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 I settle my broad frame comfortably in my plump leather covered captain’s chair. My fleet fingers are poised over the mechanical keys of this Imperial Servant, my good companion, manufactured by the most superior typewriting company in the Empire. Made to preserve work such as mine for perpetuity. 
I’ll pause a moment, to enjoy this prelude to the evenings toil, confident in my ability to summon my muse at will. All around my walls books insulate from the world outside. Beyond my study window, high above the slopping lawn I watch the fading light soak into the winter brown grass, and follow the turf’s neat line as it upends into the cold slate grey of the Bann. Sounds carry through the panes, the muffled squawk of the sea gulls as they swop the riverbank looking for food, the whack of the rowing eights oars hitting the water as if as one, school boys as indifferent to the evenings chill as they are to the urgent roar  of the coxswain . Inside, on my walnut polished desk there is tea in a china cup, a still warm butter scone on its matching plate. The linen napkin beside my saucer has just the requisite amount of weave to remove any smear from my spectacles but not so much as to scratch their delicate lens. With glasses cleaned and back straightened, I’m ready,
The exuberant pleasure in trivialities among the Irish poor amuses me… Just the right tone for the News Letter readers. For I have tarried among the poor people of Ireland, not as the king’s man, a servant of the crown, an elder of the church, a town councillor. Not as the decider of the worthy poor, who shall receive Lloyd Georges shilling and who will go without. I have gone down tracks where my bicycle could gain no purchase, where the glair is up to the boot mouth. I have hunkered at their hearth waiting around the blackened pot to share the tatties and sup the thick tarry tea. I can recall a night with Tom Canning when the lightening wrote its lurid scroll against the dark storm wall. I have sat upon a rickety stool, or if the day be warm, cross ankled upon a soft couch of moss, and played on my fiddle or my flute, to steal away distrust, and fear, of me the kings man.I have whittled out the stories and the songs of these impoverished people, with their fine turns of phrase and their esoteric grammar, dripping words as easily as they do batter upon the griddle pan, where it jumps and flashes in the darkness of their hovels. It confounds me to look into the vacant stares or startled images caught in my camera, standing in their rags frozen framed at the cabin door and think these are the same folk. Tom the argumentative mountain philosopher, the crude evolutionist or nonagenarian Liza Caldwell bereft of her man and her goat but still able to take comfort in the joy of a summers evening.
When I lay sickly upon the day bed in this very room, lay languid and without the will to reach out and stretch to the walls of this library, had not the heart to lift the Constitution and turn to the Songs page to read the work of my replacement, I had none of these peoples fortitude. Those lost years when all was black and I thought my life’s work was over. How I marvelled at their stoicism, their belief, their faith. But I too had faith I have come out of the darkness into this winter evening, and now there’s work to be done.
But first I’ll set aside the poor people of Ireland and return to them later, for I must address a most pressing matter.
 When one deals with as exemplary a company as the Imperial Typewriter Co.it comes as little surprise that they would treat their customer’s appropriately, as indeed is the case. I received by first class post this morning a fulsome response to my query regarding the function of the small silver knob. On referring to their illustrated manual, which accompanied the machine on its delivery, I duly followed the instructions on Page 9. I discovered to my chagrin that, despite the manual stating so, the spool didn’t change to another ribbon automatically and that I had to revert to changing it manually. This situation is not to be tolerated and I will visit the merchants Messer’s Wallace without delay and inform them of the fact. They have enjoyed my custom long enough to appreciate that I am not a man to be trifled with. The machine remains under guarantee and I am in full possession of all documentation.
This is the most distressing incident that I have had to deal with in a long time, I shall have no peace of mind until it is rectified. 
Now back to The Simple Annals of the poor. The exuberant pleasure in trivialities among the Irish poor amuses me…
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