

with pieces flying everywhere breaking glass items all around. Luff’s head rolled out and 

stopped at his feet looking at him.  

As the box broke open sending shards in all directions there was also a huge dark cloud 

of mass that went rolling out of the box coming out of his head! Tendrils of dark strings 

like the kind that attacked his head from every environment. How had the dark things 

gotten in his box? He had protected it so well. He had never let it get opened. What was 

happening? 

The environment of the Market started attacking his head, but the dark shapes from his 

head just keeps pouring out and merging with everything around it. Soon it diminished 

and only his head was left and pieces of the box. The environment was still attacking his 

head, but his head was keeping it at bay all by itself. Luff grabbed his head and the 

duplicate started gathering all the pieces of the box. 

At that moment Luff realized that the box had never protected anything. In fact, the dark 

mass had come from within his head. He had created it himself. He and his head had been 

connected all along. As long as he was in the environment it would also be in his head. 

He had to make his head it’s own box to stop it. It had to protect itself, because fear, love, 

hate, anger and everything other kind of force could not be stopped by a covering. 

The duplicate getting up from his hands and knees where he had be frantically scrambling 

to find all the pieces of the box threw them all at Luffs feet. In a voice that was both shrill 

and demanding, the sound of horror, it shrieked for Luff to put it back together. Luff 

looked at the scattered remains on the ground, then at his head. He held up his head with 

both arms and put it back on his shoulders. As his head settled into place, the duplicate 

screamed that grew higher in pitch and then faded into nothing as the Duplicate began to 

be absorbed back into the environment. Luff was astonished. He understood now and he 

had never felt more alive. 



Now Luff’s mind was cleared of the fog. He knew that there were still things left 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. Had it been like this all his life? Walking back through the Market, Luff knew 

that there were many other heads here being used by their duplicate selves. They were 

just like he had been. Many of 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, find the Order and get more answers, because 

he still had many questions. Now he knew that he could ask them. 

 

The Bank, The Corporation, The Newly Appointed Person 

 

{Forces: profit; regulations; dogma; attitude; tradition; skepticism; convention; law; 

hoarding; security; status; accumulate; speculation; division; standardize; repetition; 

order; chaos; factory; monopolize; syndicate; burden; encumber; responsibility; strain; } 

[ Sounds: keyboards/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 back and was not carrying a 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 

everyone how to do that in school? Maybe they had to find out on their own? Even that 

was still a question. 

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 to look at Luff when he walked up to a Teller. The bank 

became quiet. Luff looked around and back to the Teller.  



The Teller seemed startled and started fumbled 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. 

The Teller continued, “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 too much of a risk to 

be lost or stolen.”  

“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’s just 

how it works. They sell their Codes and the Codes get used for things they have always 

wanted. They are happy and everyone was 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 was perfectly appropriate 

according to regulation 1312, 3434C, 22EE12C, 5KR52EU, 4ME2FU, 61B61B and 

7474A; and was not bound by the addendum and subsequent updates to the addendums 

including the revisions sent out since the first of the year’s 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.” The Teller paused to catch his breath in one sharp intake and 



continued. “What that means was that they have broken no laws in purchasing the 

Codes.” The Teller took another breath, leaned back. Luff recognized the Teller’s smile. 

Looking around Luff noticed all the Tellers were smiling. They were all Smilers. Things 

were starting to make more sense. Luff looked back at the Teller. “What if the Order was 

wrong and need to be changed?” 

The Teller choked on his next breath and almost fell backward out of his chair. Regaining 

his balance and pulling himself upright he straightened his bib. Around the room the 

other Tellers gasped and looked at each other. The Teller in front of Luff said, “Ahh. The 

Order has always been right. Changing it now would be disastrous. It would tear 

everything apart and then Codes would be useless.” The Teller stiffened his back, looked 

sternly at Luff and said. “Nope. Order can’t be changed.” 

The Tellers in the bank let out a sigh of relief. Luff knew there had to be a way to change 

Order. It had to be created in the first place. If it were made it could be changed too. 

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

The Teller’s aegis box fell on the floor. He picked it up quickly and dusted it off and set it 

properly beside him. “Young man. Order is just where it always is. Let me tell you this. 

Leave Order alone. Get your security back in place and Order will find you. I’m not 

suggesting that you do this. I’m just telling you what to do for our own good.” 

Luff realized that Order was not going to be changed easily. Luff began thinking about 

his own box. When it had come open, it had attacked the environment. A lot of his fears, 

anxiety, depression had come out in the open and it changed the way he saw the 

environment. It changed the environment for him. If he could get enough people together 

to open their boxes maybe that could change Order. It was worth a try. Luff formed a 

plan to share his idea. 

 



The Order & Chaos 

 

{Forces: planning; directive; symmetry; regulation; disposal; security; dictation; 

instruction; authority; system; routine; uniformity; conformity; contradiction; anarchy; 

confusion; turmoil;} 

[Sounds: feedback; rumbling; screeching; static; distortion; screaming; repetitive beeps; 

wave sounds; tremolo; (creating ordered sounds within chaotic sounds;] 

Luff found Order and it scared him. He didn’t really understand what it was or how it had 

become what it was, but it was huge and it was controlling some of the environment. 

There were strands connected from it leading everywhere and strands from everywhere 

connecting back to it. It was affecting the environments and the environment was 

attacking it. It reminded him of what had happened when his box was broken, but this 

was different. It was the most powerful and immense thing he had ever seen. 

Order was a huge ball of everything. It was like a beast in a cage fighting to get out. The 

strands around were controlling it, but at times it would stretch the strands to thin 

filaments and almost break free. At the last minute, it would be shoved back in. It was 

getting bigger and stronger. Luff thought that it might get out soon. It was then that he 

recognized Order for what it was – controlled Chaos. If it did get free, what would 

happen? Luff thought that if they could reduce it to a manageable size then they could 

change Order into a different Order. But would it be better?  

He thought through his knowledge and realized also that many in the past had tried to 

change it. There were disastrous attempts and he knew that there were some that didn’t 

work at all. He had not seen those events as being an attempt to change Order, but he 

understood a little more about it now. Luff thought about the tendrils and strands and 

concluded that it couldn’t be just the Tellers that were trying to control Order. There had 

to be others. He had heard rumors of ones called Controllers, but no one knew who they 

could be or even if it was true. Luff thought that it could be true, but wondered if 

Controllers even knew whom each other was. In any case, Luff wanted to do something. 



“We are going to change Order.” Luff said to as many people as he could find. He told 

them about his experience and what an aegis box really was. He went everywhere he 

could and gathered as many who would listen. Finally there were a lot of people at least 

willing to take a look at Order and see what he was talking about. 

He brought them together near the Order to look at it. Immediately, some of those who 

had followed Luff 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 opened their boxes and the tendrils and 

shards inside dissipated into the environment and moved into the Order. The Order did 

not change in a noticeable way other than a faded color that seemed to appear as a slight 

shadow or wisp and was then swallowed up quickly by the beast.  

It was still being corralled and controlled by the strands, but there had been a very slight 

change. Luff knew this was going to take a lot of time and a lot more people. He thanked 

everyone who had come and they agreed to help and continue to share their experience. 

They now had their heads on their own shoulders and thanked Luff for sharing his 

experience with them. They felt better because they knew more, but at the same time they 

were worried that it may be too late to really change Order, yet they were willing to make 

the effort.  

Luff set out to find more boxes. 

 

 



Journal 
 

The journal is also on the blog in PDF form.  

8/1/2012 W – I organized and prepared my documents and files for the term. Played the 

guitar for a while. I started sketching in my small sketchbook again during residency, I 

haven’t done that in a while. I think I will keep rolling with it. 

8/2/2012 R – I downloaded a couple of books for reading today, two by Le Bon on mass 

psychology. I found them as free kindle editions on Amazon. That was nice. I also read a 

short book by Lois Lowry that Lisa recommended because she thought I was something 

with a similar basis to my practice. 

8/3/2012 F – I spent time updating my OS to Mountain Lion today. I thought there was 

going to be an issue with my recording software, Logic Studio, but I was able to 

troubleshoot some driver issues with my Profire 610 and got it working again. There 

were a few other issues with the install, but nothing a few hours of problem solving 

couldn’t fix. 

8/4/2012 S – I worked on songwriting a bit today. Came up with something I might use 

for the Highway song. I did some sketches. 

8/5/2012 S – I worked on some more songwriting today. Didn’t really get anything I was 

satisfied with yet. I did more sketches. 

8/6/2012 M – I worked on updating the Luff story today. I am trying to rewrite the notes 

into something more like a story and not just a collection of thoughts. I started reading 

one of the Le Bon books about mass psychology called “The Crowd; study of the popular 

mind” written in 1896. I have been backtracking the development of this type of thinking 

from politics use of their understanding of mass psychology, through Edward Bernay’s 

development of Public Relations, propaganda and now to Gustav Le Bon’s writings. I am 

sure that this work will lead to another previous book or papers that brought Le Bon to 

his thoughts. By understanding the sequence of events and thinking through time, I am 

hoping to grasp how society has come to the place it has with regard to target marketing 

of almost everything that is available to us. I also hope to find some information that 

could lead to improving an individual’s ability to manage within this invasive arena. 



8/7/2012  – I spent time working on updating the story of Luff. I worked on song ideas 

for the next song. I recorded some ideas and think I have a few things to work with. 

8/8/2012  – I finished updating the Luff story. I fixed some things and added some things. 

I played guitar for a while, just to keep up the practice. I have been sketching and it has 

been fun. 

8/9/2012  – Reviewed the packet one info on the group web site. I read through the new 

portraits article. Made some notes. 

8/10/2012  – I read through the article “New Portraits” and wrote down some thoughts. 

8/11/2012  – Did not feel well today. Do some reading, but that’s about all. 

8/12/2012  – Working on the highway song today. Tried to set some lyrical ideas in 

motion. Still trying to nail down the specifics for this.  

8/13/2012 M – I went out for some field recording of highway sounds. I plan to use them 

in the highway song on the album in some capacity. I spent time listening to them 

afterward and transferring them to my computer.  I re-read the “New Portraits” article. I 

am not exactly sure what to write about this yet. I have had a number of thoughts and 

made some mental notes. I will try to write something about it tomorrow.  I revisited a 

number of audio files and tracks concerning the highway song. 

8/14/2012  – I spent a good deal of time analyzing the field recordings and selecting 

portions and reorganizing them. I want to modify them in some way afterward, but I plan 

on working on that later in the week. 

8/15/2012  – I worked on recording ideas and writing lyrics to stabilize my thought 

process for the song about the highway.  

8/16/2012  – Read more on the Le Bon book. I found the thoughts presented there at that 

particular time to be interesting considering what I had learned about Bernays previously. 

I made some notes on the topic. 

8/17/2012  – I worked in Logic trying to develop possibilities for the highway song. It 

isn’t falling together easily. There are a number of things that are still not right. I have 



been trying to review thinking behind this song and it has been fighting back. It they all 

just fell into place that would be good, but it doesn’t happen that way. 

8/18/2012  – I completed the reading of “The Crowd”.  

8/19/2012  – I worked on some writing today and spent a little time fighting with Driven 

again. Thought about an entirely different approach, but I am still not sure. I may have to 

switch off to something different. 

8/20/2012 M – Worked on writing for annotations. Updating my packet with writings on 

my readings. 

8/21/2012  –  

8/22/2012  –  

8/23/2012  – I missed writing entries on the two previous day and I don’t know how that 

happened. I have been spending time writing and playing more about the Highway song 

and writing. 

8/24/2012  – I didn’t work on much today. I am taking a break and getting away for the 

song work. I have to let my ears and mind rest. 

8/25/2012 – Another rest day. 

8/26/2012  – I reviewed the packet and listened to the tracks again after letting them sit 

for a few days. I picked up on a couple of things during this review of the rough tracks 

that I think will give me a better feel for where the driven song may go after reviewing 

the last track I made for it. I noticed a number of pieces from different tracks that sound 

like they will work well together and add more musical variety to the piece. I am getting 

a sense of how I might refine and polish the song in the next packet session. It never fails 

that when I do a lot of work and find I am not really feeling like it is going anywhere that 

getting away from it is oftentimes the best thing to do.  

8/27/2012 M –  

 

 



 

The Next Step 
 

Previous steps:  

• In the last term, I worked toward developing structure for the idea of the Luff 

story. I also did a lot of exploring into other media for expressing that story. I also 

created two songs for the album during that period of work and came up with 

theories about my art practice based on research that is leading me into further 

research into the connections between forces applied to the individual through 

mass psychology, consumerism, law, politics and democracy. 

Next steps:  

• I plan to flesh out and complete the song Driven. I think it is taking a form that I 

am satisfied with. I would also like to start another song in the series and have had 

thoughts in that direction. 

• I want to tie to together some threads of my ideas about connections from the 

theories of Le Bon and Freud about the masses having a destructive quality to 

Bernays thoughts of democracy needing mass control to keep it from destroying 

itself to the efforts of providing for desire through commercialism to do this and 

the development of the system of laws established by groups who are in 

themselves mostly invisible to the society as a whole. I need more reading and 

information, as I want to make an attempt to tie this together. I would also like to 

take the ideas of those forces of influence and apply this idea into the Luff story 

for more detail and refinement. I can see the written story shaping into a form that 

will build upon the connections that I am researching. 

• I want to include more graphic design work and plan to start to develop a 

direction for a campaign that would include the album, the story, posters, 

animation video and other design values as a coherent unit. I am wondering if this 

should be something to think about starting in the practicum of if the scope of this 

project is too much at the moment. 
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