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Wake Up 

{The Safety Zone; The Comfort 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;] 

The feeling of comfort and security was very nice. Luff mostly stayed in his Safety Zone, 

away from the forces that attacked his mind. Those forces of course were not very 

comfortable or nice. That’s why he liked it here so much. Where was here you might ask? 

What is a Safety Zone? Well, to us it might seem to be an ordinary cave, dark, damp, 

rocky and not exactly a world of comfort, but it had amenities. Its greatest feature was 

safety. No matter how dark or isolated a place may be, if it was safe, it was a good place. 

That was how Luff saw it. That made if perfect for him.  

Even with things being safe, Luff was not satisfied. Something inside him felt empty, 

alone. His Aegis Box felt like a burden some times. He knew he didn’t understand how 

everything worked. Who could know that? He was happy being safe. He was not exactly 

unhappy about his lack of understanding, but he perceived it to be the way it had to be to 

maintain his security and his safety. Luff wasn’t a criminal, but sometimes he felt as 

though he were locked away in a cell.  

Luff knew his Aegis Box was his ultimate protection. He just didn’t know why. He also 

didn’t know why or when he had started thinking of these things like questioning the 

things he had always known and taken for granted.  He was beginning to want to find out. 

Luff knew that he wanted to get out of his zone and understand what was really going on 

out there. Luff knew that the environments attacked his mind, but he just let the box 

protect him. Lately, Luff had begun to notice that even his comfort zone was attacking 

his mind. He could see the forces creep toward his Aegis Box and he had to be very 

diligent to keep it safe and secure. Luff began to consider that the safety zone was 



influencing him as much as the outside environments. One reason for this was that it 

lulled him into complacency and led him deeper into the depths of self-contentment. It 

led him further away from the environmental reality. Normally that is what he would 

want. Being further away from the environments was good, but he began to see the 

Safety Zone, his comfort zone, as another environment. When had he started feeling this 

way? When had he begun to notice things differently? What had changed? 

Luff’s reality was watching the InBox. It brought information to him straight from the 

source. Information about how bad the environments were and how much worse they 

were getting. From his seat inside his Safety Zone he could see the Curtain Wall, a liquid 

falling over the entrance that kept the environments out and allowed him to toss out 

anything that got in by mistake. It would wash that garbage away where he didn’t have to 

worry about it. The Curtain Wall was another protecting element in his life. Just like his 

Portable Safety Zone. 

Luff didn’t get out much at all and when he did, he took the Portable Safety Zone with 

him. Together with his Aegis Box it kept him perfectly secure and safe. It blocked his 

ability to see anything outside and not having to see the environments made him happy. 

The protection of the Curtain Wall, the Safety Zone and his Aegis Box were the only 

things that were keeping him safe. That was the way it was supposed to work.  

Lately, Luff had been thinking. It is not something that was recommended by Order, but 

he had been doing it anyway. Order never really stopped anyone from thinking, but they 

suggested directions for thinking. They only encouraged thinking with the help of 

someone who knew what they were doing. 

It was not something that was generally done; still, if there is one thing that Luff had, it 

was time to think. Most of the time Luff had plenty of things to keep him busy, but for 

some reason he had begun to think about the Pretty Things. They used to be fun and he 

enjoyed them, but they got boring quickly. When he got tired of them, he just got more. 

He was always looking for the next Pretty Thing to amuse him. His zone had become 

crowded with many wonderful items that he just no longer used. In fact, he no longer 

cared about them. He didn’t want to lose them, but he didn’t want to use them either. The 



thought that he might get back to them at some point had been his reason to keep them 

around stored in the out of the way spaces of his comfort zone. He found himself drawn 

to various items from time to time. It was a cycle of remembering past happiness. His 

Aegis Box was not one of those items. He carried it with him everywhere. 

The Aegis Box was his most important possession. This was the box that he had startede 

building as he grew up. He kept rebuilding it and making it more and more secure over 

time. He was very proud of it. It was his personal security against the environments. It 

protected his head from them and kept it safe. He had put his head in it as a child and had 

never taken it out. You would think it strange to look at a body without a head, but in this 

world, that was the norm. It was strange to see someone with a head. Everyone had an 

Aegis Box and everyone used it.  

A long time ago the environments had become too dangerous for anyone to just walk 

around in. They would attack a person’s mind and try to cause someone to deviate from 

what was considered proper. It caused trouble for the population and at some point 

everyone had just become inclined to put their heads away for their own protection and 

safety. It was better this way. It didn’t hurt really, just a slight pinch and you were safe. 

You might wonder how they get around without their heads. People get around very 

nicely, because they still see hear and interact normally. It’s as though the senses weren’t 

boxed, just the head and mind. It’s all very odd, but that’s how it’s done.   

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 then going through 

the list he realized he didn’t need most of it at all. That made him wonder about need. He 

started to understand that what had been called need for so long, in most cases, was just 

desire and a craving. They were pretty things, but not necessary. He liked them, but they 

became boring very quickly. He could remember when they were not boring. His desire 

had become need. How had this happened? He understood that he had been influenced by 

something. Something had gotten past his Aegis Box and into his mind. He wanted to 

understand how this happened. 



Luff looked at his Aegis Box where it sat on the couch beside him. It was a basic flat very 

light or white gray value. It had smudges and rounded edges from years of protection. 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. He thought of the many posters 

that were used to remind him to do this and why it was important.

 



 

 

Thinking of those images reminded Luff that it was damp and cool in his Safety Zone 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 quiet. He liked things quiet. The waterfall that masked 

the entrance from the outside world was just a background noise, barely noticeable. The 

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

background element too. 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. This 

was all he needed. He was happy here. 

Luff thought about his past, his schooling, growing up and that thought brought him to 

think about his future. He looked forward to it, but it made him wonder what his future 

would be. When he looked around he didn’t know what he would do without his safety 

zone. The remembering the posters had made Luff feel like staying in his Safety Zone, 

but he just started to become tired of just sitting again. He had to do something? Why did 



things have to be like this? He felt that empty space inside again. Where would he go? If 

he were happy here then why did he feel empty? Isn’t being happy enough? 

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 his box beside him. He had kept it 

safe for a long time. It showed wear and age with markings and scuffs, but he had kept it 

very well though. It was very secure. 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 and made their arguments very well. They had worked for a long time. 

Keep it safe. Protect. Stay in the safety zone. Something might get in. But he immediately 

had more questions: “Protect from what?” “What could get in?” “Why?” Those questions 

scared him and intrigued him.  

His alarm clock rang loudly. It brought 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 way and had always done 

so as far as he could remember. At that moment Luff decided to find out why. 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. He stood up 

and grabbed his box and made the decision before he could talk himself out of it. 

 

Risk To 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;] 

The only way out was through the Curtain Wall. 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. Doing this meant jumping into the river below and into the Wild. Luff had 

thought about it long enough and before he could change his mind he took a step, started 

walking faster, then ran and leapt through the waterfall. He immediately began to wish he 

were back in the cave. 

The water swirled and tossed him around. His box came free as he scrambled to gain 

control of his body. He gasped for air every chance he could. He was turned and twisted 

and finally there was calm. He was floating under water. Swim to the top. Breathe. He 

could hear strange, wild sounds, almost within his remembrance, yet just outside of the 

familiar. 

Luff 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. Again, the noises 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. 

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

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

so it was perfectly safe. He fought off some of the environment and picked up his box. 

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

was not about to open it. This environment had already done enough damage. In his 

hands the box slowly became quiet again. 

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

and sounds of the wild. Something like birds were chirping and some were making 

strange, frightening sounds. Strange frog like croaking resonated in the reeds. The trees 

were creaking and groaning and the roar of the water on the rocks sounded like untamed 



monster. He longed for the quiet, regimented sounds of his safety zone. He turned and 

looked up at the waterfall. He stopped and looked around again. This was a very 

frightening place. His insides were trying to run. He wanted to go back, but he knew the 

answers he had left to look for were not in his Safety Zone.  

Luff was being torn to shreds inside; he 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 him. With the 

environment pulling at him and continuing to pull at his box 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 old safe ideas being ripped from him a little at a time. He could hear buzzing things 

flying all around just waiting for him to fall. It felt as though he were lost in a maze. He 

pushed on and fought through the terrain moving as quickly as he could. Sounds of fear 

circled him. He was certain that something hideous would appear and drag him away. His 

questions still remained but the environment began to give way. 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. He had to get out of here as 

quickly as he could.  

 

Windward  

 

{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;] 

Along the river Luff found a port and looked for a boat or ship to use to travel across the 

water. He finally found a small boat with a sail and learned how to sail the ship from a 

local sailor. Luff didn’t understand how a boat could sail against the wind, but the sailor 



taught him. It was a difficult maneuver and took more time, but could be done. Luff took 

the risk and started out into the void. 

 

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 found his old school. He remembered that it was here that he was taught to keep his 

head boxed just like everyone else. Luff left his boat on the beach and followed a path 

into the trees. He walked for a while noticing many familiar surroundings that he 

remembered from when he had lived in the area with his parents. It was strange that in his 

comfort zone he had mostly forgotten about this place and much of his past. He realized 

that he had nearly forgotten everything except living in his zone. He began to feel a little 

more alive than he had been for a long time. It was strange how that living in his zone 

had in many ways numbed his memory and zapped his energy. He wanted to continue 

thinking about this, but the path opened up to a large area with buildings and people 

wandering here and there. He had arrived at his old school. 

He noticed that it was almost exactly 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 also familiar to him. He would have felt comfortable here, but he started to 

remember some of the difficult things he had to do there. 

In the classrooms the kids were still in rows; they were still listening to the teacher. The 

young ones still had their heads on. He watched the teachers showing them how to build 

their boxes. Some of them were watching the video that told them about everything 

involved in why they were building Aegis Boxes and what to protect themselves from. It 

was a video about Order and Protection. It was not the answers that Luff was looking for. 



It was the simple explanation that was given to every young one. In fact, they even sang 

and memorized a little song to help them remember.  

In another room Luff watched some of them take off their heads and put them in their 

newly constructed boxes and start the journey toward their own safety zones. It had 

seemed natural at the time. Everyone seemed to follow the same procedure. Luff’s 

memories started to come back to him and he began to notice things he had not noticed 

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 actually took their heads off at first.  

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 simple box. Luff couldn’t decide why anyone wouldn’t 

want to protect the head from the environment with contraptions anyway. Wasn’t the 

simple box about being responsible and mature?  

Luff could see the environment actually attack the children’s heads at this point even as 

they were putting them away into their boxes, similar to threads or tendrils reaching out 

from every place and thing. Luff had come to ignore this environmental effect over time, 

but now it was quite disturbing. It was similar to the dark shapes in the posters, but 

fainter and didn’t have the sharp and hard edges. Something he hadn’t noticed before was 

that the teacher’s energy was attacking their heads as well. Her voice sent tendrils of 

attacks at them. So did the building and the books. He realized that everything around 

them had tendrils of attack at all times. He noticed that even he was being attacked and 

his own form was attacking the area around him. Why had he stopped paying attention to 

this? Luff noticed another oddity. 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 when he 

started keeping his head in his box. It was more comfortable that way and was a good 

feeling back then. Now he just wanted to know why he had to do it. The attacks didn’t 



seem to be hurting anyone specifically. They were just swirling around trying to get in 

everyone’s head or box. He needed to think about this more too. 

A couple of old school buddies had come by while Luff was observing and stopped to 

talk to Luff and they started sharing old stories. Luff not realizing what he was doing and 

being caught up in the moment, 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 with his old 

buddies and they headed back down the path toward the beach. At the edge of the water 

by his boat, Luff finally realized what had just happened. He had fallen into his old habits 

and had started back toward his zone. He looked around and his old buddies were 

nowhere to be found. They had went back to their own directions and Luff had kept 

walking. It would be easy to go back. The wind was blowing in that direction and he 

knew the way. Luff’s shoulders slumped and he sat down. 

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 telling him to 

move. “No one can help you but yourself so get moving!” he thought he heard it say. So 

Luff tore his thoughts from the box and turned away. He needed to look for more 

answers. He had found some answers, but they had so far only led to more questions. 

Slowly Luff arose and headed back toward the school. He didn’t know what was ahead of 

him, but he knew he was determined to find out. He would have to get back to the school 

and make the long walk to the Highway. From there he could get to the City. Maybe he 

would find answers there. 

 

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 remembered that he did not like traveling the Highway. It was stressful, others were 

always causing issues, bumping, pushing, and shoving. It was a dangerous place full of 

stress and anxiety. 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 his old school. His resolve came back to him 

quicker this time. He was determined. Looked for a vehicle lot to rent a car. 

“Follow the rules!” “Stay in your lane!” “Do Not Enter!” “Yield!” This was the Order of 

the road and how the highway worked. Luff was not aggressive and it seemed to be a 

disadvantage. Many people didn’t follow the rule of Order and because Luff did it made 

his going difficult. Worse still was that many of them took advantage of his generosity 

and barreled around and over him giving him scornful looks and making extreme 

gestures. Others causing him problems was one of the things that Luff just didn’t want to 

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

he needed answers and this was apparently the way he had to go to find them. 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 all 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! Watch it buddy!”  

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 at being distracted. What was going on? He had been on the road for a really 

short time and it was already hard for him to focus. 

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 the other driver’s 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 yelling 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 rage tendrils. 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. 

Luff stopped and backed up to see what he could do to help. He knew he couldn’t help 

everyone, but 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 had not seen 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 he 

was extremely tired and exhausted. He had trouble remembering why he had come there 

in the first place. He longed for his safety zone once again. He went looking for 

something as near to it as he could find. He had to find some time to relax.  

 

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 spot 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. Could be he was just so tired it felt 

that way. 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. Every now and 

again, the Smilers would pleasantly move travelers further back to make room for more 

travelers. Luff noticed dimly that the further back he went the darker it became. He liked 



it because was more and more like his comfort zone. This was getting better all the time. 

Luff let himself fall back to sleep. 

A while later Luff roused himself drowsily. He remembered that he had not seen the 

Smilers for a quite some time. It was very dark now. In fact, he could see from beneath 

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

was having trouble remembering why he was here. He didn’t even know where his head 

was. They had put his box in another box and set it on a shelf. Luff started to feel panic, 

but he could only get up very slowly. It was a struggle. 

Luff tried to gather a sense of his surroundings. It was dark everywhere and he couldn’t 

see much at all. He could hear coughing and choking sounds, low moaning and some 

angry grunts and growls. Luff tried moving faster, but it didn’t help. He felt very 

sluggish. This was not where he 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 to remember. What had he been doing? Asking a question reminded him. He was 

trying to answer a question? What was it? 

Luff trudged along for what seemed like hours, passing traveler after traveler lined up 

along the walls. As he moved further ahead he noticed that it was getting a little bit 

lighter and the travelers were a little more awake than before, but all of them were just 

lying around sleeping or barely awake looking content. 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 stretched himself up straight and tall as 

he could Luff and asked, “Where is my box? I want it back.”  

The Smiler continued to smile, “Everything is alright. Your box is safe and being taken 

good care of.” 

Luff wasn’t sure what to do. He walked up to the Smiler and asked again. More smiling 

and encouragement started to make Luff feel better. After talking to the Smiler for a 



while he had lost his panic. Luff turned and walked 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 someone who looked familiar. 

“Hey. Didn’t you help me on the road back there? It is you, what a coincidence.” She 

said. “I didn’t know you came here too.” It was the traveler Luff had helped on the road.  

Luff asked, “Where is here?” 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 an 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 came 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 tickling his thoughts. 

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 too! That must be it! 

They were collecting everyone’s boxes for some reason. Why would they do that?  

“Hey! Where’s your box?” Luff asked the lady traveler. 

“I don’t know.” She replied. 



“Do you care where it is?” 

“I never really thought about it.” She said. “Does it really matter anyway?” 

Luff was dumbfounded. He had always protected his box and kept it as near as he could 

and now he had found a place where no one even cared what had happened to their 

boxes. He didn’t know what to say. 

Luff sat a talked with the lady for a while and explained what he had been trying to find 

out. She was waking up as he talked with her and was starting to become a little scared. 

She started to ask questions and began to look a little frantic. Luff suggested that they try 

to go and find their boxes together. She was unsure, but was not willing leave. She said 

that she was just going to stay in this place for a while more. She felt safer there. 

Luff couldn’t wait any longer. He felt much more awake now and had a good sense of 

what he needed to do. Luff forced himself up. He had to get his head back. He lumbered 

back toward the door. The Smiler was still there, still smiling. Luff didn’t ask this time, 

he demanded to have his head back with his strongest voice. The Smiler gave the same 

encouragement as before and kept smiling. Luff was aware of the Smiler’s tactics and it 

didn’t affect him this time. 

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 patted him on the 

back and started to point him back into the room, but Luff shrugged them off and walked 

on past them. 

Luff looked at them as he moved away and saw that their smiles had changed to puzzled 

looks. They seemed at a loss for what to do. 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 this out. 

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

They kept following him. Luff moved faster. They moved faster continuing to say things 

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



asked showering him with a constant barrage of things that they could do for him. They 

kept asking him why he had to go. The look on their faces changed from puzzlement to 

worry.  

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, now to find his box.  

Luff started to recognize places 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. This was not the same as his Comfort 

Zone, 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 

dim. It could be a reflection. It was darker here than in any place he had been. It was also 

dirty and filled with sticky webbing and greasy edges. 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 

some of the edges caught and scraped his arms, legs and torso. The shouts were almost at 

the vent now! He had to get out. He hurried his struggle to get through. In the vent the 

pinpoint of light looked to be 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 faintly hear the Smilers, but he was free 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 wished he could cry. He felt despair. He had 

lost everything. 

 

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 long time, Luff finally took the time to look around. This 

was not what he had started out to do. 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 and 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 him in shock.  

It plainly said that by signing, he had agreed to allow them to use his head, box and Code 

in the Market in exchange for the services they provided. What did they mean by use ? 

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 place. 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 when he tried to leave. 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 

the 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 anymore somethings. 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 your Code. We will even put the 

shipping cost on Code 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 Walys 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 headed in the direction the 

vendor showed him. On the way he noticed he was carrying something. The card was in 

his hand. Luff groaned. He had been offered something he didn’t want and had taken it 

without even thinking about it. There was nothing wrong with the card, but the thought of 

how he had been coerced into getting it made Luff feel sick. Luff dropped the card in a 

waste can and ran on. 

Near Walys 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 a din of 

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

from the alley. He thought there was no way this could be the Market, because 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. He looked back at the City which seemed to be gray, lifeless 

and dull. The Market was bright and shiny, full of movement, color and fun. Luff walked 

in and began looking around. So this was where his head was supposed to be? It didn’t 

make sense to him, but why here and where? How was he going to find it anything in 

there?  

 Luff began asking if everyone if they had seen his head, but no one would talk to him 

except to point out what great things they had purchased and the merchants went our of 

their way to offer him their goods. The people were so focused on the products they were 

buying and the games, the food and the drinks. Luff didn’t care about the Market goods, 

he just wanted to be him self again and find his box. He threw up his hands and screamed 

to the top of his lungs, “I want my head back!” But no one even turned to notice him. The 

vendors paused and gave him a glance, 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 



looked like he was staring at a mirror, but the reflection had his box and not him. He 

thought that this was impossible, 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 somethings. It was hauling lots of 

stuff! It was headed 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 find out and stop it. 

In the House of Glass Luff walked up to his duplicate and confronted himself. Luff 

reached out and grabbed the box in his other’s arms. When he tugged to take his box the 

other him continued to fight. The balloons went flying to the ceiling, the cotton candy fell 

to the floor and popcorn went everywhere. It pulled the box back and wouldn’t let go. It 

didn’t say a thing. It just wouldn’t let go. 

“That’s mine!” Luff yelled. 

The duplicate pulled back hard on the box. 

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

This time it yelled back. “My head!” It screamed in a high piercing tone. 

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 landed sprawling out on the floor, 

legs and arms flung wide. The box flew high into the air and came down hard between 

them. It broke open and Luff’s head came rolling out and stopped at his feet looking at 

him.  

As the box broke open there was also a huge, dark, wispy cloud of mass that went rolling 

out of the box and 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 had happened? Luff forgot 

everything around him. This was not possible. 



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

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

only his head was left and the open box. The environment was still attacking his head, but 

his head was fighting back all by itself. Luff grabbed his head and the duplicate started 

gathering 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 

never really been disconnected. As long as he was in the environment it would also be in 

his head. It had to protect itself, because fear, love, hate, anger and everything other kind 

of force could not be stopped by covering it up, it was still there. He had to face those 

forces himself. Only then was he able to really live. He began to realize that his comfort 

zone, his safety zone and the pretty things were merely distractions. They were also 

hurting him and making him into something that he really wasn’t. It was too much to 

think about all at once. He had to take more time to think about this. 

The duplicate got up from its hands and knees where it had been frantically scrambling to 

put the box back together. It threw the box at Luffs feet. In a voice that was both shrill 

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

Luff looked at the broken remains on the ground, then at his head. This was definitely not 

something that he thought his search would lead to, but all of a sudden it made complete 

sense. He held up his head with both arms and put it back on his shoulders. 

As Luff’s head settled into place, the duplicate screamed a scream that grew higher in 

pitch and then faded into nothing as the Duplicate began to be absorbed back into the 

environment. 

Now Luff’s mind was cleared of the fogginess he had been having and he began to 

understand that he had more questions to answer than ever. He knew that there were still 

things left to deal with, but he thought he could take care of them now. The gray and 

dullness of the city and the countryside began to show signs of faded colors. He realized 

that the colors had never really been gone, but that he was only seeing them for the first 



time in a very long time. The colors were coming back, but they were still faded and 

didn’t seem to be exactly 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 duplicates. 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 they were being used for their 

code. 

If the Code were what they were most likely after then what better place to check than at 

the Bank of Tellers. Luff decided to go to the Bank of Tellers and find directions to the 

Order and get more answers. The Bank of Tellers and the Order relied on the Code to get 

things done. Maybe they knew the real answer for what had happened to him and how to 

fix it. At least now he knew that he was not afraid to ask them. 

 

The Bank of Tellers 

 

{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 began to stare at him. He was confused at first, 

but then he remembered he had his head back and was not carrying an Aegis Box. The 

environments were still trying to get into his head just like before, but he no longer 

needed a box to protect it. It felt a little strange, but 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. Luff had learned so much, but he now knew 

that he had a lot more to learn. 



Luff walked through the door at the Bank of Tellers. The Tellers were lined up on both 

sides of the large room sitting with their boxes telling people how to take care of their 

Codes. Everyone stopped and stared when Luff walked up to a Teller. The bank became 

quiet. Luff looked around and back to the Teller.  

The Teller started to fumble with papers, looked in desk drawers in his waste basket and 

finally turned toward Luff and said, “I am sorry sir, if you have no Security, I’m afraid I 

can’t help you. I know I have a security form here somewhere. I have had to use one in so 

long, I just don’t know where I put it?” 

“What do you mean? What are you talking about?” Luff asked. 

“I mean,” the Teller started to say, then paused and turned directly toward Luff with his 

hands folded in front of him, “I can’t help you. You are at too much 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, stolen or misused and I can’t find the form for you to use to get a new one.”  

“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. 

“Ah. Well. If you are able to recognize the pattern, ” The Teller began. “then you also 

know that they haven’t lost their Codes. They sold them. That’s how it works. They sell 

their Codes and the Codes get used for things they have always wanted. They remain 

happy and satisfied and everyone wins.” 

“Sell their Codes? I didn’t sell my Code and it ended up there buying things I didn’t need 

without my permission. I was deceived into signing my box to someone to keep for me. 

How can they do that?” Luff started to get angry. 

“Ah. But you did sell your Code. I don’t understand how you have your head, but 

regulation 4747 clearly states that the use of other Codes is perfectly appropriate 



according to subsections A1312, 3434C, 22EE12C, 5KR52EU, 4ME2FU, 61B61B and 

7474A; and those subsections are not bound by the addendum and are not subject to 

subsequent updates of 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 Bank of Tellers 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 under statute of 

Order, subsection 24B, line 4, paragraph E.” The Teller paused to catch his breath in one 

sharp intake and continued. “What that means in plain speak is that they have broken no 

laws by purchasing the Codes through signing of legal documents.” The Teller took 

another breath and leaned back. Luff had seen that smile before. 

Looking around Luff noticed all the Tellers were now smiling and looking quite smug. 

The Tellers were Smilers too. Things were starting to make more sense. Luff looked back 

at the Teller. “What if the original Order was wrong and needed 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 and around the 

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

“Uhm. Ah. Uhm. Order has always been right.” The Teller stiffened his back, looked 

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

A great number of sighs of relief came from all around the room. Luff knew there had to 

be a way to change Order. It had to have been created in the first place. If it were made it 

could also be changed. 

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 he would not find Order here. He thought it made sense to look for it 

here, but now he was sure that the Tellers didn’t have what he was looking for. They had 

a form of it or they used part of it or it used them, but what he had come here to find 

wasn’t here.  

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, but he was going to need help to do 

it and he still had to find Order. Surely he wasn’t alone in his search. 

 

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 began searching everywhere for the Order he knew was out there. He found others 

who were doing the same thing and finally came upon a group that had come together to 

do the very thing he was trying to do. After talking with them about it he found out that 

they had learned some things about Order that was difficult to explain and they offered to 

show him. 

When Luff finally saw Order for real 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 a lot 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 affecting 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 cluster 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. Some bigger strands lead to another large mass of Order 

and another in a network so huge that it surrounded the world. At times it looked as 

though it were going to break free and at the last minute it would be shoved back in by 

more strands pulling in back. Luff thought that it might get out soon. The mass was full 

of things he recognized, like chairs and desks from school, pretty things he had bought, 

file cabinets, folders, cars and almost anything you can imaging could be seen forming 

and shaping then pulling back and morphing into other forms. It looked like all the forces 

together in one place being held together with the finest and most delicate threads. It was 

then that he recognized Order for what it was – controlled Chaos. If it did get free, what 

would happen? Maybe he didn’t really want to get rid of Order and release Chaos, but 

Order was really hurting people. Luff thought that maybe they could reduce it to a 

manageable size slowly and then change it into a different Order. But would it be better? 

What would a different Order be like? It might be worse than this one. 

He thought through about it and realized also that many others 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 some who were 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. Luff had also heard of the Gamesters by 

some of his group. The way the told it to him, it was as though the Gamester only played 

around with Order to see if they could beat the other Gamesters. Part of the game was to 

see how close they could push Order to the escaping point. They didn’t care if it hurt 

anyone in the process. They just had to win. It was like gambling and they were addicted 

to it. In any case, Luff wanted to do something. If he could help enough people see the 

Order for what it was and face their own fears, them maybe they could slowly make a 

change. 



“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 told them about the 

other groups he had found. He went everywhere he could and gathered as many who 

would listen.  

He would bring 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 forms. 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. However, Luff noticed 

those who had came looked brighter and stood taller. 

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

change. The darkness became a barely perceptible bit lighter over time. Luff knew this 

was going to take a lot of time and a lot more people. He thanked everyone who came 

and they agreed to help and continue to share their experience.  

They now had their heads on their own shoulders. Luff could tell they felt a little better 

because they knew more. At the same time Luff knew they worried that it may be too late 

to really get Order under control, but at least they were willing to make the effort.  

Luff set out to find more boxes. 

 

 


