
It’s yet another morning, and the too-bright sun is drifting through the windows, a 
common occurrence during these spring days. I’ve been rolling around the desk, moving a full 
two centimeters due to the natural friction that occurs during the night. My lifeblood-the dark 
blue ink running through my veins-has been drained a good deal, after your frantic inspiration 
led to two hours with me in your hands, the harbinger of your clever twist on Cinderella. 

It’s fascinated me, the story you’ve come up with so far: a tale taking place during the 
Belle Epoque, with a servant girl forced to live with an old flame of her father’s after his death in 
Paris. Naturally, I can’t tell what’s going on in your head, I am only the receptacle of your 
thoughts, but even I can tell that this story, out of all the others, is coming from a new inspiration 
in your head. But most unfortunately, one does not always have time to work on a story, which 
you demonstrate as you leave me to collect dust on top of the notebook, as you prepare for the 
day. Twenty minutes later, you’re gone, and I am left behind to contemplate the finer points of 
life, as well as run a little maintenance on myself. After all, in the evenings, you always pick me 
up again and scratch out the fruits of your creativity for concentrated hours on end; it’s 
necessary to be fully prepared for each happenstance. 

Spring ready for when you click it? Check. Still, somehow half-full with ink, even though 
you insist on pressing my tip quite heavily to that poor notebook paper? Check. All parts 
screwed in, still very much not loosened by your consistent use? Mais oui, check-plus. All 
seems to be in order, and all that’s left for me to do is to sit back, and wait, and recall my proud 
history as an object of writing. 

The history of pens is a long and distinguished one, and it makes me proud-with a little 
touch of amusement-that the history of pens was probably written down with a pen itself at 
some point. For so long, they were the instrument on which people conducted their transactions, 
preserved their histories in the form of letters, and so on and so forth. In this modern age, where 
everyone has more or less abandoned the great pen after the seductions of the Dell laptop, 
writers are the ones who saved our noble species, by insisting upon using us to carry out their 
great work, that of bringing stories into the world. We-and by natural extension, I-exist for a 
purpose, and that purpose is to be utilised for the entertainment of all the little people out there 
who make the big world, and such purpose does not include being used by bored teenagers to 
get the dirt out from underneath their overlong nails, thank you very much.  

Dear writers-the community of which you are a divine member, despite the doubts that I 
can occasionally see in the tense wrinkles of your face-they use us wonderful pens to 
communicate their ideas, and share with the world. I am quite proud that through me was 
written down a very clever screenplay about a nightclub singer and an Ensign aboard a cargo 
ship, and a tragicomedy regarding the days that are high school, and a laugh riot concerning a 
playwright and a reporter (a little meta, I thought that last one was), and many, many other 
ingenious and original stories. So thank you, because it does both the spirit of the writer and, of 
course, the spirit of the noble pen, quite, quite proud. 


