
My first draft, a laughable and pathetic attempt at the Greek ideals of tragedy and sorrow, was lost in the bowels of the computer lab. It was a weak piece of writing that didn’t deserve the energy wasted to be shredded or burned or the extra muscle used to crumple it into a very small ball. I have created a completely different story, not unlike my first, but much more original and outstandingly unique. So that I don’t have to give you a long and tedious list of reasons why I didn’t keep my first piece of writing, suffice it to say, it was drab and boring, static and undynamic.
