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How I came to destroy my book        (1st
 Draft - 693 words) 

 
This is the story of my love-hate relationship with the written language. 

 

I wrote my first words when I was about 5. Up to that point, life was great. I could neither read 

nor write, and I felt none the worse for it. My Mom had already taught me to speak, and I 

thrilled in using those magical sounds to tell her about my little experiences and what I liked or 

disliked: a toy, maybe, or a certain cookie. Words were great.  

 

Meanwhile, at school, the nuns made me write these letters of the alphabet over and over, until 

they fit perfectly into the little square grid of my notebook. This was real drudgery. But not 

long after this tedious apprenticeship, we were shown how to group these letters into words 

that represented spoken language. This was cool. This meant that I could write a story, and it 

would never change, it would be the same every time I re-read it. It also meant that someone 

else could tell me a story without them actually being there to tell me. 

 

One day, when I was 8, my school teacher told us all to write a story. The best part was that it 

didn’t have to be a story that actually happened. This really was exciting! Not only could I 

create a story that never changed, but I could make the characters in the story do things that I 

could only dream of doing. So I created a cast of characters, mostly a band of children my age 

who lived in the same building, and I set about writing “The Adventures in the Castle of 

Otrebor Fagotto”. It was set in the year 1477, and was about a boy who had nothing. No 

parents, no possessions. But he was an apprentice to a wonderful wizard called The Great 

Topone. The wizard was on a quest to develop the elixir of eternal youth, and was preparing 

Otrebor to take over his mantle, since he was getting old. In short, the story developed into a 



saga lasting 133 pages, and having no ending. The adventure just got more and more involved 

and complicated. 

 

The years passed, I read many books, and I wrote countless essays for History or English 

classes, yet I lost interest in writing fantastical stories. Nevertheless, as I finished high school, I 

was intrigued by a new possibility that language may offer: what if writing could be used to 

discover the very essence or meaning of the Universe? I had finished my school exams and I 

had some time off. I decided to withdraw to a friend’s summer beach cabin that was not being 

used, and set to work. This time my approach was far more scientific. My script relied on 

observable facts and psychological intuitions, and it even contained some sketches that 

represented immutable structures of the world. Two weeks of assiduous writing and I had my 

book. 

 

Then something strange happened. I decided that to give the text real power and consign it to 

eternity, I had to… destroy it. I had read it a few times over, and decided that there was a very 

simple message to the book, which could be summarized in one word: STRUCTURE. That 

was all I needed to know about it. I proceeded to ceremoniously burn it, and moved on with my 

life. Many years later, I discovered that a similar ritual is performed by the monks of Tibet who 

repeatedly create and then destroy a mandala, symbolizing the impermanence of all things. 

 

Now I had come full circle. From having discovered the wonderful immortalizing power of 

written words to realizing that words can also be destroyed, I reverted to a state of uncertainty. 

Questions began to arise. Would the world be different today if the great library of Alexandria 

had not been destroyed? Can humanity be changed by supplying it with specific literature? Or 

is writing just a word game we play to reflect and reshape the reality we live in? 


