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This year would not have been possible without  
the help and generosity of  a village of  people,  
to whom I am very grateful.To my teachers, in  
particular: Bethany, Hammett, and Doug. To  
my thesis advisors and critics (all the same to me): 
Andrew Sloat, Katie Lee, Andrew Losowsky,  
Rob Giampietro, Liz Danzicco, and Mark Owens.  
To my classmates aka  friends aka  peers who 
I’m constantly impressed by (and constantly  
trying to impress), in particular: Beth, Andrew, 
Dinah, Jeff, Karen, and Adam. To Inna (my gff) 
and to my family for everything. Thank you. Copyright 2012 by Dylan Rosal Greif  at the Rhode Island School  

of  Design in Providence, r i

Sections of  this book are extracted from www.greiffiti.com (the designer’s 
thesis blog) the designer’s May 19, 2012 presentation titled Writing 
that Wants to Be Written, and finally, his emails, text-messages, thesis-year 
writing assignments, and other related documents. 

t h e  p ro o f  i s  i n  t h e  w r i t i n g  i s  i n  t h e  t h e s i s 

This book was printed  at Allegra in Providence, r i . It was 
hand-bound by the designer using the coptic stitch. The typefaces 
in this book are Plantin, New Plantin, Flama, and Monaco. 
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THE ABSTRACT                                                                                                                
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In the thesis presentation 

In an e-mail to Rob and Bethany 

In print with Rob’s office hour edits 

In a greiffiti.com post

In an e-mail to Katie Lee 

In a handout for the critics 
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Designing the Process

‘A narrative’ from the thesis presentation 
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Writing and Technology greiffiti.com post 
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THE BOOK 
YOU ARE 
READING

The book you are reading is not my thesis, but, to 
quote the title page, a book comprised of  thesis work 
(known otherwise by its official thesis title ‘Writing  
That Wants to Be Written’) designed and edited by 
Dylan Rosal Greif. The title of  this book, THE PROOF

IS IN THE WRITING IS IN THE THESIS, is a play on 
an adage dating back to early 14th century: The proof  
is in the pudding is in the eating. It means that in order 
to test something proper, you have to experience it 
yourself. So goes the thesis. My thesis writing is not 
what I composed for this final book, but what I com-
posed for specific contexts and in dialgue with others 
in the course of  my ongoing investigation. It is the 
text-based remnents of  the experience. It is what my 
process generated. For each chapter, I insert samples 
of  this writing—emails, blog posts, text messages, 
essay asignments, etc. framed by the contexts they 
belong to. I do this because I don’t see writing as 
about the thesis. I see writing as in the thesis. 
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In Strunk and White’s The Element of Style,
the first principle of composition is:  
‘Choose from a suitable design’. Design, 
before laying down a single word. It can be 
the structure of a novel (lines of text form-
ing rectangular blocks, spreads separated 
by chapters, the plot triangle). It can be an 
academic report (the parameter of the page 
count; footnotes/endnotes, double-spacing 
for pen marks, introduction, argument, 
counter-argument, conclusion). It can 
be as granular as the paragraph unit. The 
indented extract. Marginalia. As marks, they 
are visual, and their formal qualities dictate 
certain principles of organization, spatial 
relations, narratives, and interactive inclina-
tions. While another brand of graphic design 
may give form to existing content, this  
kind offers writers a formal framework 
within which to write, so that their writing

First published in  
1918 by William Strunk 
for ‘in-house’ use at 
Cornell University.  
His student and  
acclaimed author e.b. 
White edited a revised 
edition, published by  
Macmillan in 1959.  
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I later learned about Oulipo, the 
Workshop of Potential Literature, 
who included Raymond Queneau, 
Georges Perec, and Italo Calvino. 
They were interested in ‘seeking 
new structures and patterns which 
may be used by writers’.   
Well I am too. 

In Strunk and White’s The 
Element of Style, the first principle 
of writing is: ‘Choose from a suit-
able design’. Design. Before laying 
down a single word.
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It can be the structure of a novel 
(lines of text forming rectangular 
blocks, spreads separated by chap-
ters, the plot triangle). It can be 
an academic report (the param-
eter of the page count; footnotes/
endnotes, double-spacing for pen 
marks). It can be as granular as 
the paragraph unit, Marginalia. 
The indented extract. 

thesis presentation
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They are spatial foundations,  
they are visual systems, they are 
graphic designs for the writer to 
use. As opposed to the brand of 
graphic design that gives form to 
existing content, this sort gener-
ates content. It solves a problem 
by offering writers a structural 
framework within which to write, 
so that their writing might be 
transformative. 

I believe we need to solve this 
problem anew, today. 

thesis presentation
SAT 05/19/12 14:01:58
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In his book Literary Theory, 
Jonathan Culler explains that 
literature is defined not just by 
its structure, but by the atten-
tion readers will give it: ‘What 
leads readers to treat something 
as literature is that they find it 
in a context the identifies it as 
literature.’ The bookstore, the 
library—the book itself—are 
examples of such contexts. An 
open page spread is like two walls 
partitioned between you and the 
rest of the world. The book is a 
context for reading that isolates 
the reader. The writer composes 
with the affects of that context in 
mind. 
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The patterns of emerging tech-
nology introduce new contexts 
that elicit new kinds of attention. 
Readers are inclined to be more 
analytical, to engage discursively 
within a participatory community, 
and to customize their reading 
experience. 

We’re at a critical point. Where the 
output of our writing practice does 
not match up sufficiently with 
these new reading contexts, and 
there is a loss of value in between. 
Take for example literary outlets 
like Cowbird founded by Jonathan 
Harris.

thesis presentation
SAT 05/19/12 14:02:49
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Cowbird includes meta data about 
each story (likes, audience size…). 
Otherwise, the writing is traditional: 
short stories, prose, poems. These 
don’t work well within a Facebook- 
style interface, one that has 
groomed the reader to habitually 
interact as opposed to immerse.

This disconnect cannot be  
bridged by focusing only on the 
design of better reading interfaces.  
I believe we need to change the 
way writing happens. I believe 
writers need new suitable designs 
from which to choose. Designs 
that correspond to the patterns  
of communication technology 
engages us in today.  
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This is where my thesis work  
positions itself. It entails the 
design of new writing systems  
that are informed by these  
patterns. Writing that wants to  
be written, today. 

They are applications that encour-
age writers to 1) engage in a 
writing practice that takes advan-
tage of text’s digital capabilities, 2) 
facilitate new exchanges between 
reader and writer communities,  
and 3) compose not only the text, 
but experience of reading it.  
How can a reader’s context inform 
what writing she reads?

thesis presentation
SAT 05/19/12 14:03:38



In this presentation, I address 
these two areas, focusing on two 
projects.  There is... 

Konig, a longform writing 
program...

and Wes, a contextual writing app.

I make references to supporting 
work—mine and others’. I also 
make references to certain scales 
these examples can be measured on: 

immersive versus analytical. 
linear versus non-linear. 
connected versus isolated.
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age new media to help creative writers graphically, 
interactively, and collaboratively synthesize their 
multi-faceted work more effectively? 

I think graphic design needs to play an essential 
role in addressing this question. Not only because 
writing and design are—and have historically 
been—deeply integrated. (Take the futurists’ 
visual onomatopoeia, screenwriters’ colored-card 
system, and a movement of  copywriters today 
who call themselves interface designers). In The 
Elements of  Style, E.B. White and Strunk write: 
“A basic structural design underlies every kind of  
writing…The first principle of  composition, there-
fore, is to foresee or determine the shape of  what is 
to come and pursue that shape.” Though graphic 
design, my thesis explores what new shapes cre-
ative writing can take to optimize the experience 
of  writing—and inseparably,  reading—in today’s 
digital age. 

I think an exploration like this is critical, because 
there is a gap between the output of  traditional 
creative writing processes and the actual experi-
ence of  reading today. Jonathan Culler, a literary 
theorist and professor, writes: “…what leads read-
ers to treat something as literature is that they find 
it in contexts that identifies it as literature: in a 
book of  poems or a section of  a magazine, library, 
or bookstore”. I think the inevitable (and often, 
sad) decline of  these contexts can inhibit the read-
er’s ability to treat something as creative writing. 
So, a second, underlying question of  my thesis is: 
how can we design new writing systems that re-
establsh the contexts in which creative writing is 
processed, experienced—and so importantly—rec-
ognized? (I think this is an exciting question!) 

My thesis takes a few approaches. Process: 

Dylan’s Abstact

Dylan Greif 	     	     
to: Rob, Bethany		      
Fri, Feb 10, 2012 at 5:08 pm 	

Thanks again, really enjoyed the Wintersession 
class, and if  possible, I’d love to get your feedback 
on my revised abstract, attached. Here too is an 
overview, below. 

My thesis is about the process of  creative writing, 
and specifically, how new media tools can enhance 
it. While our tools and channels for design, video 
editing, audio editing, animation, etc. have seen 
a lot of  innovation recently, the way our culture 
engages creative writing hasn’t evolved much since 
the invention of  the typewriter. There’s a neat 
NYT article about a book Matthew Kirschenbaum 
is writing on the emergence of  word processor 
(here). In it, he says: “The story of  writing in 
the digital age is every bit as messy as the ink-
stained rags that would have littered Gutenberg’s 
print shop or the hot molten lead of  the Linotype 
machine.” (I agree). The typewriter style of  writ-
ing lends itself  to a very linear process, but as 
I’ve discovered from my research (not to mention 
my own experience), creative writers are inclined 
toward a non-linear process, too. I’m thinking of  
colored annotations, laid-out cards, audio record-
ings, napkin scribbles, and story-boards. There’s a 
mess behind the pristine white page—a mess that 
1) can benefit from support and 2) needs a home in 
digital environments. When word processors foster 
a very specific writing method, how can we lever-
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Through visualizations, I try to identify the 
components of  the creative writing process and 
its overlaps with graphic design. Capabilities: 
Through diagrams and experimentation, I break 
down the variety of  reading experiences people are 
capable of  having, and at the same time, the vari-
ety of  reading experiences different media (books, 
laptops, tablets, projections) are capable of  afford-
ing. Products: I MAKE stuff, including mockups 
of  new writing applications and material/environ-
mental contexts in which reading can be done. (I’ve 
been bouncing around the three. Right now, I’m 
big on making).

Thanks again, 
Dylan
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My thesis springs from two definitions of  the 
graphic designer: One who can discern which 
modalities of  communication (writing, video, 
audio, etc.) best serve a given communication 
need, and composes them accordingly. And, one 
who designs interactive, visual structures that 
facilitate communication (tool-building).

My thesis interest is the design of  communication 
tools that facilitate new forms of  narrative writing 
(and inseparably, reading):

For an individual 
For a group 
Within contexts (time/place/topic) 
With other modalities (video, audio, etc)

My work hinges on some underlying assumptions 
about reading and writing today: The single-
author now shares the stage with the participatory 
reader. And, in more and more cases, writing is 
subject to the compositional logic of  images (less 
linear and temporal, more non-linear and spatial).

http://greiffiti.com/post/17648951193/thesis-abstract-as-of-01-14-12

Powered by Tumblr
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I’m back in town mid-Dec. Again, I’d super 
appreciate the opp. I know you’re really busy, so 
no pressure. I’ll be hitting up the LP holiday party, 
so either way, looking forward to catching up!Meetup

Dylan Greif 	     	     
to: Katie		      
Mon, Dec 5, 2011 at 3:59 pm 	

Hey Katie,

How are things and folks at LP? 

Hope you’re doing well.  Just wrapping up the 
semester, thick in thesis. Plan is to actually [hope-
fully?] read over break. Also, I’m aiming to chat 
with some people about my thesis projects. I’m 
excited about where it’s headed, and I would love 
your feedback, if  you’re free and up for meeting 
some time. After working with you at LP, I defi-
nitely think I’ve been approaching projects with 
a better idea of  how to conceptualize and tackle 
them. I would love to share what I’ve been working 
on, gain your insight. 

The concept for my thesis is ‘designer as writer’, 
exploring the notion that in a more interactive and 
visual media landscape, reading/viewing habits 
are changing. To be brief, people view text more, 
read form more, and interact with both more. In 
what ways can the roles of  the writer and designer 
merge? How are they already similar, and how can 
they bridge frameworks and processes to create 
new and meaningful reading experiences, whether 
that’s a book, visualization, installation, or some-
thing else? Put differently: I’d like to do some 
crazy shit! Our critics this year are Liz Danzico, 
Mark Owen, and Rob Giampietro. 

Re: Meetup

Katie Lee	     	     
to: dgreif  		      
Dec 6, 2011 at 4:35 pm 	

Hey Dylan,

Nice to hear from you. I can’t believe the semester 
is already over. I’d be happy to chat with you about 
your thesis.

What days are you thinking you’ll be in town? 
I leave town Dec. 21-Dec. 29 and will pretty 
jammed up until then; however I want to make 
sure we get a chance to talk.
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I am interested in analyzing the roles of the  
writer and the designer in interactive media.  
Traditionally, the two roles are separate.  
The writer composes text, the designer visual form. 
The notion of a designer also being a writer is not 
new. Paul Rand was known for writing  
content himself, playing both roles for a given  
project. For the most part, however, today’s  
industry divides the tasks, with varying degrees  
of collaboration between the two. I want to  
explore how today’s culture can benefit from a  
new workflow, one in which the writing and 
designing processes are deeply intertwined.  
I believe this is a meaningful investigation  
because of changed contexts in which culture 
communicates, the pervasiveness of multimedia, 
and emerging forms of interactive technology.      

THE DESIGNER AS WRITER
Dylan Greif, RISD Graphic Design ’12
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might be transformative. I believe a suitable design 
must correspond to the patterns of  communication 
technology engages us in at any given era. Today’s 
patterns lend themselves to attentions that are  
analytical, to relationships between reader and  
writer that are participatory, and to new contexts  
for textual experiences. My work entails the design  
of  new writing frameworks that are informed by 
these patterns. As digital interfaces, they introduce  
1) meta data tracking which support visual and  
multi-layered analyses, 2) social interactions as  
frameworks for collaboration, and 3) designed  
experiences that reestablish how text is valued in 
specific contexts. All offer new designs from which 
writers can choose. Designs that seek not only to 
enhance writing practice, but appropriately transfer 
the values of  the old into the new. 

My thesis studio wall. 
left to right: 24 April 
2012; 22 Feb 2012; 1 Feb 
2012; 23 Dec 2011.

42
in

 t
hi

s 
bo

ok
43

in this book
ab

st
ra

ct
abstract



WRIT-
ING 
PROC-
CESS



I wanted to design a word processor that 
addressed the question: How can writers 
take advantage of digital text, and to what 
end? In the last century, writers have devel-
oped varied methods of utilizing technology. 
Woody Allen takes non-linear notes on 
paper, then types them on a typewriter. 
Instead of digitally copy-and-pasting, he 
uses mini-staplers to attach amendments 
to typed pages. Jack Karouac typed On 
the Road on a scroll. He didn’t want to be 
derailed by having to insert a new sheet all 
the time. He completed the manuscript in 
three weeks. In contrast with Nabokov, who 
wrote by hand on index cards. With index 
cards, he could lay them out for a simulta-
neous view, or focus on smaller areas of text 
at a time. As author Wells Tower said: ‘When 
you’re writing longhand, your attention is 
on the sentence—you’re not looking

DESIGNING THE PROCESS

The typewriter and 
‘stapling machines’  
of Woody Allen
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Begin with this photo, and design 
a narrative. I started with research, 
and I was thorough. I found 
the same view on Google maps. 
Uncovered the history of the 
buildings. I determined the time of 
day against shadows: 4:23pm. My 
exhaustive research was a narra-
tive unto itself, so I went with that. 
I wrote the story of my research 
on the image itself. I detailed my 
investigation of the buildings on 
the buildings, the sidewalk on the 
sidewalk, the man on the man. 
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Having generated words, I indexed 
them, 
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Filtered them by parts of speech 
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Re: RISD grad, friend of  Matt Shaer’s

Dylan Greif 	     	     
to: rmoody		      
Mon, Apr 9, 2012 at 9:06 am 	

To get things started, a two-part question. What 
do you consider your essential writing tools? I have 
three kinds in mind: Analog (like paper, post-its, 
etc.), digital (like computer hardware or software), 
and/or contextual (like a parkside bench, the 
morning time, etc.). As a follow up: why? In other 
words, what unique advantages or outcomes do 
these tools afford your writing process?

I find 1-week “realistic” and 1-week “post-mod-
ern” really interesting. I’m thinking back on your 
Paris Review interview, where you discuss how 
each genre is a release from the other, yet both are 
derived from the same tendency. I’ll likely have 
another question on the topic!

Best, Dylan

Re: RISD grad, friend of  Matt Shaer’s

Rick Moody	     	     
to: dgreif 	     
Mon, Apr 9, 2012 at 9:37 am

To get things started, a two-part question.  
What do you consider your essential writing 
tools? I have three kinds in mind: Analog  
(like paper, post-its, etc.), digital (like computer 
hardware or software), and/or contextual (like 
a parkside bench, the morning time, etc.). As 
a follow up: why? In other words, what unique 
advantages or outcomes do these tools afford 
your writing process?

I’m not sure any tool is essential, or, to put it 
another way, every time I assume a certain tool 
is essential a situation presents itself  in which I 
have to make do without. This reminds me of  
something John Cheever says in an interview 
about writers and their offices. How the more 
ornate office often corresponds to the less produc-
tive writer, etc. I have written things in appalling 
circumstances. In the worst motels, on scraps 
of  paper and envelopes. And oftentimes the 
reduced circumstance takes me to creative places I 
wouldn’t go otherwise. So I have no tool that I rely 
on permanently and without variation. I would 
perhaps--being reductive and honest to a partial 
degree--have said Microsoft Word was an essential 
tool, at least I would have said it a few years ago. 
Because Word made possible instant italics and 
other formatting capabilities that created the high 
Rick Moody style of  1995-2000. But I have been 
mired in identity-theft-related computer problems 
recently, and I so I have made do with Open Office 
lately, and that seems acceptable, if  homely. I used 
to be a PC guy, but I am typing these lines on a 
Powerbook, and I would say I was a laptop guy 
except that I have written things on my iPod lately. 
And if  I had a smartphone (I don’t), I’m betting I 
would write things on there too. Also: I have been 
writing songs a lot, recently, on the Voice Memo 
program on my iPod, and some lyrics that way 
besides. And I have been dictating ideas on there as 
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well. So of  this means: technology helps. But 
I also think: an excess of  reliance on technology 
hinders, and that it is useful to let go of  technology 
and see where that gets you. I would write on birch 
bark, by hand, if  I didn’t think my handwriting 
had a tendency to conceal mistakes. There is no 
one place I write (I’m in my girlfriend’s apartment 
right now), there is no one style in which I write, 
there is no one tool I use to write, and there is  
no one form in which I write, and it’s not even  
a guarantee, on any given day, that my work will  
be constituted in writing. Which means: that  
I want to be open to surprise, to change, to  
adaptation, to novelty. 

I find 1-week “realistic” and 1-week “post-
modern” really interesting. I’m thinking back on 
your Paris Review interview, where you discuss 
how each genre is a release from the other, yet 
both are derived from the same tendency. I’ll 
likely have another question on the topic!

I said that!? I forgot all about it. But that’s exactly 
how I feel now. 

Re: RISD grad, friend of  Matt Shaer’s

Dylan Greif 	     	     
to: rmoody	     
Tue, Apr 10, 2012 at 8:14 am 	

I am reminded of  Barthelme’s ‘The Balloon’. What 
people admired about the balloon was it had no 
limitations. It changed shape and introduced ran-

domness, affording play and a means to be free. 

At the same time, I understand you enjoy writ-
ing with certain limitations. In composing ‘Boys’, 
every sentence required the word ‘boys’ if  not the 
full phrase ‘boys enter the house’. ‘Double Zero’ 
and ‘Pan’s Fair Throng’ were written on assign-
ment. What do you gain from limitations like 
these? Secondly, would you say the same for limi-
tations inherent in a tool like an iPod? Does your 
creative output differ when you use an iPod versus 
a laptop (versus a scrap of  paper…)? 

To be accurate, your comment in Paris Review 
(back in 2002) was a response to a question about 
“fiction” versus “non-fiction”. Nevertheless, you 
seemed to be making a general statement about 
classifications of  literary genres. As a musician, 
would you make the same point regarding writing 
versus music? Is each a release from the other, and 
are both derived from the same tendency?

Re: RISD grad, friend of  Matt Shaer’s

Rick Moody	     	     
to:  dgreif 		      
Tue, Apr 10, 2012 at 8:50 am 	

I am reminded of  Barthelme’s ‘The Balloon’. 
What people admired about the balloon was it 
had no limitations. It changed shape and intro-
duced randomness, affording play and a means to 
be free. 

That’s a very favorite story of  mine. 
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At the same time, I understand you enjoy writ-
ing with certain limitations. In composing ‘Boys’, 
every sentence required the word ‘boys’ if  not 
the full phrase ‘boys enter the house’. ‘Double 
Zero’ and ‘Pan’s Fair Throng’ were written on 
assignment. What do you gain from limitations 
like these? Secondly, would you say the same for 
limitations inherent in a tool like an iPod? Does 
your creative output differ when you use an iPod 
versus a laptop (versus a scrap of  paper…)? 

Yes, limitations, somewhat haphazardly imposed, 
are a great thing. You know the famous remark 
of  Robert Frost about free-verse? That it’s like 
playing tennis with the net down? For me, the 
limitations you are referring to are playing tennis 
with the net up. If  you erect one of  these impedi-
ments to progress, you have to come up with a 
work-around, and the work-around often causes 
you to think in new ways about your subject. In 
a way, the impediments cause metaphor to hap-
pen, and I often suddenly think anew when I am 
forced into metaphor and analogy to say what I was 
going to say in a more direct way. And metaphor 
is where all the beauty takes place, right? I don’t 
know, yet, if  an iPod causes the same systemiza-
tion of  metaphor yet. I have not used the iPod to 
try to write anything long. But you may know that 
I wrote a story in Twitter posts a couple of  years 
back. I didn’t actually use Twitter then, and I still 
don’t, but I loved the 140-character box, and once 
I started using it, for a while, I couldn’t stop. I sup-
pose these limitations are a variation on the kinds 
of  games that the Oulipolians played in France in 
the seventies, but in my case the limitations are 
imposed in order to generate story. The whole 
thing falls to pieces if  narration is impossible.  
So the goal in “Boys” is to tell the story of  the 
boys, not just to compile variations on the sentence 
“Boys enter the house.” That assignment would  
be too easy. 

To be accurate, your comment in Paris Review 
(back in 2002) was a response to a question about 
“fiction” versus “non-fiction”. Nevertheless,  
you seemed to be making a general statement 
about classifications of  literary genres. As a 
musician, would you make the same point 
regarding writing versus music? Is each a release 
from the other, and are both derived from the 
same tendency?

The classifications of  genres are always haphaz-
ard. In fact, the whole Aristotelian approach has 
a certain amount of  violence about its enterprise. 
Certainly, if  one is describing literature it’s self-
evident, at least to me, that there is a gulf  of  
largely uncolonized space between what is fiction 
and what is poetry. The question of  what, for 
example, is a prose-poem and what is a short-
short story, demonstrates this, and though there 
have been many clever and articulate attempts 
to answer this question, which is which, anyone 
thinking clearly would realize that the supposed 
border between the two is porous indeed. And if  
this holds true for the alleged genres of  literary 
writing, that it is impossible to distinguish each 
from each in all cases, why does it not hold true 
with respect to all kinds of  writing (is “literary” 
fiction truly distinct, in all cases, from “genre” 
fiction), and if  it’s true for all kinds of  writ-
ing, that the basis for distinction is provisional, 
then why not between, say, writing and paint-
ing? I heard Susan Howe, the poet, read the other 
day. Here’s the interesting thing about Susan 
Howe. She began as a painter. As I have heard it 
recounted, her paintings began to have words in 
them (perhaps somewhat influenced by the fact 
that her sister is also a poet: Fanny Howe), and 
then, before long, she gave up the “actual” paint-
ing part, and began just working with the words. 
But what of  the middle period? The period in 
which she was both? And of  the period after, the 
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alleged end of  the “painting,” can it be said in all 
cases that no “painting” occurred? It might be 
said that no paint was applied to canvas, but is it 
certain in all later work by Susan Howe that no 
“painting” occurred?

You were asking about parallel practice though. 
It is true, if  we believe that the genres actually 
exist, that the one (music) can be a relief  from the 
other (literature), and that one may apply oneself  
to each in order to refresh. That is true as far as 
it goes. But maybe the more pertinent or super-
vening argument would be that creativity, in the 
end, knows no bounds, and any attempt to coral 
it into one genre is doomed, if  one is being hon-
est, to failure. I would say this: that capitalism 
wants genre, because capitalism needs to mar-
ket, and marketing requires genre in order to sell 
things. This is especially true in bookstores (as I 
have said many times). There is genre in litera-
ture primarily because how else would anyone 
FIND a particular book. This tendency is always 
self-generating in a capitalist economy, I think, 
and it proceeds, without respite, into subdivision, 
and ever finer gradations of  hair-splitting. But it 
has nothing to do with what it actually feels like 
to make things. One just wants to create, and to 
go wherever the creativity wants to go, and that 
intoxication of  creativity is thrilling. So why just 
do the one thing?

Re: RISD grad, friend of  Matt Shaer’s

Dylan Greif 	     	     
to: rmoody	     

Wed, Apr 11, 2012 at 8:33 am

In ‘Some Contemporary Characters’, what led you 
to shift person and point of  view with each post? 

Aside from the 140 character count, Twitter tends 
to be an arena for social interaction. The literary 
reading and writing experience, on the other hand, 
is traditionally associated with the individual’s 
isolation. Do you think social interaction as a 
structure can have a place in the process of  fiction 
and narrative writing?

Re: RISD grad, friend of  Matt Shaer’s

Rick Moody	     	     
to: dgreif 		      
Wed, Apr 11, 2012 at 8:51 am

n ‘Some Contemporary Characters’, what led you 
to shift person and point of  view with each post? 

That’s a good question. There are three points of  
view in the Twitter story, but one of  them, the 
narrator’s point of  view, is confined to the first 
line, sort of  in the way that Henry James would 
occasionally erupt into view in otherwise third-
person novels of  his own construction. After line 
one, it’s all he-said-she-said, with occasional and 
impulsive eruptions of  he-said-in-the-first-person 
and she-said-in-the-third-person. I was trying 
to capture the slangy way that people use social 
media, and the kind of  sloppy English that results 
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from that instantaneity. But: it’s also true that 
point of  view feels less secure in the fragmentary 
historical present, wherein consciousness is con-
stantly assaulted by the signal noise that surrounds 
us all every day. Fragmentation, to me, does feel 
like the way forward. And reflecting that frag-
mentary consciousness is simply reflecting what is 
happening in the world every day. 

Aside from the 140 character count, Twit-
ter tends to be an arena for social interaction. 
The literary reading and writing experience, on 
the other hand, is traditionally associated with 
the individual’s isolation. Do you think social 
interaction as a structure can have a place in the 
process of  fiction and narrative writing?

Writing is mostly an isolating experience. I sort 
of  resist kinds of  literature that limit this--I resist 
writers who spend most of  their time blogging or 
tweeting. They are distracting from their major 
work, not adding to their major work. Because I 
think the time in isolation is reflective time, and 
reflection is good for fiction writing. It may be 
good for creativity in general. Silence, exile, and 
cunning, as James Joyce had it. On the other hand, 
one reason I play music is to be involved with other 
people a little bit. The two things probably have 
to happen in tandem. If  you are not reflective in 
some way--if  you don’t a step back from the signal 
noise--you can’t possibly create well. But if  you 
are in total isolation from the world then you have 
nothing to write about. There’s no fuel in the tank. 
So this dialectical movement--in the world, out of  
the world--seems central to the life of  the artist. 
(In my case, anyway.)

Re: RISD grad, friend of  Matt Shaer’s

Dylan Greif 	     	     
to: rmoody	     
Thu, Apr 12, 2012 at 8:29 am 	

Of  your published work, a favorite book design?

Re: RISD grad, friend of  Matt Shaer’s

Rick Moody	     	     
to: dgreif 		      
Thu, Apr 12, 2012 at 9:47 am 	

Probably DEMONOLOGY, or THE BLACK 
VEIL. I liked the galley of  THE DIVINERS, but 
the publishers panicked, as they often do with 
innovation, and then they ruined the design in at-
tempting to redo it. The FOUR FINGERS jacket 
is not bad, and was largely my idea (as was THE 
DIVINERS originally). But I guess, in the end, the 
one that really has a spectacular unity of  purpose 
to it, design-wise, is DEMONOLOGY

r.

Re: RISD grad, friend of  Matt Shaer’s
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Dylan Greif 	     	     
to: rmoody	     
Thu, Apr 12, 2012 at 2:42 pm

Book covers are often employed as marketing tools. 
I’m curious what you think its role is, however, in 
the reading experience, particularly for Demonol-
ogy (the design of  which became the model for 
a backlist series). A book cover introduces the 
story. Unlike page one, however, it doesn’t disap-
pear as the reader reads on. It reappears (bearing 
the visuals, the author’s name, and sometimes the 
publisher) every time the reader opens, closes, 
or crosses paths with the book. This constant re-
engagement with the cover is lost on the e-reader 
experience. What do you think are the implica-
tions, if  any, of  cover vs no cover on the reader’s 
reception of  the text?

Re: RISD grad, friend of  Matt Shaer’s

Rick Moody	     	     
to: dgreif 		      
Thu, Apr 12, 2012 at 9:23 pm

I have had many responses to this question over 
the years. On the one hand, who gives a shit? I 
have seen many horrible jackets. And still liked 
the books. And many jackets (like, say, everything by 
Dalkey Archive) that have no promotional aspect 
to them at all. I honestly stop looking at jackets, 
the same way I stop looking at the tattoos on my 
friends. That e-readers disrupt the flow of  jacket 

art is not to their detriment, as far as I’m concerned. 
And that’s one of  the few things I am willing to say 
on the positive side of  the ledger, as regards e-
readers. I like a good jacket, but I am not wedded 
to the jacket. And I say that while acknowledging 
that the DEMONOLOGY jacket went a long way 
to organizing that book’s very disparate material. 

Re: RISD grad, friend of  Matt Shaer’s

Dylan Greif 	     	     
to: rmoody		      
Thu, Apr 12, 2012 at 11:33 pm 	

Would you say the same for the print book’s ma-
teriality (the weight, the pages, the turn of  the 
pages, its presence on a table, on a shelf, in your 
hands…)? I think it’s obvious an ebook cannot 
capture these valuable qualities of  a book. Per-
haps more pertinent a question: is the traditional 
experience of  the book-as-sacred-object distinct 
from, and not essential to, the actual experience of  
a fictional story? Or does the book’s unique physi-
cality truly impact the reader’s interpretation of  
the text? 

Re: RISD grad, friend of  Matt Shaer’s
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Rick Moody	     	     
to: dgreif 		      
Fri, Apr 13, 2012 at 10:55 am 	

I love the book as a material object, and feel in-
credibly attached to that aspect of  what a book is. 
And I cannot get that experience from an e-book, 
though I have used them on occasion when the 
convenience factor is really important (when I am 
abroad, when I need to have twenty volumes of  the 
classics in one place and can’t otherwise carry them 
all). I love the physicality of  the book. But those 
French books that all have uniform jackets, Edi-
tions du Seuil, and so on? I understand the think-
ing behind uniform type jackets. It should be the 
book itself  that you love, not some image of  the 
book. Thus my comments about jackets. This dis-
like of  frippery in book publication, however, does 
not extend to preferring an e-book, and comments 
to that extent, by the CEO of  Amazon, etc., that 
the book is a thing of  the past, seem loathsome to 
me. They will, in fact, have to pry the book from 
my cold, dead hands. 

Re: RISD grad, friend of  Matt Shaer’s

Dylan Greif 	     	     
to: rmoody	     
Sat, Apr 14, 2012 at 2:33 pm

Books traditionally lend themselves to a linear 

read. In the footnote of  Book Two in ‘The Four 
Fingers of  Death’, Montese Crandall suggests the 
reader can customize the book structure by lop-
ping off  the first half, switching Book One and 
Two, extracting only the author’s narrative, or 
keeping it as is. (By the way, if  you count the pa-
perback, the digital reader, and “wrist assistant” as 
unique experiences to which these may be applied, 
that amounts to 12 different reading options, in 
all!). This interactivity echoes ‘Wilkie Fahnstock, 
the Boxed Set’, structured in two parallel columns: 
the musical playlist and liner notes for a 10-volume 
mix tape. The reader may tackle one column all 
the way through, then the next, or she can switch 
every paragraph, every page, at random, etc. To 
me, this seems to be a step beyond the fragmenta-
tion employed in ‘Some Contemporary Characters’ 
or your short story ‘Demonology’, both of  which 
are tied to a prescribed linear sequence. Do you 
see sequence customization as part a potential way 
forward in literature? If  so, why?

Re: RISD grad, friend of  Matt Shaer’s

Rick Moody	     	     
to: dgreif 		      
Sun, Apr 15, 2012 at 4:50 am 	

Do you see sequence customization as part of  a 
potential way forward in literature? If  so, why? 

Not exactly, because I believe customization is 
already built in. That is, any experience of  the 
book is reader-centered. You are free to use it any 
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way you want to use it, and that freedom of  the reader 
is very satisfying to me, personally, both as writer and 
reader. I come by the theory, qua theory, from my days 
as student of  continental philosophy. There’s a passage 
in Derrida’s POSITIONS, which I can’t reconstruct 
exactly from this vantage point (the vantage point of  
insomnia), wherein he says you might fold the first half  
of  OF GRAMMATOLOGY into certain spot in DIS-
SEMINATION, the second half  of  which really be-
longs as an essay in WRITING AND DIFFERENCE, 
etc. And then there’s the moment in PALE FIRE in 
which Kinbote recommends that you buy multiple cop-
ies of  that book to make the flipping back and forth less 
onerous. I imagined that Montese’s footnote was along 
those lines. Or derived therefrom. The earlier Derrida 
pieces I’ve alluded to go back to 1968, and even earlier 
in some cases, and PALE FIRE is probably a decade 
or so earlier. Well, actually, it’s from 1962 (I checked). 
(PS, PALE FIRE got a lot of  bad reviews! I’ve just 
learned! Amazing! Can you imagine disliking PALE 
FIRE?) All of  which implies, if  you discount TRIS-
TRAM SHANDY or DON QUIXOTE, that the his-
tory of  auto-fragmentary texts is at least fifty years old. 
And none of  these works is literally fragmentary (for 
which we would have to turn to the Beckett Trilogy, or 
Pinget, or Robbe-Grillet, or Nathalie Sarraute, or some 
such). The actual de-centered, digitally (or technologi-
cally enhanced) fragmented text requires the years of  
hypertext (the early nineties), and the web, to appear. 
But all of  this technology, as I have been attempting to 
imply, does nothing but make apparent what is always 
liminal, that the reader consumes in fragments, and 
assembles meaning according to her will, which is a 
very distracted, piecemeal kind of  will. It is an illusion 
fomented by genre narratives and by certain charmingly 
antique naturalistic works that the hurtling plot conveys 
a unitary and tightly controlled point of  view, or even 
the intention of  an allegedly motivated author who is 
himself/herself  one person, and not a society of  ambi-
tions, colonized by a language or languages, and/or the 
history or histories of  literary form.  I could probably 
only write an answer like this at 4:50 AM.

Re: RISD grad, friend of  Matt Shaer’s

Dylan Greif 	     	     
to: rmoody	     
Mon, Apr 16, 2012 at 8:07 am 	     

Then I’m glad you wrote it at 4:50AM. 

To temporarily switch gears: The Wingdale Com-
munity Singers. What is it you enjoy about singing 
alongside others, in harmony, before an audience? 

P.S. Wingdale Community Singer Nina Katchadou-
rian recently visited a RISD class of  mine during 
a field trip to Cabinet’s studio. She presented her 
Flemish-style airplane lavatory self-portraits, which 
I found a nice example of  metaphor by limitation. 
Curious whether you two have shared discussions on 
the topic? 

Re: RISD grad, friend of  Matt Shaer’s

Rick Moody	     	     
to: dgreif 		      
Mon, Apr 16, 2012 at 10:58 am

To temporarily switch gears: The Wingdale Com-
munity Singers. What is it you enjoy about singing 
alongside others, in harmony, before an audience?

I don’t exactly enjoy doing it before an audience. I 
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tolerate the performance part, and am trying to 
get better at it. I really just like singing with other 
people, in almost any circumstance. The harmony 
singing thing. It’s sublime, for me. I sang a lot as 
a kid, and did madrigal singing and chorus and so 
on, in high school, and it’s just one of  those things 
that make parts of  my brain light up that don’t 
otherwise light up. Not only because I’m with 
other people, when more often alone while work-
ing, but also because I just have to work really hard 
at it, and the effort makes me smarter and more 
supple as a listener. Listening is good for prose 
writing. Brian Eno, you may have heard, has a 
weekly singing group, whose only stated require-
ment is that you agree never to perform for an 
audience, and never to record. I sort of  think that 
would be better for me, as a singer, but I am trying 
to get better at performance, so I continue to try 
to do it live, even though that’s not really a goal for 
me as much. 

P.S. Wingdale Community Singer Nina 
Katchadourian recently visited a RISD class of  
mine during a field trip to Cabinet’s studio. She 
presented her Flemish-style airplane lavatory 
self-portraits, which I found a nice example of  
metaphor by limitation. Curious whether you 
two have shared discussions on the topic?

She left the band, to our eternal regret, to go make 
her art, and apparently you have seen the fruits 
of  it more recently than I. And so: we have not 
discussed. I do think she and I see similarly on 
limitation, however. 

P.P.S. sorry for sneaking another question in a 
post script. Are we alright on a couple more?

Sure.

Re: RISD grad, friend of  Matt Shaer’s

Dylan Greif 	     	     
to: rmoody	     
Tue, Apr 17, 2012 at 9:58 am    

Another side project of  yours is ‘Rick Moody, 
Life Coach’, a section on your website that invites 
people to ask for advice about their life problems. 
It shares your/their written exchanges. Your fic-
tional stories also often center around individuals 
in unfortunate and troubled circumstances. I think 
back on your earlier comment about the uncertain 
distinctions between genres, like fiction and non-
fiction. How do you see the written exchanges of  
‘Rick Moody, Life Coach’ in the context of  your 
literary work? 

Re: RISD grad, friend of  Matt Shaer’s

Rick Moody	     	     
to: dgreif 		      
Wed, Apr 18, 2012 at 8:54 am

Well, oddly enough, before I embarked on the Life 
Coach stuff  I wrote two stories, one called “Stories 
With Advice,” and another called “Back From the 
Dead: Stories With Advice II,” both of  which are 
parodistic stories about advice columnists in which 
I used “actual” advice questions from friends (I 
solicited my friends). This impulse, I suppose, 
became the Life Coach column. I very much like 
the Life Coach column, and would do more of  
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them, except that they do not self-generate well, 
and Little, Brown is slow about posting them, and 
they are also emotionally exhausting. I imagine, 
however, that I will make some kind of  a book out 
of  them someday, if  there are enough. (One be-
gins, after a while, to think in books.) How they 
fit into the context of  my “literary” work is this: I 
think books, like pop songs, often have a register 
in which they act as advice. Which is why “Sto-
ries With Advice” is an amusing title. At least to 
me. As I said earlier in my life: I want my work to 
save lives. With the Life Coach stuff  I am prob-
ably closer than I have ever been to realizing that 
ideal. I would just like to make sure I do it in a way 
where I don’t sacrifice my voice. 

R.

Re: RISD grad, friend of  Matt Shaer’s

Dylan Greif 	     	     
to: rmoody	     
Thu, Apr 19, 2012 at 8:36 am

While I can go on (and on) with questions, you’ve 
been incredibly generous. I’m excited by how this 
conversation has gone, along with the ideas, read-
ings, and history it’s exposed me to. (It’s also been 
fun). In sum, THANK YOU. 

One final question. What advice would you give to 
the next generation of  aspiring writers? Writers 
who value print literature, yet are likely to grow up 
more in tune to the patterns of  new technology?

Re: RISD grad, friend of  Matt Shaer’s

Rick Moody	     	     
to: dgreif 		      
Thu, Apr 19, 2012 at 8:45 am

What advice would you give to the next genera-
tion of  aspiring writers? Writers who value print 
literature, yet are likely to grow up more in tune 
to the patterns of  new technology?

I think people should just follow their own incli-
nations--honestly, ambitiously--without paying 
any attention to what’s happening in the market. 
The market trails the form itself. It’s not the other 
way around. And as long as younger writers are 
interested in language and the history of  the form 
first (not the delivery systems, whatever they may 
be) then it’s all going to be fine. I believe in lit-
erature and I believe in the people who believe in 
it. It’s okay if  the larger culture goes off  and does 
whatever it wants to do, dopes itself, expends all its 
energy on frivolities. There will always be readers 
and writers. 
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Writing and Technology:  
It’s Not All Black and White

In a recent interview at the Academy of  Fine Arts 
in Saarbrücken, Germany, British film critic V. 
F. Perkins discusses film and technology. Perkins 
refers to his 1972 book, Film as Film, a key text in 
film studies, in which he maintains that film should 
take advantage of  what new capabilities technol-
ogy offers. This stance went against what many 
aestheticians of  the day believed. “In the 60s…” 
he explains, “the masterpieces of  silent cinema is 
what was definitive.”

Is the thinking among novelists today so different? 
Would anyone call the writing found on someone’s 
Twitter feed “definitive”? Often, new technology 
is criticized as disruptive to literature. As renown 
author Jonathan Franzen recently told the LA 
Times, “The difference between Shakespeare on 
a BlackBerry and Shakespeare in the Arden Edi-
tion is like the difference between vows taken in 
a shoe store and vows taken in a cathedral…Am I 
fetishizing ink and paper? Sure, and I’m fetishizing 
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truth and integrity too.” Perhaps not coinciden-
tally, these sentiments parallel the success of  the 
Academy Awards winning film The Artist. Yet, 
Perkins defends art’s embrace of  technology. In his 
interview, he explains:

Part of  the argument [against technology] was 
that…the more refined the technological instru-
ments became—the more multi-capable—the 
more impoverished the aesthetic medium 
became because limitations make an art. Now, 
it is I think evident that every art exists within 
limitations and works within limitations, but 
that’s a very different matter from saying “let’s 
have as many limitations as possible. Let’s not 
have sound, let’s not have color.” So Film as Film 
is very much an argument for the exploitation 
of  everything that science and technology made 
available to the film artist…What it was inter-
ested in were the new possibilities that sound 
first of  all introduced, then the mobility of  the 
camera (which offered a different form of  elo-
quence from the eloquence of  cutting), and then 
evidently color.

Here, Perkins makes an important distinction. 
Just because technology endows the artist with 
new capabilities does not mean it impoverishes 
the medium of  limitations. Instead, technology 
alters the kinds of  limitations she responds to. In 
his essay titled Post-Artifact Books and Publishing, 
designer and publisher Craig Mod writes: “The 
future book — the digital book — is no longer 
an immutable brick. It’s ethereal and networked, 
emerging publicly in fits and starts.” Ethereality 
does not only have to be a capability. It has its own 
limitations. For one, its inability to stay the same. 
This too is opportunity for creativity.

Perhaps the real reason fiction writing has kept 
from embracing technology is not because technol-

ogy would impoverish the medium. It is because 
technology alters the set of  limitations that define 
traditional practice—a particular practice that, 
perhaps, has been confused with the medium 
itself. The debate should not be about the positives 
and negatives of  new technology. This is a dis-
traction. It should be about what kind of  creative 
practice takes advantage of  the new set of  limita-
tions that emerging technology affords.

If  you consider the pervasiveness of  new tech-
nology as something inevitable (which I do), a 
great deal is riding on this question. Later on in 
his interview, and qualifying his statement with 
“I don’t know whether you want to hear this…” 
Perkins admits that recently, he has become 
unconvinced of  the value of  color. While he 
believes that artists like Hitchcock took advantage 
of  color masterfully, he argues:

In the prevailing mode of  film making, color is 
more of  a problem than an advantage. It makes 
filmmakers too design-conscious,…and too much 
effort goes into making it an expressive ele-
ment…It hasn’t in many cases turned out to be 
as useful to filmmakers as Hitchcock was able to 
make it…

Note, it is not ‘color’ Perkins laments, but the 
‘prevailing mode of  film making’. It is here where 
we confront a limit of  technology itself. While it 
grants the artist certain capabilities, it does not 
design how the artist makes meaningful use of  
them. How can fiction writers make meaningful 
use of  new technology? This is not so much a issue 
about writing, but an issue about the practice of  
writing, and how we are to design that practice.
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He’s into. On to. Too learned for describing.
 
Now I was considering an interview, were it not for his researching and listing and
building this city. Through his street, in the center, was a document. If his street were
stayin, the old street must get taken down. See? But…but I like the street like this.
 
I got an interview from the guy, and did sign an etent page. It’d work its way into clothes.
A work shirt. A story.

It was late. This guy named El Camino turned, looked, then relaxed. I knew the type. Short,
but a monument stance. He was out and replaced by signs, shadows on the street. He was
undone from the sun.
 
I rose. I figured he could tell.
 
“Looked for you, ” I went. “Made a map. This city. This address, this brick.”
 
Now, I know he’d been on drugs. Needed it. Set shop in El Norte. (El Norte!) I was
opposed, clearly. Once I taken the leach to the ER. Anyway...
 
“Been waitin’ in the hotel,” he wrinkled. “See el orial?”
 
“Where?”
 
“On top of the fanciest building! Found it?”
 
I did see one. It was sort of close, approx 115 from here.
 
“El Capri! El Capri!”
 
“I got it!” I called, then looked at the map. The address. This city was exploring its later
name. Was this landmark as studied as it was researched? Which faculty can a hotel have to
view a researched city?
 
First, I plugged Payless—Payless the store. Where, when, and which way? I did not know.
This was, as in, that was, the resolution less surprising. The shadow on the photo’s street
was taken in 1912, if not 1918. And the street shopping sign (around 1973) meant
something enormous, like the 1966 teen been, “Ellany.”
 
Now he’s back again after a long block (his intercom had the right of way): “Day, evening,
morning… Walking, walking, walking. Something, sun-thing… the more, the more, the
more! Paso, paso, paso!”
 
Until this guy showed down here (6:37pm), it had seemed the same. East of a Texas July
got too boring. I was walking around online. In Google (Google!), in the history films
(cinema!), in the storefront database of discovered, found, and demolished lot! The address
clothes this streetviewed photo like a PDF in pants. I found another street. I like this block.
But the view was wrong because the city was a shadow and the sign an early morning tour
of store treasures. Well… by now, it be by and by. That’s rte. 6 in 1983.
 
“The hard be mem. Get the point?”
 
I…did…not.
 
The man must have some mega view on the university or the hotel, Google—something.
Based on what? Nothing. No one. He’s at it, this guy. “Paso! Paso! Paso!” His was real, or
if you picture it diff, generic walk-work. “While, while! Where? When? This! Street!”
 
Paso, paso.
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at the full page.’ Tower has his own process.  
A non-fiction desk (with internet access) and a  
fiction desk (without). I wrote a children’s book.  
For each scene, I first illustrated it visually. This 
allowed me to hold it frozen while I wrote about  
it. The spatial arrangement of  the text plays a  
meaningful role in all of  these writing processes.  
I cannot help but be reminded of  the futurists,  
who embraced that very principle. The workspaces of 

Tower Wells. left: 
fiction writing desk. 
right: non-fiction 
writing desk. 

Vladimir Nabokov’s 
1977 manuscript for 
the original of 
laura

My writing sketches 
in 2010 for a children’s 
book the eighth sea

Jack Karouac’s  
1951 manuscript for  
on the road
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Editor marks on 
title page of a 1975 
William S. Burroughs 
manuscript

Page from ft  Marinetti’s 
1919 book les mots en 
liberté futuristes

84
85

wr
it

in
g 

pr
oc

es
s writing process

de
si

gn
in

g 
th

e 
pr

oc
es

s designing the process



We’ve entered into an awkward stage, where it’s 
hard to know how to proceed. Take the classic 
writer at the desk, wastebasket by the feet, the 
crumbling of  paper with every failed line. How does 
that translate today? In a video project titled Writers 
Wreck Their Tools, I crumbled iPads instead. There 
are large, expressive, and sometimes aggressive 
gestures built into our traditional writing process. 
What happens then we’re supposed to be delicate 
with our tools?  These issues have inspired a host of  
new writing applications: Scrivener, 750words.com, 
IA Writer, that offer solutions like intricate outlining 
techniques, spacial reconfiguring, daily notifications.  
But we still have a long way to go. 

DESIGNING THE TOOLS

M & Co Paper Weight 
designed by Tibor 
 Kalman in 1984

writers wreck 
their tools, a 2012 
video performance 
using 25 fake, hand-
made iPads. 
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Konig is a writing system for the writer behind the 
writer. Its allows her to seamlessly transition between 
visual mapping, content and process analysis, and 
immersive writing. It does so by integrating meta 
data into the writing practice, both as a creative tool 
and a form of  creative content. One could argue: 
the tradition of  writing practice has thrived without 
meta data. Why add more? To that, I would say: not 
exactly. Analog writing had its own forms of  meta 
data: the coffee stained page, the red versus the blue 
ink, the cross outs and notes in the margins. All tell 

KONIG

Marked first page of 
Jack Karouac’s 1957 
manuscript for the 
dharma bums 

Illustration of  
Konig for the thesis   
presentation. Konig 
is named after Woody 
Allen’s real last  
name, ‘Konigsburg’. 
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the meta story of  the story, serving as an aid to our 
meta main character, the writer. These hardly exist 
in Word. On a three hundred page digital document, 
revising each scene where there is, say, character 
development in a novel, or a counterargument in a 
report, requires you remember where these parts are 
in countless lines of  dense text. It’s not easy. This 
isn’t always a problem in analog. Author Eudora 
Welty said that she used ‘ordinary paste and put the 
story together in one long strip that could be seen— 
as a whole and at a glance.... My stories were like 
patchwork quilts, you could read them in any  
direction.’ The reduced workspace of  the screen is 
limiting in this way, but it is capable in others. Here 
is what Konig does. It begins with simple tags. When 
you finish an important paragraph, give it a tag. It can 
be ‘character development’, ‘counter argument,’  
‘in-progress’, etc. dat

data
date
meta data
data set

“Nowhere? NOWHERE? That’s exactly the problem. You’re supposed to be HERE!” He 

stopped abruptly. He caught his breath. He leaned back and stroked the head of one of his larger 

stuffed birds. 

“So! Were you looking for that—that flying thing you think you saw?” 

Lena didn’t say a word. 

“Well?”

Nothing.

WHAM! Pitz pounded his desk. “You belong here! And ONLY here—got me!? You get 

that claptrap out of your head, or I’ll scoop ’it out like a melon! You’re nothing but an orphan—

an abandoned child! Thrown away by good-for-nothing parents. That died miserably! You 

belong here, girl. You’re good for nothing else!”

At this point, he expected Lena to say, “Yes sir.” Lena didn’t. The man growled. 

“After work today, I’ll be waiting for you at the bottom of the cage…” He walked around 

his desk. “I’m going to personally escort you to your bunk in the orphanage...” He leaned over 

the girl, clutching both arm rests. “I’ll be there again in the morning. And again the next 

morning...” 

Lena titled back on her chair. She didn’t want to be so close to the man’s ugly face. 

“And the morning after that…”

The chair went back on its hind legs.

“We’re going to do it every day until...” CRACK!

“GAH!”

Dylan Greif and Jake Levine | dg.rosal@gmail.com | (914) 656-9727     30

The chair snapped. A piece of it stabbed Pitz in the shin. The man plummeted to the floor, 

squeezing the cut. Blood seeped between his fingers. 

Panting, Lena jumped to her feet. She looked left and right, as though seeking an answer 

from one of the stuffed birds. Then, she saw it. It was in the corner, by the door. Her top hat! It 

sat fancily atop the head of a crow. She snatched it, leapt over the man, then burst out the door.

“Excuse me! Sorry!” Lena hollered, squeezing through the crowded streets.

“Garrr!” Pitz roared behind her, back on his feet. He plowed through the crowd like a 

peach upon chestnuts. His leg was a bloody mess, but his anger drowned out the pain. 

With the advantage of a street-clearing bark, Pitz kept up with the girl from market 

square, through the streets, and all the way out to the lake. The man sprinted as fast as he could, 

perhaps faster than he had ever sprinted before, which really only amounted to a march-with-

purpose. And on he march-with-purposed, his eyes avid, his hands itching to snatch the girl and 

tear her to ugly bloody bits.

As far as Pitz was concerned, he had Lena trapped at the first line of trees. He was 

astonished when, upon reaching the forest, the girl continued into it. The man almost tripped. 

“But how…why did… what?” Pitz had never been inside the forest before. Everyone knew the 

cold air in the woods could kill you.  

“Well if she can do it, I can do it!” He beat his chest and lumbered in. 

His lips quivered. He was wary of the dark. He was relieved to see, now and then, Lena’s 

back foot stride passed a tree. To hear little steps over fallen twigs. “You’ll be sorry...” he 

muttered. Though as he traveled deeper into the forest, he heard the strangest things. Sounds of 

cranks and contortions, with levers being pulled and water being spilled. It wasn’t until he 

Dylan Greif and Jake Levine | dg.rosal@gmail.com | (914) 656-9727     31

reached the clearing that he saw it with his own two eyes. A large and stunning body, wrapped in 

tarps. It just began to lift off the ground. Lines of rope snapped. The ground quaked. 

“The flying beast!” the man dreaded. No, no it wasn’t a beast. It was...a ship! A ship like 

none he’d ever seen. The tarp tore off, and there was Lena standing on the deck. A hot-air 

balloon lifted the massive craft into the air. The girl ran inside a giant wheel. Through a series of 

gears and pulleys and clickers, the wheel powered a large fan that trimmed the branches 

overhead. Plumes of steam spewed out from seven copper spouts. They whistled one at a time 

and in no particular order. The craft moaned until, at last, the last anchor-ropes snapped. The 

Flying Fleece was free. Branches cracked and she lifted above the trees. 

“No, no, no!” he shouted. “This can’t be happening! It’s not supposed to be happening!”

The ship cast him in its shadow until it disappeared through the mist. When he was alone, 

he stomped with all his might, but only managed to crumble a leaf on the ground. 

“Impossible,” was all he could say. 
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CHAPTER SIX

“C-c-come on, come on,” his teeth clattered. The air was biting. “Wh-wh-where are 

you…”

The Fleece lifted high through a bleak sea of clouds. For a moment she  panicked. What 

if there really was nothing but the empty, frigid fog? Just then, sunlight poured in. The Fleece 

broke passed the clouds and entered an arena of endless blue. The sun—which she  had never 

seen except as a silver blot in the clouds—was now a bright, fiery orb. She  felt its heat on his 

cheeks. His hair swirled in the warm seaward breeze.

He severed the balloon lines and yanked the fly-jack. Down swung each side of the 

bimast, transforming his sail into outstretched wings. The Flying Fleece swooped forward. It 

raced over the treetops. The girl shot a fist to the sky. “Yes yes yes yes yes!” she shouted. “I did it! 

I was right. There is a world outside Sealochen! I knew I was right!”

KaBlunk! 

Without warning, the ship’s nose dropped, and the vessel plunged. Lena clutched the rail 

until the deck leveled off. She didn’t know what went wrong. She tugged the sheet to down-slope 

the boom, but that made the nose dip again, and this time, harder. His feet came off the ground. 

The deck quivered when trees poked up on either side, zipping by at a terrifying speed. The tops 

scratched the belly of the hull. 

A hundred thoughts raced through his mind: “What am I doing?” and “This was a big 

mistake!” and “Oh no, oh no, oh no!”
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When the ship finally landed, the beachside birds squawked and fluttered in a haste. Lena 

cried too, thinking she arrived at the gala of his end. 

He opened his eyes. 

He was in a bay. The ship waddled a hundred feet from the shore. She marveled at trail of 

damaged pines that marked his inelegant path down the mountain. On the sand was a pitched 

tent. A hunched old man emerged through the flap. “Over here!” he rattled. “Ooover heeeere!” 

Stunned, Lena cast anchor. She almost cast it on one of the birds. He glared at her angrily, 

bearing an air of disapproval Lena didn’t birds were capable of. “Sorry,” she said.   

The old man waved him over again, this time, impatiently. Lena could swim the distance, 

but she wouldn’t have to. The water was shallow. She could tell, because the birds were standing. 

The tops of the their legs stuck out above the surface.   

She hopped overboard and fell in deep. 

As she bobbed and gasped for air, two birds walked towards her. How they were still 

capable of walking was a mystery. But now, she feared what else they were capable of. Their 

bodies were smaller than his head, but she imagined them somehow swallowing him whole. 

Instead, they pecked at him. A spotted one with spiky feathers took his left side. A black-

beaked one with slick feathers took his right. The girl splashed and shrieked, but once they had 

their beaks under his arms, they held him tight and lugged him forward. 

“Put...me...down!” she squirmed. 

“Squawk!”

They carried him to the shore. 
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The secret of these birds was their incredibly long legs. This was only apparent at the 

shallow end. Once the dozen or so reached land, they looked less like a flock and more like a 

forest. 

They set the girl down on sands so white, it hurt his eyes. The waves sounded a rhythmic 

csshhhhh… csshhhhh… csshhhhh. The breeze was sweet and balmy. 

“Psssst!” said the old man, waving Lena over from a mere ten feet away. “Come, come, 

come!”

Lena didn’t know anyone lived outside the city. “Who are you?” she was about to ask. 

“Let me guess,” the old man pointed to the ship. “Land mammal, semi-aquatic…” His 

voice was deep and scratchy. “The circular cavity must be the auditory bulla… Ah yes. That 

there—a cetacean, no doubt—is the great Pakicetus. And you must be the mammoth’s parasite. 

Some kind of whale louse, I would say.” He squinted and poke Lena’s shoulder. “Judging by 

your small and stickly figure, I’d pin you for a skeleton shrimp.”

“A what?”

“Good point. Of course, that mammoth can’t be the Pakicetus. It has wings. Perhaps an 

overgrown Exoceotidae…”

“It’s just my ship,” Lena said. “The Flying Fleece.”

“The Flying Fist?”

“The Flying Fleece.”

 “If that’s a ship, then where’s the captain?”

“I’m the captain, sir.”

The old man studied the girl. He raised an eyebrow. “You’re a girl.”
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“Yeah. And I’m the the captain.”

“Well okay, captain-boy. If that’s the case, you’ll join me for dinner.”

“Huh?”

“I haven’t had a guest in…well…never. I’d love for you to join!” He started back to the 

tent. “You’ll get a good night’s sleep, and an early start tomorrow morning. ”

“But I—”

“Then it’s settled!”

He ordered the long-legged birds to fetch Katula leaves from the brushes. They bowed 

their heads and gracefully walked away.

—

The old man’s tent was a large yet simple dwelling. A curtain divided the space in two. 

There wasn’t a proper floor, just lightly combed sand. 

“Come. Sit,” he said. He poured a cup of tea. 

Lena knelt at a low, birch table. The tea scented of wild flowers, but the taste was sour. 

“Geh!” she spat, hopping up and coughing out the window flap. 

“Your name?” said the old man. 

“Lena,” replied the girl. She strolled along the tent’s interior. There were hardly any 

objects or decorations about. It was very clean. Meanwhile, the old man himself was disheveled. 

He wore round, crooked spectacles, a very long beard, and messy white hair. When he stood in 

place, his feet squirmed into the sand, like two shovels trying to bury themselves. 
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“I apologize for earlier—when I called you a skeleton shrimp. I used to be very good at 

discerning things of that sort. Now, it’s quite the opposite.” He closed his eyes. “I have a very 

different understanding of you now.”

“You do?”

“Yes. I do. You’re… a girl who seeks adventure. You were raised without parents, I can 

tell. You are a child of the forest.”

“How did you—”

“And…” he interrupted, raising two fingers to the air, “you have never ever seen another 

person before. I am the first. Somehow, you speak my language. You learned it—from a 

caterpillar!”

The girl sunk. “I think you lost it.”

“Ay, ay,” he slumped, gazing out the window. “I lost it long ago.” 

While the old man looked away, Lena peaked through the bedroom curtain. It was a thick 

curtain that stretched from wall to wall. The room behind was also sparse. There wasn’t even a 

wrinkle on the bed.  

“HEY!” the old man shouted. Lena closed the curtain. “That’s my private room! Don’t 

you go in there!” He immediately covered his mouth. “I’m sorry,” he frowned. “It’s just, I’m not 

used to having company. That’s all. Come!” he grinned. “Sit down, let’s start over, is that 

alright?”

“Okay,” Lena said, shyly. He sat back down. “So, when did you escape Sealochen? Are 

there others? I didn’t realize—”
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“Escape…Sealochen?” the old man puzzled. “I’ve never seen anyone escape that 

dreadful place. You must be the first.” Lena tried to make sense of this. The old man studied the 

girl, then the ship outside the window. His eyes flickered, but only for a moment. He swatted at 

the sight of the sea. “Bah! What good is exploring, anyway.” 

“Well I’m on a quest. I’m out to find the Pixie Llama!”

“ The what? …The Pixie Llama?” He pondered the name for a moment. “Oh! You mean 

that wondrous beast that flies about the Unknown Sea, always distracted and always looking for 

something new? The beast that has no mission or friends! Who experiences nothing for more 

than a minute—not even friends or friendly folk? That Pixie Llama? 

“That’s the one!” Lena jumped. “Have you seen him? Was it recent? I spotted him here 

only weeks ago. He can’t be too far off, and— ”

“Why on Earth would you want to find him?” 

Lena deflated. 

“Boy, you don’t want to know what’s out there passed that horizon. Powerful forces, I 

can tell you. Stuff that swallows your spirit and chews on the rest.” For a while after, he didn’t 

say another word. He stared severely at nothing. Lena didn’t interrupt. 

That night, the girl went to bed on a stack of cushions the old man concocted from the 

katula leaves that the long-legged birds collected. Lena didn’t like the old man. She lay awake in 

bed, eager to leave in the morning. Then, something caught his eye. A bright blue light glowed 

under the curtain. It was a stark glow, like lightening. Only it pulsed softly, half lulling the girl, 

half piquing his curiosity. 

He wanted to look through the curtain, but she remembered what the old man explicitly 
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told him. Lena was not to look into the bedroom. His katula-leaf bed crunched every time she 

moved, so even if she tried to crawl over, the old man would hear him. She was forced to lay 

still. She let the mysterious blue light draw him to sleep. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN

“But are you sure you won’t stay another day? It’s so nice to have the company. You have 

to stay another day!”

“I would, but I have to keep going. Thank you, though.”

“Ah, of course. Your quest.” He frowned. “Then, goodbye.” He gave out his hand, but 

before the girl could shake it, the old man clutched her shoulder. “But tell me, Lena. Have you 

ever even sailed before?”

“Well, sure,” Lena was about to say, only to realize that answer was no. She sailed many 

times in her dreams, but her actual self was less experienced. “If I built her, then I can sail her,” 

she figured. 

“Well you were sure able to fly her,” the old man smiled, then walked away. 

 Lena climbed aboard. As soon as she did, however, her stomach turned. The way the 

deck wafted on the water felt different than when it sat sturdy on land. She gazed back at the old 

man, who waved briskly. “Goood luuuuck!” 

The afternoon was a nightmare. It’s not that Lena didn’t understand how sailing worked. 

She knew it from the fishermen. It’s just that none of the motions were familiar. When she tried 

to hoist the sails, the craft wobbled. The boom swung violently across the deck, and she almost 

lost her head. After a sudden spurt of wind, the ship unexpectedly sped forward. She tried to slow 

her, but the main sheet got stuck on the block. She was going to hit a rock, so she had to cut the 

line, and the mail sail fell like a blanket. When the craft spun to a halt, she tripped and fell into 

the water. It didn’t help that the old man watched from the shore. Sometimes, he laughed. Other 
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times, he was frustrated. He shouted from the sand, things like, “Jibe now!” or “pull’er in—

hard!!!” or “Ahhg!” When the long legged birds returned Lena to the shore,  the old man beamed 

with joy. 

“Then you will be staying for dinner?”

Lena marched passed him. 

“Aha!” the old man cheered. “Two mackerels, it is!” 

The mackerel was a pretty fish, not like the scrud in Sealochen. Its belly was as silver as 

the spire. Its back was aqua and spotted with deep blue specs. While Lena ate, the old man didn’t 

stop talking. He was blithe, happy to win his guest back. He expounded on a hundred confusing 

matters. Stuff he had long been wishing to share. He spoke about the instability of absolutely 

everything, citing, for starters, precambrian metamorphic rocks. He claimed that nothing is clear, 

not even the bluest sky, which is cluttered with nitrogen, oxygen, and argon gas. Later, he 

lectured on the mysterious messages that ants write for each other in the dirt. 

It all sounded interesting, but the girl was distracted. The Pixie Llama was getting away. 

—

For breakfast, the old man fried leftover mackerel over a small fire. He pulled out his 

daily log—a book dense with notes. Each page had five columns. In the first was a list of clouds. 

In the second, dates. In the third, the times of day. In the fourth, wind directions. In the last, 

estimates of sizes. 

Lena snuck up behind him and read a page.
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“Why are your taking notes on clouds?” 

“Because!” startled the old man, shaking his head as though it were obvious. “The clouds 

are a good measure of nothing.” 

“Why would you want to measure nothing?”

“Take Sealochen. That cumulonimbus city! It’ll never escape that name. I know because 

the clouds up there are always the same. I learn nothing new by taking note of them. Do you 

understand what I’m saying?”

“Not really. Camel-mimus?” 

“Cumulonimbus. It’s a breed of cloud. It looks like an anvil.”

“Oh,” said Lena, gazing at the misty peak. “And what about those?” He pointed to the 

white streaks over the horizon. 

“Well… I haven’t seen those a while.”

“So, what are they?” 

The old man sighed. “They are altocumulus clouds.”

“Adah-commalis…”

“Altocumulus. Stay away from those, girl. It means a storm is coming. You can remember 

them, because they’re squiggly and speckled down the stretch—like the mackerel on your plate. 

See?”

“Well, so—”

“Stop beating around the bushes, girl. You want me to teach you to sail, don’t you?”

Lena bit her nails. “Just enough to get me started.”

“Well sorry. I’m deathly afraid of the water.”
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“Once you’re on the ship, it’s fine! And the long legged birds can take you there. Please! 

I’m stuck here without your help. I need your help!”

“You really do want to find your Pixie Llama.”

The girl nodded. 

“Okay,” he sighed. 

—

The old man felt nauseous as the birds carried him. Twice, he threw up over his shoulder, setting 

the flock in a frenzy. “I’m alright, I’m alright!” he insisted, his face drenched in sweat. 

It had been a long time since the old man set foot on a ship. He braced the rail. 

Instinctively, his feet squirmed, trying to bury themselves in the sand. But here, there was no 

sand. His toe cracked against the wood. He hugged the rail.

“It’s an unusual name, the Flying Fleece.” his eyes wandered. “I like the name of my old 

ship much better.” 

“What was your ship’s name?”

“My old ship’s name?” he reflected. “Her name...was The Prize.” He cracked a smile. 

“Yes. She was an elegant beauty.” The old man let go of the rail and staggered across the deck. 

Lena followed him around the mast, under the running wheel and back to the nose. Along the 

way, his hunched bearing rose into a prominent gait. His frazzled hair swept wildly in the breeze.  

“What’s she?” His tone was bold. He inspected the fly jack. “A swivel? A pedal-pinch?”

Lena was speechless. The old man seemed like a completely different person. 
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“Quite a ship. Quite a ship you’ve built. And ha! You don’t even know how to sail her!” 

He knocked on the wood and inhaled the fresh bay air. He gripped the girl’s shoulder. “Let’s get 

started!”
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CHAPTER EIGHT

It had been ten days since she arrived. She thought she was ready to sail on her own. To 

explore the Unknown Sea. The old man kept saying, “Nope. Not ready yet.”

He learned a great deal from the old man—things she would never have picked up from 

the Sealochen fisherman. Now, she knew how to surf the breakers, to secure the boom vang, to 

breach with the western winds. Just that day, she handled the rigging all by herself. 

“You might want to point the bow into the wind, first,” the old man advised. “You know, 

before you lift the sails.” 

Lena paused. “The bow?”

“The bow, Lena, is the name for the front of the boat.”

“Oh. You mean a’noseship.” This is what Lena called it.

“And the name for the back of the boat is the stern.”

“A’tailship,” Lena corrected.  

“What I mean is you should face the bow—the a’noseship—into the wind so the ship 

doesn’t dart ahead before you’re ready.”

“Okay,” said Lena. She puzzled how to do it, but only for a moment. She lifted the 

smaller a’tailship sail (the mizzen, as the old man insisted it be called). The wind spun the craft 

into position. After, she cranked the fly-jack, loosened the lines, then took the steering wheel. 

“Now pull the line in just a little bit. Very good. Now let her go luff.”

“Like this?”

“That’s right,” the old man smiled. “Just like that.” He grabbed his fishing rod. The ship 
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passed over a school of mackerel. “Now I can teach you some fine fishing techniques, too. The 

first thing you need to remember is—“ 

“That’s okay,” Lena said. She blocked the sheet and skipped to a large lever between the 

mainmast and the bow. It was about the size of a hockey stick. The old man had wondered what 

it was for. Today, he would find out. Lena closed her eyes and pulled the lever. Almost 

immediately, they heard a gush of water below the deck. 

The old man popped up. “Grab the line! Tack around! We hit a rock! We’re flooding!” 

Lena, unfazed, waited a moment, then turned the lever back. The spilling stopped. 

“What in god’s name on you doing!” 

“I just filled the lower deck with nineteen gallons of water!” Lena beamed. 

“Are you crazy?” He watched the waterline rise.

Now, Lena spun a large wheel beside the lever. 

“Wait, wait. What’s that?”

The wheel set off a mechanical clatter. The Flying Fleece steadily rose back up. Lena 

went down the hatch and returned a minute later with two large buckets of mackerel in her 

hands.

“What did...? I mean, how did you—?”

“I call it the fish trap food catch. A mouth opens in the hull, and then I drain the water, 

afterwards. There’s plenty more down there, too.”

The old man shook his head. “I can see a few problems this fish trap device already.” He 

shook his head. “Nope. Not ready yet.”
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—

That night, she puzzled again at the mysterious blue light that glowed under the curtain. 

She asked the old man about it once. “The blue light? Oh, that’s just my computer. Do you know 

what a computer is? It’s sort of like a notebook, and sort of like a lightbulb. It’s not worth seeing. 

I insist you stay out of my bedroom, please.” 

This was far from satisfying. 

In the middle of the night, she sat beside her the katula-leaf mattress. She never crawled 

into bed so that she wouldn’t have to make noise crawling out. Tonight, she would see what this 

blue light business was all about. She snuck to the curtain. She drew an opening just large 

enough for one eye. She peaked through.

The old man wasn’t there. 

The bed sheets weren’t even undone. The room was empty. Empty, except for the hatch 

door on the ground in the corner. Lena didn’t remember seeing it before. It must have been 

covered in sand. The blue light beamed around the frame. 

Lena crawled towards it. A faint sound cane from underneath. The old man was talking to 

someone. “Yes, yes, but she is a fast learner. I’m trying to keep her here as long as I can!”  

That’s when Lena shouted. Something sharp pierced her back. When she rolled over 

(toppling the bedside table and shattering the lamp), she expected to find Pitz standing over her. 

Somehow, the man had found her. Now, she was going to pay. 

It was not Pitz. It was a gang of angry long-legged birds. They crouched to fit under the 

roof. They squabbled at Lena heatedly, throwing their little wings up and down. 

“Whatsit, now, whatsit!” the old man called, running upstairs. 
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“Shoo!” he scolded the birds. Then, “Lena? What are you doing here!” 

“It’s just, it’s just...I was curious and... and… I then heard you. Talking to someone else!” 

“Me? Talking to someone else? Ridiculous! I told you not to come into my bedroom!”

“But I did… I heard it!” 

She expected the old man to yell at her. She expected the old man to throw her out his 

house. Instead he dropped his chin. “You’re right, Lena. You’re absolutely right. I was talking to 

someone. Sit. I will explain.”

—

“I was on this beachside. It had only been a month since I retired from my own 

exploration. Let’s just say the Unknown Sea wasn’t for me. I stared at the sunrise, and all of a 

sudden, everything got very dark. The breeze died. Not a single grain sifted in the sand. Even the 

waves were still. A spec of blue glinted over the horizon. I thought it was a star. But there were 

no other stars, and so I thought it was our sister planet, Venus. But over the course of ten minutes 

(or maybe it was a minute, or maybe it was the entire day), it got larger. I didn’t understand what 

was happening. It came closer and closer, until it stood right in front of me. The way you face me 

now.”

“The Pixie Llama?” 

“The what? No, no. It was her.”

“Who?”

“The lost lone woman.”
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“The lost lone woman?”

“Her skin glowed a radiant blue. Her gaze was as heavy as the sun. I didn’t notice at first, 

but her feet weren’t touching the ground. I collapsed. She floated! My, she floated! Her blue hair 

swayed effortlessly, as though immersed under water. I felt submerged, too. Everything—even 

each thought in my head—was swimming. I could hardly breath.”

“Then, the blue light from downstairs is...her?” 

The old man nodded. “She doesn’t come out. She refuses to come out. She is hiding from 

something terrible.” He leaned forward and said, “Lena. You don’t remember me, do you...”

“What?” 

“You were just a baby. How could you remember? It is time you know.”

Lena took a step back. The old man was loosing his senses again. 

“When the lost lone woman arrived, Lena, she held you in her arms. She spoke to me in 

desperation. She was running away. They were after her. I offered to hide you both. But she 

insisted you reside elsewhere. It would be safer that way. I took you to the orphanage in 

Sealochen. I left you in a basket at the caretaker’s door.”

Lena shook her head. “I think you’re confused again. Like you were about caterpillar.”

The old man shook his head. “It is you, girl.”

“Listen. My good-for-nothing parents abandoned me with Pitz. Now they’re dead, and 

I’m just fine without them. It had nothing to do with a...a lost lone woman! And I couldn’t have 

met you before, because I’ve never even been outside Sealochen before. And you know what? 

Why should I even trust you, anyway? I don’t know anything about you! And I don’t care what 

you think, I’m ready to sail by myself now. I’m going. First thing in the morning, I’m going. 
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Because that’s what I came out here to do. Find the Pixie Llama!”  

The old man stood as still as ice. In a whole minute, he didn’t blink. He didn’t even 

twitch. As though coming out of a spell, he took a deep breath through his nose, wore a pleasant 

smile, and said, “I’ll make sure you have everything you need for your journey.” He shut the 

certain between them, and that was the last she saw of the old man. 

—

Lena stared at the blue-lit curtain. There must have been a loose thread, because the 

curtain unraveled. On the other side, hovering in the middle of the bedroom, was a blue 

notebook that glowed. Its pages unraveled into long silky strands. It’s spine stretched downward. 

It was taller than the girl. Two feet emerged at the bottom. A slender arm spilled out on each 

side. Her hair swirled above her head. Her eyes buzzed like fireflies. She floated. But when she 

stepped toward him, she fell. She lay on the floor, water leaking from her skin. A puddle pooled 

around her. 

She said, “Don’t worry. You will be looked after.”

Her glow faded. In the moonlight, she cast a shadow on the wall. It multiplied into a 

hundred shadows that covered every inch of the room. Each one grew wings, and when they 

peeled off the walls, they flew up, carrying the lost lone woman with them. 

“Lena,” she whispered. “Look at me...” When their eyes locked, she shadows lost their 

grip. They splashed into the puddle on the floor.   

Lena woke up. 
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It was already afternoon. A large basket of dried mackerel strips sat on the table next to a 

cup of luke-warm tea. 

“Hello?” Lena called across the tent. The curtain was open, but the old man wasn’t there. 

“Hello?” she said louder, looking at the hatch door. 

It was open.  

Neither the old man nor the long legged birds were up or down the beach. She lit a 

lantern from the kitchen, then snuck downstairs. 

It was a long room. The walls were curved. On the far side, it read: The Prize. In the 

center of the room was a blue corduroy couch on an ornate rug. On the left wall was a bookcase. 

The girl swept her finger across the spines. They were dusty.

Right of the bookshelf was a long work table with an assortment of instruments: calipers, 

retractable rulers, a series of tweezers. Lena had seen her share of unusual instruments—most of 

which she invented herself. These she couldn’t figure out. She saw the grid of open-cubicles at 

the far end of the table. Inside each one was a mound of sand, and at the top of each mound, 

something else. She looked in closer. They were dead hermit crabs. 

Startled, she jumped back, knocking into another desk. She must have hit a switch, 

because she heard a beep sound. It came from a large box on the desk. Beep beep beep beep beep 

it went. It didn’t stop. Lena panicked. She touched every side of the thing. Instead of shutting off, 

the front face flashed a fluorescent white. The whole room lit up. 

“Whoa...”

The machine made a dying poof, and the light disappeared. 

“A computer,” Lena marveled. 
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There was a stand beside the desk.On it sat a large plastic sphere that was decorated with 

amorphous patches of red, orange, green and blue. “Earth” read a bronze plate. Pinned to the 

wall above it were three large prints decorated in similar patterns. One was titled, Map of South 

China Sea. Another, Map of Caribbean. The last, Map of Eastern Pacific Ocean (with a large 

green glob that read “South America”). 

Hanging next to the posters was a pair of goggles. She was fond of goggles, and these 

were nice. It had a plastic tube attached on the side. She put it on. Below was a shelf of cone-

shaped bottles. Some were empty. Others had murky liquids inside. They had labels the read 

beaker no. so-and-so. 

One of the bottles caught her eye. It was yellow, and the label read “Lena.”

Why did it have her name on it? 

There was a rolled up piece of paper, inside. Was it a note? But if it was a note, why 

didn’t the old man give it to her? She would read it later. Now, it was time to leave. 

When she burst outside, the long-legged birds were waiting for her. Lena curled into a 

ball, expecting a downpour of pecks. Instead, they carried her back to her ship. 
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CHAPTER NINE

Unlike the bay, the sea was choppy. She cast anchor to double-check things. What did she 

double-check? Everything. She inspected the lower deck in case there was a leak. She knocked 

on the mast, listening for cracks. She made sure her cabin was in order. Everything seemed okay. 

When there was nothing else she could think to check, she got on with it. She turned into the 

wind and tightened the line, just as she remembered the old man would do. The Fleece thrust 

forward. 

For a second, she panicked. She looked back at the land she left behind, which got 

smaller in the distance. Then again, how could she turn around—what with the the deep blue 

waters, the breeze, the unknown ends of the sea before her? The nose bounced and water skirted 

up the hull, sometimes dousing the girl in fine spurts of spray. The warm wind tossed her hair. 

She hollered like a wild animal. 

He spent most of her time amidship (the middle part of the deck) at the helm (which is to 

say, by the steering wheel). The wheel had two spokes on the top so Lena could clutch them 

easily. Now and then, when she thought of something to draft or write, she ducked into her cabin, 

which was down a few steps a’tailship. Back in the forest, the roof wrapped around a tree. Here, 

it wrapped around the tail-end mast, which bore a second, smaller sail above. 

There were two special mechanisms Lena invented to propel her ship (to make the Fleece 

go faster). All the way at the tip of the nose were the intake horns for the pressure pipe air shoot. 

The pressure pipe air shoot sucked up any air the ship came across, whether the vessel was 

sitting, soaring, or sailing. The air continued down a pipe to a water-powered paddle piston. 
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There, the air compressed into an elaborate maze of duct work that looped in and around the hull. 

The ducts ran along the ceiling of the hold, looped in and out of cupboards, wrapped around the 

legs of the cabin desk and even went up the mizzen. At the end of the duct, there was no end—it 

was just the beginning again. Air looped around and around in a flood of mounting pressure. And 

how, you may be asking, did this make the ship go faster? Beside the intake horn was the release 

valve, which, when pulled, was supposed to free all the pent up air out a spout in the back. The 

result, Lena imagined, would create an incredible thrust. It was a fantastic device (if it actually 

worked). Its only limitation was it could only be used once at a time. After the air would be 

released, it needed to start sucking all over again.  

The second propulsion mechanism Lena invented was the running wheel. This was an 

enormous wheel the girl could run inside. It was attached to an equally enormous overhead fan. 

When the wheel turned, the fan blew air directly into the mainsail. On windless days, she could 

sprint inside the running wheel and produce an artificial gust that drove the ship onward. 

The Fleece skipped along until night, when Lena stopped to watch the sunset. In 

Sealochen, she must have seen a hundred shades of gray. Now, what brilliant colors layered the 

sky. Red, yellow, indigo, violet... If only she weren’t so distracted. She couldn’t help think of the 

the yellow beaker with her name on it. 

He ignored it long enough.

He went downstairs to her cabin, opened her closet, and took out the bottle. She yanked 

the cork and shook the thing upside down until out fell the rolled up piece of paper. It was torn 

along the left edge, likely ripped out of a notebook. One side of the sheet had a rough sketch of a 
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hundred tiny stick-figures dancing around a big rock. The rock had a face, and two taller figures 

stood on top of it. 

“Well I could draw better than that!” thought the girl. 

The other side of the paper intrigued the girl more. It was a message. It read:

The Land of the Pocabitos—

Small when distant.

Smaller when near. 

Enormous when there.

“The Land of the Pocabitos?” Lena puzzled. “Was it supposed to be a clue?” 

As she lay in bed, she recited the lines. Small when distant, smaller when near... Outside 

her window, a full moon rose. It cast a ribbon of light across the water. The ribbon rippled into a 

million dancing pieces.

—

In the morning, Lena emerged from her cabin. She tugged the sheet to hoist the sails, 

yawned, then rubbed her eyes. A bean came to focus on the horizon. It took her several seconds 

to process what it was. She blinked and blinked again. 

It was a land. A new land. 

A land outside of Sealochen.
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“Yes!” she threw her hands up in the air. “I did it,” she gasped. “I did it!” She already 

proved the Unknown Sea existed. Now, she proved there were unknown places in the Unknown 

Sea.  “I was right!” she cried. “I knew I was right!” Then “hmm,” she wondered. “Could this also 

be where the Pixie Llama lives?” Her heart went aflutter. She clutched the rail. She hoped so.

The land appeared to be about thirty miles away. She was just about to tighten the sheet 

to pick up speed, when KVOOSH‚ the Fleece abruptly halted! She was startled. She didn’t 

understand what went wrong. How could the ship just stop in the middle of the ocean? 

Finally, she peeked over the nose. There it was: the bean she saw earlier. It wasn’t at all 

thirty miles away. No—it was right there in front of her. The Fleece had berthed upon her shore.  

He didn’t expect the land to be so close! 

He didn’t expect the land to be so small.

“Small when distant, smaller when near...” she pulled the note from her pocket. “Yes!” 

the girl realized. This was the place the old man wrote about. The Land of the Pocabitos. She 

wondered: were all other lands (if there were other lands) this tiny? 

Though this one looked much too small for the Pixie Llama, the least she could do was 

check it out. 

He climbed down the side of her hull. 

“Hmm…firm,” she thought, feeling the turf with her toes. She set the other foot down. 

“Okay, okay. Sturdy enough to stand on.”

Out of nowhere, a flock of birds circled overhead. They went around in a dense heap, 

somehow managing not to collide into each another. Their caps and necks were colored a dusty 
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yellow—as though they wore fitted yellow hoods. There was only one bird among them that 

looked different. Her hood was bright orange. 

He was immediately met by a hshhh that fizzled from her toes. She crouched down and 

discovered a handful of tiny figures jumping and waving. 

“Yay!” they softy cheered. 

He couldn’t believe her eyes. She awkwardly waved hello.  

More Pocabitos gathered around, coming from a bristly patch, which upon closer 

inspection, was actually a tiny, tiny forest of parched trees. They marched single-file down vines. 

Some swung down twigs, others descended via tree-leaf parachute. Once they had all gathered 

around Lena’s feet, they applauded. Perhaps this was how one was supposed to greet strangers, 

thought the girl. Only miserable Sealochen had it wrong.

“Wow,” said Lena, much too excited to know what else to say or do. “Um...thank you, I 

guess! You really don’t have to...” She blushed. 

The Pocabitos had adorable, button-like bodies, with little eyes that blinked like bee 

wings. They all wore a leaf behind each ear, so that like rabbits, they could hear with precision. 

The only uncertain thing about them was their persistent habit of shaking. It looked like an 

earthquake incessantly erupted inside them. Either way, they were just as cheery. Their bodies 

remained intact well enough, so perhaps, Lena figured, they trembled as a preference of motion.

“My name is Lena. I’m here on a quest to…” 

He paused when the crowd divided into two, clearing a path for her. She took one step 

forward, and already, she was at the end of it. There, one Pocabito stood.  
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“Something, something, something,” the lone Pocabito began to say, but her voice was 

too quiet. Lena could only make out the words when she touched her chin to the ground. It 

wasn’t a very comfortable position, and she couldn’t hold it long. 

All around, the Pocabitos pointed to the funny leaves tucked behind their ears. 

“Oh!” she replied. She went back to her ship and returned with two of the Katula leaves 

the old man used to package the dried mackerel. She tucked one behind each ear, and suddenly, a 

choir of crisp chatting voices and delicate coastline crashes awoke around her. She could hear it 

all. 

“To the northern coast we go!” the little guy repeated in a high pitch note.  

“Wait, to find the great beast?”

“To find the great beast!”  

“Well let’s go!” Lena delighted, wondering how the Pocabito knew she was looking for 

the Pixie Llama, then thinking maybe it was obvious. Perhaps many great explorers embarked on 

such a quest as hers. 

“Let us leave in the morning. We’ll need to gather our strength!” the little Pocabito 

smiled. 

“Sounds like a plan,” Lena gave out her hand to shake on it, at which point, all of the 

Pocabitos screamed and ran in circles. “I’m sorry!” Lena pled, not knowing what she did wrong. 

It’s not that they feared the girl. It was just their natural instinct to panic if a gigantic, monstrous 

hand were to lunge at their tiny, delicate bodies. Lena buried her hands in her pockets.
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CHAPTER TEN

Our Hero tipped her hat to the little guy, whose name was Bravo. Bravo was slightly 

shorter than the others, and when we walked, he bounced from side to side. He seemed to be the 

leader of the pack, because he often announced things to the entire village. “Bonfire tonight!” he 

cried, as everyone erupted in excitement. 

Bravo led Lena to a spot where she could sit (only a half step away, but a good walking 

distance for a Pocabito). There, Bravo kindly served her a plate of three seaweed strips (the 

Pocabitos’ local chow). Each was about as big as a grain of pepper in the palm of the hand. Lena 

popped all three at once. 

Bravo’s jaw dropped. He had never seen anyone eat three at once, before.

“It’s nothing,” Lena was about to say, then “Whoa...” she clutched her stomach. The 

seaweed snacks were surprisingly filling. Perhaps she should have started off with two. 

As the Pocabitos prepared the bonfire, Lena keenly observed them. Their tiny forest was 

a dense city flourishing with tinier busying bodies. The vast majority of them carted grains of 

sand up and around the spiraling vines—from the roots to their inner-tree dwellings. Others slid 

down with thimble buckets containing single drops of water. From the top of a rock (a towering 

two and a half inches high), they emptied their buckets into a long weed suspended upside down 

by suspension wires—none thicker than a strand of hair. The drops rolled down, veering left or 

right at the forking stems, curling into the crumbled leaf ends, then spilling off the tips into one 

of several pinhole wells dug deep into the ground. 

“Are you comfortable?” Bravo checked now and again. 

Dylan Greif and Jake Levine | dg.rosal@gmail.com | (914) 656-9727     59

“Very,” Lena assured him. 

The Pocabitos proved to be extremely cordial. Whenever two crossed paths, they briskly 

waved hello. They would do it again even if they had just crossed paths ten seconds earlier. It 

wasn’t that they were overly polite. It was just their way. They were kind. Bravo especially. “I’m 

sorry we have no cushions for you. We weren’t expecting you, so we hope you understand.” 

“You worry too much!” Lena smiled.

“I apologize, I will try not to,” Bravo bowed his head. 

The bonfire that night was, to Lena, closer in size to a candle. She didn’t mind, it was a 

gathering, and special occasion, so Bravo proclaimed. 

“Will you recite the myth of the Two Warriors of the Sea?” the crowd pled. 

“Aha! The Two Warriors of the Sea were the bravest to ever walk the shore,” Bravo 

began. 

“The Warriors of the Sea...” Lena imagined, trying to stay awake. It had been a long day, 

and she couldn’t stop yawning. Her eyes closed and opened and closed again. In between, she 

caught glimpses of small groups of Pocabitos skipping and twirling by the soft flicker of the 

flame.  

Could this all be a dream? she hoped not. What a wonderful tiny village. She closed her 

eyes and fell asleep. 

—
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At sunrise, they began their journey—Lena, Bravo, plus a troop of four other Pocabotos, 

each of whom wore backpacks twice as tall as they were. Bravo pointed to the opposite end of 

the land, the northern coast, their destination, which Lena realized was only a few steps away. 

He scratched her head. “I guess it’s a long journey for them,” she figured, seeing how 

tiny they were. Though if the Pixie Llama were on the northern coast, wouldn’t she have seen the 

great beast right there? “He’ll probably be arriving later.” 

He took incremental strides so as not to pass her traveling companions. She placed her 

left foot a hair ahead of the right foot, then the right a hair ahead of the left. At this rate, they 

weren’t going to arrive anywhere anytime soon. She let her mind wander. The Two Warriors of 

the Sea, she remembered from the night before. She wished she hadn’t fallen asleep before 

hearing the story. Maybe Bravo could tell it to them again, tonight.

 

“It’s nice of you all to accompany me, Bravo.”  

“It is an honor!” 

“I can just carry you all the rest of the way, if you want. Might get there faster.” She laid 

out her hand. 

The other Pocabitos, who shyly trailed behind Lena and Bravo, shrieked in fright, just as 

they did the day before. “No, no!” Bravo insisted, looking the other way “Please, no hands, 

kindly!” He bowed his head and thanked Lena again. 

“Too-lee! Too-Lee!” went the orange-hooded bird overhead. She sat on the high winds, 

wading like a kite. 

“I think that bird is following us,” Lena said. 
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“In fact, we have been following her. She is my guiding bird. Every Pocabito has a 

guiding bird to help navigate the land. It is such a vast land, after all.” Lena nodded, supposing 

the land was vast from their point of view. There were hills, though they were very short hills, 

and they looked more like bumps than anything. There were canyons, too, but they were really 

hardly canyons. They looked more like scratches in the dirt. And, there were even mountains, if 

you could call them mountains. They peaked at Lena’s ankles. 

”She is our fastest and smartest guiding bird,” added Bravo. “She knows every 

constellation. She can smell the distant greens...” 

The guiding bird swooped back now and then to give them time to catch up. “Too-lee! 

Too-lee!” she called, ascending on the lee. 

The girl’s stomach growled. She wished she packed her own dried mackerel strips. “I’ll 

just go back. Won’t be hard to catch up.”     

He turned around and was shocked to discover the Flying Fleece was gone. 

“My ship!” Lena cried. “Did I forget to anchor her? Did you see which way she went?”

Seeing that Lena was panicking, the troop of four dropped their bags and started 

panicking as well. They grabbed each others’ shoulders and screamed into each others’ little 

button-nose faces. Only Bravo stayed composed. He cocked his head.  “She’s not gone,” he said 

matter-of-factly. “She’s just out of sight by now.” 

“How could she be out of sight? The shore can’t be more than five steps away!”

“Oh, no,” Bravo answered apologetically. “It’s much farther than that. We’ve been 

trekking all afternoon. She’s off in the distance, now.”
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“But where did all that distance come from?” Lena puzzled. She realized that the tiny 

forest and Pocabitos were also gone. 

The guiding bird flew down, wanting to know why they stopped moving. She rattled an 

impatient twip-twip-twip in Lena’s face. 

“Hey, stop that!” the girl waved her off. She clucked and angrily flew back up. 

They continued, but Lena kept gazing back. Now she paid close attention to the terrain. 

There was a ridge only several steps away, and beyond that, it had to be the northern coast. She 

was sure of it. 

“I’ll be back,” she told the troop, then strode ahead at her regular pace. 

“Wait!” cried Bravo, disappearing behind the dusty smoke trail. 

“Aha!” Lena was about to say as she stepped over the ridge. Instead: “Huh?”

From the new vantage point, she discovered another modest stretch of land just beyond 

the ridge. At the end of it was yet another ridge, which again looked like the northern coast, 

because the big blue sky was the backdrop beyond it. But when she reached that one too, tucked 

behind the elevation was again another stretch of land and another ridge at the end

“What’s going on?” the girl vexed. Then she remembered: The old man’s note! She 

pulled the piece of paper out of her pocket. 

The Land of the Pocabitos—

Small when distant.

Smaller when near. 

Enormous when there.
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Bravo and the troop briskly scampered after to the girl. When Bravo reached Lena’s shoe, 

he sprawled over the toe and panted. At last, he looked up at the girl. All five Pocabitos 

screamed. 

“What! What’s the matter?” Lena asked. Her hands weren’t near them this time! Bravo 

and the others trembled hysterically—this time violently. Lena thought they might break into 

pieces any moment now. Finally, Bravo pointed at the backside of the sheet of paper in Lena’s 

hands. 

Lena turned the sheet of paper around.

“This? It’s just a drawing. You know, a picture—it’s not real.” She smiled, trying to show 

Bravo everything was alright. She looked at the drawing more closely. “In this one, a crowd is … 

is dancing around a rock. A rock with a face, looks like. And see here? Two people are standing 

right on the top of the rock. And they’re carrying... a basket!”  

“Th-th-the S-S-S-Sir!” the Pocabitos stuttered, all of them hiding behind the guiding 

bird’s feathers. 

“The what? The Sir?” She set the paper on the ground. “What’s the Sir?”

Slowly, unsteadily, Bravo pointed at the ugly-looking rock. “Th-that…that’s the Sir!” he 

rasped in his high pitch voice.

More slowly, and even more unsteadily, he pointed to the people on the top of the rock. 

“The Two Warriors of the Sea!” he whispered. Finally, he pointed at the basket. “And you,” 

Bravo whispered. “That one. The baby… is you!”
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CHAPTER ELEVEN

There was a time when the Land of the Pocabitos was lush with green grass, tall oak 

forests, blossoming orchards, and quilted crop fields. The Pocabitos were excellent farmers. 

They tilled the land so supple, it wasn’t uncommon to find one slumbering in the fields at night. 

The ground was softer than their own beds.

They spent most of the time digging and picking and plowing and planting, but oh what 

feasts at night. With rosy oats and lemon snaps, smoked vertaña beans and berry chips, sun-

spiced arugula sticks and tofu milk, and so much more (and really, it was all very delicious). 

Those days were gone. Now, the land was dead, and the only food the Pocabitos 

harvested was the crusty seaweed along the cracks of the southern shore. That isn’t to say times 

used to be better. Time is a difficult thing to measure other than by its own standard. Whereas the 

age of green abundance was good, it was also the age of the Sir of the Land.

Not every land has a Sir of the Land. If you not familiar with what a Sir of the Land is, I 

will explain. It is a giant that roams the expanse, plucking forest roots with an easy tug, bathing 

in lakes and slurping the dew, sleeping between the mountains and inhaling the clouds, prying 

fruit from the fields as though they were kernels on the cob, and blustering to and fro with an 

overblown sense of entitlement. On rainy days, they dance in the mountains, and the mountains 

are where they live, and they only dance in that distant, unreachable terrain that they call home. 

It is the only place a giant can be unto himself. 

But none of that is what made the Pocabitos’ Sir of the Land so frightful. He had an 

appetite, you see. One that even his favorite fruit (lemon snaps) did not satisfy. Here and there—

Dylan Greif and Jake Levine | dg.rosal@gmail.com | (914) 656-9727     65

Eudora Welty  
writing at her desk

Pages from the 
eighth sea, a young 
adult novel I wrote  
using Microsoft Word

90
91

wr
it

in
g 

pr
oc

es
s writing process

ko
ni

g konig



Each tag has a color association for your macro view 
on the left. The macro view lets you peruse text—as 
a whole and at a glance—and find by color all the 
tagged sections you’re looking for. The program 
also allows you to filter text by tag. Choose which 
scenes you wants to view, and they’ll appear batched 
together. View scenes from two or more tags at a 
time: say, ‘character development’ and ‘obstacles’, to 
see how the two are affecting each other. 

Color can also be used to map your writing, like an 
impressionistic outline, a more sophisticated plot 
triangle. Alternatively, you can color block: chart the 
visual parameters for your writing before you even 
begin—a design waiting to be filled. Color also makes 
it easier for others to access your writing on an edito-
rial or collaborative level. In a brief  glance, they can 
understand the underlying structure of  the piece. 

below: Screenshot
of Konig as user filters 
text by two tags. 
across: Screenshot 
as user chooses tags 
to filter.
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above: Screenshot
of Konig as user color 
blocks tags for  
collaborative writing. 
across: Screenshot 
of color-map for visual 
navigation and analysis

Design your own color block progresssion, and assign 
different tags for different co-authors to fill. Pick up 
the color progression of  a different piece, and gener-
ate something new. Meta data isn’t just about color. 
Take the Talmud, for example. A main body in the 
center, with responding annotations, interpretations, 
and commentary building outward.  
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Konig also has a Notes Panel on the right hand side. 
By default, there is a Notes sheet for every paragraph. 
Notes can include: questions, goals, things to fact-
check. This area can also be a window to images, web 
pages, or other documents on file. The idea here is 
to make the fruits of  a naturally disorganized writ-
ing process more usable. To help the writer close the 
gap between her intentions and tendencies. It is a way 
for the writer to better know her own work and its 
hidden structures. The best writers understood every-
thing about their own writing processes very well...  

below: Notes Panel 
showing links to exter-
nal files. across: Page 
from the Talmud
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In a 1957 Paris Review Interview, Truman Capote 
explained: “I am a completely horizontal author. I 
can’t think unless I’m lying down, either in bed or 
stretched on a couch… I’ve got to be puffing and sip-
ping. As the afternoon wears on, I shift from coffee 
to mint tea to sherry to martinis.” Dalton Trumbo 
knew he worked best at night, in the bathtub, the 
typewriter in front of  him on a tray, a cigarette in his 
mouth. Hemingway wrote 500 words a day, mostly 
in the mornings, to avoid the heat. Importantly, he 
knew when to stop. “I write one page of  masterpiece 
to ninety-one pages of  shit. I try to put the shit in the 
wastebasket.” In some respects, the introduction of  
copy and paste made it difficult to track our shit. The 
physicality of  the crumbled paper versus the crisp 
white stack of  good writing made our moments of  
success or failure more measurable. How do we mea-
sure these things, today?  Konig doesn’t only store 
your notes about your writing. It records information. 

clockwise: Truman 
Capote, Dalton 
Trumbo, and Ernest 
Hemingway. 
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Konig records the revision history of  each paragraph: 
where each state was written; what time of  day;  
how much time passed while it was written; how 
many times you checked your email while writing it. 
Konig allows you to filter paragraphs based on these 
factors. View only the paragraphs that were primarily 
written at home, in a cafe, in the morning, or for 
spurts shorter than 10 minutes. Measure these  
factors against one another to see correlations.  
Perhaps you write longer and less distractedly in the 
morning. Perhaps you write character descriptions 
more effectively in a cafe, among people. At the same 
time, it’s important that analysis not to disrupt the 
unconscious creative flow. The transition between 
the two should be simple. Konig gives you different 
work modes. Map. Analyze. Or Immerse. When you 
immerse, other panels disappear, and Konig continues 
to record, keeping track of  which paragraphs you 
haven’t tagged. At the end of  your session, it prompts 
you to tag all new writing all at once. Konig could 
also be programed to give reminders—a ping to keep 
you on schedule. 

Detail of writing time, 
place, and stats in 
Notes Panel. 

Detail of writing 
location filter.
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These features can also make for a meaningful reading 
experience. This is something I’ve been experiment-
ing with. Types of  Color interweaves three designers’ 
essays. The double binding facilitates multiple page 
views. The bottom trim of  every page is marked with 
a color tag, signifying a designated theme (fragmenta-
tion, participation, form). The pages cascade so at any 
given moment, all tags are visible. Readers can read 
in a linear fashion, or follow the tags to curate their 
own path. It makes for interesting reading, but books 
don’t lend themselves to this kind of  navigational 
experience. Digital platforms do. How might a word 
processor like Konig double as a reading platform?

Details of t ypes 
of color  book, 
designed in 2010 
for Type III studio
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Beyond reshuffling, sharing meta data also exposes 
the reader to the writing process. And reading the 
story of  the story makes for an interesting story. It’s 
what makes the editorial markups and correspon-
dences between Gordon Lish and Raymond Carver 
so compelling. It tells a story about writing itself, and 
the human throes literary revision. We are thrown 
into the shoes of  this unique author and editor pair. 
Do all these additional capabilities deplete writing of  
its essential value? Robert Frost famously said that 
free verse is like tennis with the nets down. Param-
eters are good for writing because they foster literary 
game play. I don’t believe that means meta data is nets 
down. I believe whether something is used as a non-
essential capability or a creative constraint depends 
on how you design the rules of  the game. Take,  
for example, Nina Katchidourian’s recent project:  
Airplane Lavatory Self-Portraits in the Flemish Style. 
She uses whatever material is around her in the plane. 
What makes these images meaningful is not the  
Flemish portraits themselves, but the contexts in 
which they were taken. 

across:  Editor 
Gordon Lish marks 
Raymond Carver’s 
beginners, which he 
also retitled: what 
we talk about 
w h e n we t a l k 
about love

Nina Katchadourian’s 
2012  airplane 
lavator y self-
portraits in the 
flemish st yle 
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                 This advance reader’s chapter is  the proper t y 

                 of  a graphic design thesis student.  It  is  bound  

                 inside this book as an ‘ in-progress’  sample 

                 only.  If  any material  from this chapter is  to 

                 be quoted before facult y or a visiting critic,  

                 it  should be checked against the completed 

                 chapter.  Any duplication,  sale,  insensitive 

                 handling,  or snide remarks based on the 

                 erroneous assumption that this chapter has 

                 achieved even a semblance of f inalit y is  a 

                 v iolation of law, and dumb. I  reser ve the right 

                 to recall possession of this chapter at any time. 

                             ADVANCE READER’S CHAPTER  



NEW RELATIONSHIPS

Lorem ipsum dolor 
sit amet, consectetur 
adipisicing elit, sed 
do eiusmod tempor 
incididunt ut labore et 

Lorem ipsum dolor 
sit amet, consectetur 
adipisicing elit, sed 
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What new relationships does technology 
create between writers and readers? How  
can a writing process be shaped by those  
relationships?  Today, as we shift away from 
the ‘big publisher’ paradigm, there is  
more of a direct connection between writer  
and reader. They no longer need to be  
isolated in order to read and write. Writing 
can be generated from their direct interac-
tion. How can we frame this interaction, not 
only to deliver writing to the reader more 
directly, but to reconceive the process  
of writing, itself? I designed writing apps 
that explore how readers and writers  
can generate writing through mediated 
interactions. They are systems that generate 
not only text but meaningful experiences. 

111
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Hello. My name is Dylan. And I wrote a story. It is 
fictional, yes, but every word is true. It is a book, 
indeed, and a product of  much newer invention. It 
is nothing, however, without your help. It is called. 
The Untold Stories of  the Eighth Sea. I will explain.

the story 
It is a story for children about a boy, Lenly. As 
a baby, he was stolen from his home in New 
Bedford—a small port town in America’s New 
England coast. He lived the life of  a sad orphan 
in a dreary land invisible on every map you know. 
That is, until he escaped. He explored the Eighth 
Sea—a sea you’ve never heard of. It has yet to be 
discovered. There was an elaborate ship. Unspeak-
able perils. Breathtaking beasts (the Slumbees, the 
Pocabitos, the long-legged Seller). It is a story as 
intriguing for adults, because it is about adults, 
too. People whose ideas and assumptions and maps 
were obliterated by a single phenomenal discovery. 
There was cruelty, friendship, failure, desperation 
(the tree sap addiction, the mermaid slaves, the 
philosophical ballads sung by equilateral triangles). 
It is a story about the Unknown, and that which is  
real, but is often deemed “imaginary”.

kickstarter.com/the-eighth-sea-an-interactive-childrens-book
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rewards

The funds you pledge will compensate an  
editor, a book designer, publicity campaign,  
and the developer of  a multi-featured website, 
email newsletter, and dynamic mobile app. 
There are wonderful rewards you can earn  
for your pledge:

Pledge $10 or more:  
A high-resolution illustration from the book  
and my personal thanks. 

Pledge $25 or more:  
A printed copy of  the book shipped to you 
(please add $10 for international shipping)  
and a thank you note.

Pledge $50 or more:  
All of  the above.  

Pledge $100 or more:  
All of  the above plus your name listed as a  
supporter in the book and an invite to be a  
primary contributor to the mobile app writing 
community.  

Pledge $250 or more:  
All of  the above, with your illustration framed, 
plus a handwritten thank you note with an origi-
nal illustration enclosed. 

Pledge $2000 or more:  
All of  the above, plus 5 additional copies of  
the book, and a hand-bound, short children’s 
story with illustrations that I will write for  
you, about you. 

kickstarter.com/the-eighth-sea-an-interactive-childrens-book MON 04/16/2012 10:13
mock kickstarter campaign
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How can such a fictional story about something 
real be told? Not in the form of  the traditional 
novel, no. This story takes many forms. The first 
is a transcript of  an old man’s radio transmission. 
Through his words, we access the first series of  
Lenly’s adventures (which for your convenience, is 
hardcover bound). You can read it like a book, and 
it makes for an incredible read. But this transcript 
is just the start. Just one piece of  the puzzle… 

The adventure expands beyond the pages. It lives 
and breathes through the channels of  interaction 
you engage with every day.  Email. News websites 
and blogs you visit on the “internet”.  “Location-
based mobile messages”. Here, we learn the other 
sides of  Lenly’s story. We dig deeper into his char-
acter, the geography of  the Eighth Sea, Lenly’s 
family in New Bedford and, most importantly, 
what their connection is to you. These digital plat-
forms also provide a framework for you to share 
your written formulations. What do you think is 
out there in the Eighth Sea? What do you posture 
is the truth behind Lenly’s past? You are invited to 
contribute. To be read alongside the author. To be 
a part of  a reading and writing community. 
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The transcript of  the transmission is complete (I 
am holding it in my hands right now! Did I men-
tion it makes for an incredible read? All it needs 
is to be printed and hardcover bound (all for your 
convenience, of  course). The extended, digital 
story is mapped out, conceived, and designed. 
But it must be built. This brings me to my point. 
I have a proposition for you, if  can bear with me 
a moment longer: I need your help.  I need it dearly. 

about me 
I am a designer, writer and MFA candidate at The 
Rhode Island School of  Design (RISD). My work 
employs graphic design to conceive creative writ-
ing tools that rethink the formal, structural, and 
interactive possibilities of  literature. There is a gap 
between the output of  traditional creative writ-
ing and the new media contexts where reading 
takes place. I explore how designers and writers 
together can leverage technology to develop tools 
that meaningfully reshape creative writing practice 
and enrich the craft of  storytelling. I received my 
BA in English at Cornell, and was President of  the 
Undergrad English Club. I am a founding editor 
of  The Public Journal, a literary journal published 
at multiple universities including Princeton, Tufts, 
and Cornell. I have worked at Local Projects, 
Commercial Pop, Designer Pages, Barclays Capital, 
Macmillan Publishers, and The New York Quar-
terly making books, installations, websites, games, 
and apps. 

a new kind of literature 
The Untold Stories of  the Eighth Sea is an interac-
tive children’s adventure story that leverages the 
potential of  new technology to tell a written story. 
The story takes multiple forms, including a book-
bound transcript, a website, and an interactive 
mobile app. Each sheds light on different facets of  
the narrative, and offers unique ways to navigate it. 

 
 
MON 04/16/2012 10:13

mock kickstarter campaign
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Each also builds new connections between charac-
ters in story and readers for a more immersive and 
participatory reading experience.

a new kind of market 
The more people interact with digital media, the 
more their reading/writing habits, attentions, and 
expections will evolve. This transformation has 
already begun, offering new frameworks for story-
telling which the literary world has yet to capture. 
For the publishing world and the literary tradition 
to survive technological change—and to meet the 
new demands of  a looming market—it must think 
beyond repackaging old forms into new devices. It 
must think about unknown forms. 

The Untold Stories of  the Eighth Sea directly 
addresses the literary market’s growing need for 
a more interactive, social, and contextual reading 
experience. The massive success of  the ‘e-book’ is 
a testament to people’s demand for digital reading. 
But the future of  literature is not simply: ‘go store 
a regular book on a tablet.’ It is the new practices 
and relationships that steer a story’s very creation 
(social interaction, creative participation, custom-
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ization, to name a few). It is no longer a requesite 
of  our industry that the author be separated from 
the reader by years of  creative isolation, editorial 
mediation, print production, and market distribu-
tion. What literary forms can be established by the 
patterns of  today’s technology? 

A few other ventures are just beginning to take 
literature into the future. Electric Literature is 
a web-based magazine that attemps to use new 
media and innovative distribution to popularize the 
traditional ‘short story’. The website allows one to 
purchase issues as paperbacks, ePubs, or PDFs to 
be read in print, on the web, or on a mobile device. 
The New Yorker praised the magazine for taking 
“an extreme tech-forward approach to delivering 
literary fiction.” But the structure and design of  
the text, on whatever device it exists, still mimics 
a print journal. (Who wants to read regular book 
pages on an iPhone?). This is a missed opportu-
nity by literary innovators. Technology adds much 
more than new reading platforms and modes of  
distribution. 

Cowbird is a story-telling online community that 
uses new media effectively. Members are readers 
and writers who share work publicly. Stories can 

 
 
MON 04/16/2012 10:13

mock kickstarter campaign

120523_thesis-book_writing-relationships.indd   117 5/29/12   5:22 AM



be filtered by theme or by tag. Users can follow 
authors, comment on posts, and access information 
about stories, like where they were written and 
how many readers they have had. Finally, posts can 
incorporate photo, audio, and video. The project 
was launched by Jonathan Harris,  an award win-
ning computer scientist and data-visualization 
designer/artist. TechCrunch  praises Cowbird as 
“beautifully designed, simple but interactive, a 
repository that seems to be in motion constantly, a 
place where depth is welcomed.” While Cowbird is 
successful at collecting stories and data, the expe-
rience of  reading is underwhelming. The stories 
are presented too much like data, leaving the user 
inclined to scan and extract as opposed to focus 
and contemplate. This is a missed opportunity by 
technology leaders. Literature is much more than 
‘deep-reading material’ but a format that properly 
engages the reader.   

The Untold Stories of  the Eighth Sea strives to 
close the gap by actively immersing the reader in 
the story. As a tale about the unknown, it is the 
story of  our era and all eras. It is a story for chil-
dren and adults alike. And, because it includes tra-
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ditional print and new media components, it offers 
a gateway for traditional readers to enter into this 
new digital market.

where you come in 
Stories are not conceived by the writer alone. They 
are formed by the creative engagement between 
author and reader. For you as reader, this is not 
only manifested by your unique reading of  the 
text, but by your creative contribution to the text 
and your potential to collaborate in the content’s 
very production. 

I ask for your support to help make this story, to 
help enrich reading culture in this moment of  
change, to bring life to a market of  literary enthu-
siasts so yearning to expand.  

To help further literary tradition.  

MON 04/16/2012 10:13
mock kickstarter campaign
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Children’s literature is not some ideal category 
that a certain age may reach and that another 
may miss. It is instead a kind of  system, one 
whose social and aesthetic value is determined 
out of  the relationships among those who make, 
market, and read books. No single work of  
literature is canonical; works attain canonical 
status through their participation in a system 
of  literary values. At stake is not why Alice in 
Wonderland is somehow better than the books of  
Mrs. Molesworth; [...] What is at stake, instead, 
is how successive periods define the literary 
[...] and how certain works and authors were 
established in the households, schools, personal 
collections, and libraries of  the time.

— Seth Lerer, Children’s Literature. Read alongside 
Craig Mod’s Post-Artifact Books and Publishing:

For those of  us looking to shape the future of  
books and publishing [...] these are our truths:

The way books are written has changed. 
The canvas for books has changed. 
The post-published life of  a book has changed.

To think about the future of  the book is to 
understand the links between these changes […] 
These connections shaping books and publish-
ing live in emergent systems behind the words. 
Between the writing and the publishing, publish-
ing and consuming, consuming and sharing.

We have an opportunity now to shape these sys-
tems. And in doing so, to refine the relationships 
between authors, publishers, readers and texts. 

http://greiffiti.com/post/17163461397/literature-we-might-conclude-is-a-speech-act-or

Powered by Tumblr
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I designed collaborative writing apps. They are 
modeled after multi-player games. Take Scrabble, 
for example. Scrabble can engage two or more 
players in the task of  coming up with words.  
Players compose those words spatially on a board. 
It’s the rules of  the game that inform how words 
are chosen and composed. How can a writing  
game in a similar way build on a set of  rules  
that inform how two players construct a story? 
‘Writing with Friends’ is a 2+ player creative 
writing app. Co-writers must first choose a genre, 
a word limit, and chapter titles. They may also 
design a story arc. The app prompts the writers 
to use their geographic surroundings. They take 
turns contributing to the story, and can write only 
when they check in at a new location. They may 
invite readers to read along as the story is written. 

Lorem ipsum dolor 
sit amet, consecte-
tur adipisicing elit, 
sed do eiusmod 
tempor incididunt 
ut labore et dolore 
magna aliqua.
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‘Co-make’ a live comic book app for a mobile device. 
There can be two writers: one writes as the narrator, 
the other writes as the main character. Geo-tracking 
allows each writer to know where the other is and to 
write to the others’ surroundings.

Lorem ipsum dolor 
sit amet, consecte-
tur adipisicing elit, 
sed do eiusmod 
tempor incididunt 
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‘Co-make’ a live comic book app for a mobile device. 
There can be two writers: one writes as the narrator, 
the other writes as the main character. Geo-tracking 
allows each writer to know where the other is and to 
write to the others’ surroundings.

Lorem ipsum dolor 
sit amet, consecte-
tur adipisicing elit, 
sed do eiusmod 
tempor incididunt 
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City of  Glass the App is similar to ‘Writing with 
Friends’, but with a pre-determined plot (that of  
City of  Glass, the novella by Paul Auster). Writers use 
it as their backdrop. Like ‘Co-make’, the app incor-
porates role play into the writing process. The writers 
are playing the characters they are writing about, and 
their interactions are guided by the scenarios that the 
characters are in. Each story written is a unique itera-
tion of  the original City of  Glass novella. Stories can 
be shared digitally or published on demand. 

Lorem ipsum dolor 
sit amet, consecte-
tur adipisicing elit, 
sed do eiusmod 
tempor incididunt 
ut labore et dolore 
magna aliqua.
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WRIT-
ING
CON-
TEXT



In his book Literary Theory, Jonathan Culler 
explains that literature is defined not just by 
its structure, but by the attention readers 
will give it: “Literature, we might conclude, 
is a speech act or textual event that elicits 
certain kinds of attention.... Most of the 
time what leads readers to treat something 
as literature is that they find it in a context 
the identifies it as literature: in a book of 
poems or a section of a magazine, library,  
or bookstore.” The book is a context for 
reading that a writer relies on. Italo Calvino 
was well aware of its affects. On page one  
of his If On A Winter’s Night a Traveler he 
offers the reader a second person account  
of the her experience reading the book 
itself. He steepens his reader in the  
literary context, activating her focused 
attention, carefully drawing out the ‘reader’

BOOK AS CONTEXT, PLACE AS CONTEXT

Symposium Books 
on Westminster St. in 
Providence, ri

Interior ‘spread’  
in iBooks

133
book/place as context
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mobile/Mairead

Jennifer Liese	    	     
to: dgreif 		      
Fri, Apr 13, 2012 at 4:50 pm

Hi Dylan,

I read this article and thought of  you:

http://www.nytimes.com/2012/04/11/technology/
instagram-deal-is-billion-dollar-move-toward-
cellphone-from-pc.html

It’s about how sites/services used to be devel-
oped first for computers, then adapted for mobile 
phones, but now developers are starting straight 
from mobile apps. Reason being: mobile devices 
are the primary tool for people now - they need to 
be mobile.

This reminded me of  your creative writing app, 
which reminded me of  a project Mairead Byrne 
(poet and English prof  at RISD) did a couple of  
years ago. She took pictures of  students in her 
writing classes, sitting at their desks in classrooms, 
looking totally bored and slump-bodied. The 
point was that sitting in a chair in a classroom is 
the least inspirational condition for writing. She 
wrote a poem about writing “everywhere” - in the 
shower, on the bus, at a bar, etc. - and made an 
accompanying video with the poem as voiceover. It 
was a project sympathetic to yours, and I wonder 
if  you’ve  met her? If  not, you should introduce 
yourself  and ask her about it and just talk - she 
would be a great resource for you in general.

Re: mobile/Mairead

Dylan Greif 	     	     
to: Jennifer		      
 Sun, Apr 15, 2012 at 12:45 pm

Hey Jen!

Thanks for the Times link, that’s really interest-
ing. I do know Mairead, I took her class last year 
called “Writing as Art and Design” and have been 
meeting with her a bit through school functions. I 
didn’t know about this poem though, I really enjoy 
the concept. I’ll have to ask her about it. Funny 
you mention now, because I’m right in the middle 
of  doing an email interview with the author Rick 
Moody, and he feels the same way. His writing 
conditions are always changing, never reliant on 
one place, one surface, one tool. It opens him up 
to new possibilities. (For one story ‘Wilkie Fahn-
stock, the Boxed Set’, he curated a ten volume mix 
tape of  music, then wrote a story while listening to 

I didn’t think about the value of  the writing app as 
being about mobility (not just for convenience but 
inspiration) until connecting the nytimes article 
and Mairead’s project - interesting.

I also wonder if  you know the book Uncreative 
Writing by Kenneth Goldsmith? http://chronicle.
com/article/Uncreative-Writing/128908/ I have a 
copy if  you’re interested; he happens to be a good 
friend of  Mairead’s.

Good weekend,
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the tracks). Perhaps one difference with all these 
mobile apps is they push you to share, but not nec-
essarily to thoughtfully compose. Maybe that’s the 
opportunity there.

At the same time, I’ve been wondering how the 
particular circumstance in which writing is done 
affects how a reader should interpret it. How 
does the meaning differ if  a story is written in a 
crowded bar, on a napkin, in ten different loca-
tions, or between two people? Is that meaning 
simply embedded in the writing itself, or does the 
readers prior knowledge the context, or as I’ve 
been thinking about it, the ‘rules of  a writing 
game’, enrich the reading experience? 

I do know about Uncreative Writing, haven’t read 
the book but have discussed it with another grad 
Adam Lucas and just read the chronicle article. 
I’m excited that he also talks about the context. 
I want to think more about the re-appropriation 
though... On one level, it explores using writing as 
conceptual art. In one project, Kenneth Goldsmith 
retypes all the text from a NYTimes issue and put 
in a book. I feel like it’s not supposed to be read, 
but appreciated as a concept-based ‘uncreative’ 
act, which, while meaningful, can have its own 
limitations.

I also feel like he’s saying two different things 
which he tries to string together. “Context is the 
new content” and “re-appropriation is the new 
process”. Maybe, the latter is only one approach to 
the former. The way I read it, a case for context, 
for “new rules” can be making as much of  a case 
for a new Oulipo. Establishing a generative system 
that still applies to creative writing.   

SUPER interesting, thank you again for sending 
these, it’s really helpful. 

Hope you’re having a great weekend, too!
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Literature, we might conclude, is a speech act or 
textual event that elicits certain kinds of  atten-
tion. It contrasts with other sorts of  speech acts, 
such as imparting information, asking questions, 
or making promises. Most of  the time what 
leads readers to treat something as literature is 
that they find it in a context the identifies it as 
literature: in a book of  poems or a section of  a 
magazine, library, or bookstore.

—Literary Theory by Jonathan Culler. That said: 
as books, magazines, and other literature evolve, 
designing new contexts for literature is just as 
important as the writing of  it. A challenge to the 
survival of  literature—or the attention we give to 
literature—is just this (from the same chapter): 

What sets off  literary works from other  
narrative displays of  text is that they have 
undergone a process of  selection: they have 
been published, reviewed, and reprinted, so 
that readers approach them with the assurance 
that others have found them well constructed 
and ‘worth it’…Readers assume that in lit-
erature complications of  language ultimately 
have a communicative purpose and, instead of  
imagining that the speaker of  writer is being 
uncooperative, as they might in other speech 
contexts, they struggle to interpret elements that 
flout principles of  efficient communication in the 
interests of  some further communicative goal.

How does the democratization/ease of  publishing 
today affect the attention we readers give to text, 
and is there a way of  preserving both?

http://greiffiti.com/post/17163461397/literature-we-might-conclude-is-a-speech-act-or
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Before I begin reading an essay by someone, I 
ask myself, “How should I be sitting? Is this a 
“sit back” bit of  reading, or a situation where I 
should “lean forward”?

—Rob Giampietro, Tense Relations

http://greiffiti.com/post/15855521226/before-i-begin-reading-an-essay-by-someone-i-ask
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meetup

Dylan Greif 	     	     
to: Andrew Losowsky		      
Mon, Dec 5, 2011 at 4:42 pm

Hey Andrew,

Glad I got to hit up your lecture last week. Really 
enjoyed it. If  you’re still interested, I’d love to 
grab coffee or a drink some time, share what I’ve 
been working on for thesis at RISD. I’m pretty 
excited about where it’s heading, and knowing 
about you what I do, I think your insight can be 
really valuable. 

The concept for my thesis is ‘designer as writer’, 
exploring the notion that in a more interactive and 
visual media landscape, reading/viewing habits 
are changing. To be brief, people view text more, 
read form more, and interact with both more. In 
what ways can the roles of  the writer and designer 
merge? How are they already similar, and how can 
they bridge frameworks and processes to create 
new and meaningful reading experiences, whether 
that’s a book, visualization, installation, or some-
thing else? I really liked what you said about 
reading experiences being defined more by con-
text. I feel that how text and form play to a given 
context fundamentally redefine the content. More 
than anything, I’d love to do some crazy shit.

I’m back in town mid-Dec thru Jan. I know you’re 
really busy, so if  you’re up for it, whenever’s best 
for you. I’d also love to hear more about your 

Re: meetup

Andrew Losowsky	     	     
to: Dylan		      
Sun, Dec 11, 2011 at 6:39 pm 	

Hey Dylan

Thanks for this email, and thanks for coming to 
the talk. I’m afraid there’s no time for us to meet 
before I leave for Christmas - I’m actually flying 
to Europe tomorrow - but I’m back just before 
the new year. My first week in January is looking 
pretty full already, so how about after work on the 
10th? Intriuged to hear more about your thesis. 

More about my work meantime at www.losowsky.
com if  you haven’t already seen it. Do you have a 
site of  your latest stuff?

A.
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My thesis work responds to devel-
opment in today’s digital age that 
affects the reading and writing 
experience.

There is 1) the ease and speed of 
the new media tools. (This affects 
communication, productivity, and 
creativity)... 

2) the pervasiveness of multiple 
modalities in media (writing, 
graphics, video, audio, etc.)...

and 3) the increased interactivity 
of media.
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When thinking of text and visual 
form, the traditional paradigm is...

we read text and view form. I think 
that increasingly, we also...

read visual form and view text. I 
situate my thesis work in the con-
text of this paradigm shift. As an 
ongoing question, I ask...
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How might emerging overlaps in 
the reading and viewing experi-
ence necessitate new overlaps in 
the writing and designing pro-
cesses?
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in the reader. Physical environment is another con-
text. In the 90s and early 2000s, artist Janet Cardiff  
has created audiowalks for specific trails in various 
cities. Participants viewed photos and listened to cd 
tracks of  sounds that corresponded with their sur-
roundings. In 2010, classmate Jeffrey Waldman and 
I designed Audiomented Space, a collection of  pop 
music mash-up tracks composed by participants as 
they wandered through downtown Providence. Using 
Max/msp  and gps, we customized a program that 

We defended the city 
as best we could. The 
arrows of the caman-
ches came in clouds. 
The warclubs of 

Photo from audiowalk 
her long black hair, 
Cental Park, 2004
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mapped a pop song to each block of  downtown 
Providence. Based on the participant’s chosen 
path, she composed a unique mash-up track, 
which she simultaneously listened to on her head-
phones. We made a cd  and map for each mashup, 
so others can re-enact participants’ audiomented 
experiences. How do experiences like these  
transfer into writing? 

Participant making and 
listening to her own  
Audiomented Space mix

Max/msp  patch, 
developed by Gokce 
Kinayoglu, running a 
program that maps  
audio tracks to geo-
graphic regions and 
plays them based on 
gps  tracking
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Wes’ focus is to systemize the use of  context for writ-
ers as a suitable practice. It builds on an important 
difference between paper and your mobile device: 
Paper doesn’t know what time it is right now. It 
doesn’t know where it is at any given moment. Paper 
doesn’t know whether you’re holding it upside down, 
whether it’s hot outside, whether your birthday is 
coming up. Whether your blowing into the bottom 
trim. I’m not criticizing defenseless paper. I’m only 
saying my iPhone can do all these things. That’s cre-
ative material a writer can use. Imagine a collection 
of  written fragments: articles, chapters, stories. Here 
is an index of  their titles: We Defended the City; The 
Arrows of  the Camanches; Soft Yellow Pavements; 
Earthworks; The Boulevard Mark Clark; Sparkling 
Wire; I Spoke to Sylvia; Apples, Books, Long Playing 
Records. In order to access any of  these stories, you 
have to do one thing. There’s a page number next to 
each title, and you have to go to that page number to 
read the story. It’s called a Table of  Contents. It is a 
system of  access designed to suit a book. The hyper-
link has revolutionized how we access text by turning 
the text itself  into another table of  contents. But it’s 
not the only way. What other systems of  access can 
we design for new reading platforms, ones that take 
advantage of  technology’s awareness of  its physical 
environment? How about instead, a Table of  Contexts. 

W-E-S

Sheet of ruled paper

w-e-s is short for  
writ-en-scéne, a play 
on the film and theater 
term mise-en-scéne,  
or ‘placing on stage’
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In order to access any of  these stories, you have to do 
one thing. For each title, there is a context (time, place, 
sound, or condition) which you have to meet. If  the 
context for We Defended the City is Westminster Street 
in Providence, Rhode Island, you have to go to that 
street in order to unlock the writing. If  the context for 
I Spoke to Sylvia is any song by the musician Adelle 
(and if  you especially enjoy her music), save that story 
to your library. When your device registers the song 
playing in the background, you’ll get a ping, letting 
you know it’s time: Here’s how it works for the writer. 
I want to write a narrative. At the home, I hit ‘Write’.  

left: Reading view. 
across: Home.
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I’m in a beach, and I want to use the  beach as my 
context. On my settings, I define the context as a 
beach. I can specify any beach, or the exact one I am 
in, say the beach at the risd  Tillinghast Estate. As I 
write, I may not need to paint a picture of  sand and 
water, it is already evident. I might focus, instead, on 
the people in the scene. 

‘When I was your age,’ he told me, ‘I was before the mast on 
a square rigged ship that ran to Africa and I have seen lions 
on the beaches in the evening.’ He no longer dreamed of  
storms, nor of  women, nor of  great occurrences, nor of  great 
fish, nor fights, nor contests of  strength, nor of  his wife. He 
only dreamed of  places now and of  lions on the beach.

Context settings for 
new writing

excerpt: the old 
man and the sea  by 
Hemingway.  below: 
The beach at risd 
Tillinghast Estate
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Or maybe it’s a horror story. It must be read in  
the dark in the middle of  the night. 
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An outdoor party when folk rock plays (cue  
‘Old Man’ by Crosby, Still, Nash, and Young):  
They were days I felt alone, and whether I wanted to 
reclaim them, I had only my father’s regrets.
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It can be a story you can unlock only when you’re 
near a certain person...
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ot holding your tablet upside down. 
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With Wes, the book context isn’t replaced by the 
interactive screen. It’s replaced by our environment. 
It’s in our surroundings that text finds texture. 

previous spreads: The 
gd  studio in the dark; 
Happy Hour at the Salon 
in Providence, ri; Inna 
and myself in Ithaca, ny; 
Eunmo Kang in the gd 
conference room. 

clockwise: Interior 
page spread from alan 
burack inter views 
alan lightman 
(2011 studio project); 
building enrance 
in Brookline, ma; 
bookstore entrance in 
Portland, me. 
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Beyond writing to context, you can also facilitate 
written collections. Wes lets you set the parameters 
of  a collection that multiple people can contribute to. 
Start a collection of  stories that can only be written 
and read on trains or NYC rooftops. Crowd-source in 
depth narratives from people to be written and read 
on Election Day. Scale your collaborators—it can be 
public, or it can be invite-only (a group of  esteemed 
journalists, authors, historians). It can be anyone who 
submits a piece that you approve. For Wes, condi-
tional contexts becomes its own form of  mediation. 
It means that a given writing is relevant to the reader, 
not only when he sits at the breakfast table reading 
the morning paper, but in a diversity of  considered 
contexts. The reader will give it the attention it was 
designed for.

left: Detail from 
paper roles, 
an illustration  
series, 2012. right:  
Illustration from my  
2012 final thesis  
presentation.
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In a way, it all comes down to mediating 
value. In Children’s Literature: A Reader’s 
History from Aesop to Harry Potter, Seth 
Lerer states: ‘Literature is not some ideal 
category that a certain age may reach and 
that another may miss. It is a kind of system 
whose social and aesthetic value is deter-
mined out of the relationships among those 
who make, market, and read. What is at 
stake is how successive periods define the 
literary.’ Fostering the social and aesthetic 
value of writing means designing the system 
around it. The projects I’ve discussed—and 
my larger body of work—are visual, inter-
active, and contextual frameworks that 
attempt to inform that system. They offer 
new writing methods that, in the same 
stride, yield new kinds of reading content 
and new modes of reading engagement. Illustration of w-e-s 

for the final  
thesis  presentation.

Illustration of Konig  
for the final  
thesis  presentation.
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max/msp  patch for 
Audiomented Space

Image of bookstore 
from the internet. 

How might these designs for writing inform how we 
compose each genre: fiction, news, historical, and 
where might there be new crossovers and new genres 
altogether? How might these designs inform the way 
we think about the designs of  other media? What 
about collaborative video editing, contextual music 
making, data-generated illustration? 
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After all, when it comes to  
writing,
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Solutions won’t be found by focus-
ing only
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on the design of reading interfaces.
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We need to design writing practice, 
itself.
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It is alongside this evolving system 
of communication—which each 
generation embraces
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that suitable designs must be rein-
vented, now, and era after era,
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in order for the tradition
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of transformative writing to go on.

SAT 05/19/12 14:26:09
thesis presentation

SA
T 

05
/1

9/
12

 1
4:

26
:0

8
th

es
is

 p
re

se
nt

at
io

n



Thank you.
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