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There’s a feeling you get in the 
pit of your stomach ― a combi-
nation of fear and dread ― when 
it dawns on you that an injury 
could spell the end of your work-
ing life. The revelation might 
sneak up on you after dismiss-
ing the first pangs of discom-
fort as a fluke. “What the heck 
is that?” you think, and then you 
remember that you’re young 
and invincible, or ambitious 
and busy, or too sexy for frail-
ty, and you go about your busi-
ness. In my case, the business 
was typing and the fluke was a 
small, dull ache in my forearms. 

I was a project coordinator 
for a union of freelance writ-
ers in the late 1990’s. Writing 
was my bread and butter, and 
typing the unsung hero of my 
trade. But I was in trouble; in 
just a few weeks the aching 
had grown more intense and, 
like a monster, it was following 
me home ― my arms began 
to hurt while engaged in the 
mundane, like turning a door 
knob or lifting a pot of water. 

And that’s when the second 
shoe dropped. If I can’t type, 
then I can’t keep this job or any 
job in my skill set. How am I 
going to pay the bills? That so-
bered me right up and one by 
one, I began checking off the list 
of things I was supposed to do: I 
went to see my doctor, switched 
around my workstation to meet 
ergonomic ideals, and had the 
union buy me supportive equip-

ment, like a wave keyboard and 
ergonomically sound chair. 

But the pain persisted, and I 
had a lot of typing to do. So, 
in a moment of inspired des-
peration, I picked up two pen-
cils, turned them upside down, 
and began pecking the keys of 
the wave keyboard with them. 

Friends, please don’t fall off 
of your chairs when reading 
this… tapping the keyboard with 
those pencils was the only solu-
tion that worked! The moment 
I began typing with them my 
forearm pain vanished, and it 
immediately reappeared when-
ever I typed without them ― 
ergonomic aids and physical 
therapy notwithstanding. My 
doctor suggested I patent the 
process, which underscored 
for me how difficult it was to 
resolve forearm pain for ac-
tive typists. Without realizing 
it, I’d stumbled on a keyboard 
interface that shifted repetitive 
movements from my hands 
to my upper body and kept my 
arms in neutral position. And it 
totally saved my bacon (I mean 
this in a loving, vegan way). 

My work life became more com-
petitive about ten years later 
when I landed a job as a com-
munications professional for 
The City and County of San Fran-
cisco. I was easily able to keep 
pace with my peers with my 
typing tool, which I’d improved 

with foam hand grips (typing 
all day with my hands clenched 
around thin pencils was a little 
hard on my thumbs) and a neck 
cord. When I was promoted to 
the sole Public Relations Officer 
slot at the San Francisco Sher-
iff’s Department, I used the tool 
to write about 40 press releas-
es. This was only ten fewer than 
were written that same time pe-
riod by the entire thirty-person 
communications team I’d just 
left. I was typing up a storm with 
zero arm pain, friends. Zero! 
And that was awesome-cakes. 

The lessons I’ve learned 
from the development of my 
FiTchucks™ typing tool have 
informed my approach to oth-
er of life’s “lemony” events. If 
something in my house breaks 
I’m much more likely to jury-rig 
a fix than to call a profession-
al. For better or worse, that’s 
my way ― and its origins lie in 
cobbling together an alterna-
tive keyboard interface while 
organizing freelance writers 
some 25 years ago. Sometimes 
self-sufficiency means the dif-
ference between doing it your 
way, or not at all. That’s how I 
see it, anyway. (And yes, I typed 
this article with FiTchucks! 
Learn more about them or 
buy them at: FiTchucks.com.) 

Kenya Briggs is semi-retired 
and lives with her daughter in 
a righteous, renovated old barn 
in Western Massachusetts.

HOW TWO PENCILS
SAVED MY FOREARMS AND MY CAREER

By Kenya Briggs, Inventor of FiTchucks
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Just another work day 
at the National Writers 
Union’s West Coast 
office, approx. 1997. 
Around this time I be-
gan typing with pencils 
to avoid forearm pain.

At home showing 
off an early ver-
sion of FiTchucks, 

approx. 2008.

FiTchucks, 2023




