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 [[<<”less is more” – if you cut back, the remaining words work harder]]  [[this is where your statement becomes unique>>]] I always considered myself to be an “analogue” kind of guy, [[<<comma]] spending [[<<combine for better flow]] a large part of my life avoiding  [[<<simplify where possible]] technology.  Being an avid acoustic musician, I always pitied the musicians who went over to the dark side [[<<good voice here]] with all their gadgetry, tangles of wires, and their love affairs with sequencers and digital displays.  I [[<<cut words where possible]]  [[<<'find the action' -- turn action that is buried in the sentence (e.g. in nouns or adjectives) into verbs]] suspected musicians’ [[<<match with “their/they“]] dedication to their art when they began speaking the cryptic lingo of the techno-digital world.  Compare [[<<for sentence variety]] the feel of a wooden musical instrument, [[<<comma]] the natural vibrations of the strings. I trusted only  [[<<delete empty words like "things" wherever you can]] what I could see and touch. But as time passed, a fear of the inevitable gathered: [[<<colon]] eventually [[<<”there is/are/was/were” is a signal that your sentence can be rewritten tighter and stronger]] I could not escape the march of technology.  [[<<notice how often your sentences use “I verb”]]
Enter the computer…  [[<<effective]]
 [[<<weak subject -- remove "it" for better focus on specific content]] Innocently and harmlessly, [[<<comma]] a friend suggested I keep my  [[<<awkward, try>>]] business mailing lists on a computer for ease of access. A modest computer soon became my Rolodex.   [[<<shorten for a cleaner style without losing meaning]] Soon, email programs entered the picture. “Consider the time and money you will save on postage”, the smug dark lords of computer-geekdom  [[<<use stronger word choices that are more relevant to the content]] whispered.   [[<<changed to make the language tighter]] “You won’t require a degree in computer science.” 
 Soon  -- [[<<use a double dash for emphasis]] the obligatory website with the [[<<implied]] mandatory web designer, and [[<<”less is more” – if you cut back, the remaining words work harder]] the [[<<already achieved]] techno-jargon laced with mega pixels, dpi, and flash formats.  Worst of all, I lost my music  [[<<rework sentences to use active voice rather than passive]] deep inside hard drives and hidden memory files.  [[<<avoid overusing key terms and wording]] I became utterly dependent, not only on computers, but also on support experts, [[<<unnecessary commentary – what is going on is clear to the reader]] my new demi-gods.  Secretly I consoled myself  with a thinly held superiority[[<<extract the best for cleaner effect]]. After all, I was the artist, and they were mere technicians.   But whenever a technical problem  arose, [[<<simplify where possible]] I would  grovel for  direction, [[<<better rhythm]] grateful for  [[<<hidden redundancy – “smallest” is said by “tidbit”]] tidbits [[<<the context is already clear]].Each morsel of insight  came from the “holy grail” of computer knowledge. 

As time went on, I  diverted greater amounts of energy away from my creative endeavors to the service of my server [[<<excellent]].  Even though I vaguely questioned the quality of life of a person who spent endless hours  tranced at the computer [[<<understating works better than overstating]], I was  [[<<unnecessary delay – “beginning to” is expressed by doing the action itself]] feeling more comfortable with my new-found [[<<changed for better flow]] life companion. After all, I shared all my important information and secrets with my shiny, flickering confidant.  All my precious knowledge and music files  [[<<this would be “ostensibly”, but the irony doesn’t need explicit preparation]] were safe somewhere deep in its inscrutable hard drive memory. [[<<already achieved]] I toiled at my new vocation, but somehow the promises of simplicity and satisfaction remained  [[<<overuse of modifiers weakens their effect in more important places – go directly to the core>>] out of reach.  Distracted by the chase, [[<<comma]] I became unaware of my abject failure in reaching the initial goal of simplifying my life in order to allow more time for my music.  Who has time for creativity, when  [[<<rework to use warmer language than “one”]] a new program needs learning or a new operating system calls?

 [[<<energize your writing by jumping past repeated points -- the specifics resume next>>]] I had entrusted blind faith in the technology, and I was ill prepared for what was to come.  [[<<delete to move attention away from the viewer to what is seen (which is more important)]]Spam and uninvited intruders infected my formerly obedient servant.  The spam quickly grew from a nagging nuisance to a plague of locusts [[<<”playground” deflates the Biblical apocalypse]].  Then the viruses slowed my computer to a standstill. Sickness was now enveloping my computer at a mind-numbing rate.  Promises by Antivirus programs to “protect and repair your infected files” proved to be hollow claims.
 Unspeakable images were invading my email program sent by evil porn purveyors lurking in dark basements in distant decadent lands.  Nigerian businessmen were flooding me with offers of unbelievable [[<<better rhythm]] cash and power. Rolex watches and Viagra for everyone. [[<<period]] Strange viral worms. [[<<period]] Cyber-herpes.  [[<<use sentence fragments for emphasis]] I imagined myself to be the unwitting target of disgruntled techno-destroyers in dark foreign countries, or perhaps merely mean spirited young pimply-faced genius malcontents in California who had singled me out for retribution.   In my dazed state, I failed to react quickly enough to the warning signs, and my computer began descending into terminal illness.

I began a frantic and hopeless search for a doctor to save my near comatose confidant.  I visited the cyber drugstores with their costly viral ridding software and remedies.  I spoke to techies and self-proclaimed experts in emerging third world countries around the globe.  I was walked through complex voodoo procedures and incantations that journeyed deep into the  computer’s core. All for naught. [[<<period]] Too late. [[<<period]] The Titanic was  [[<<save this for the climax of your paragraph]] going down and I was [[<<”less is more” – if you cut back, the remaining words work harder]] trying in vain to load my life’s work  -into life boats before the hard drive  sank.  

The screen went black, and my computer sighed its last feeble whirr. At that moment  [[<<rework to remove "that" for stronger sentence structure]] I swore a solemn vow never again to entrust my life to technology.

(Author’s note: As stored on Microsoft Word, September 2006)  [[<<nice ending touch]]
John, you clearly enjoyed writing your account, but once the flood of words has come out, go back to it and test everything for the effect on the reader.  Restraint and simplicity create strong, direct language that replaces flourishes that are fun to write, but repetitive to read.  In each case, look for the fresh and the essential, and lift it out of the rest of the packaging.  In terms of style, vary your sentence patterns more, and make use of stronger verbs than “is” or sentence constructions featuring the “it” that has no reference (“it wasn’t long”).
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