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      The Extra Hour

      An extra hour, that’s all I want. One more hour in every day for me, for writing. Then I could finish my book, and—well, that would be a start.

      Of course, I could be working on finishing it now, moving it along a little bit more, advancing another page or two or three toward the end. David thinks I’m up here in my corner of our partially converted loft, working on my novel instead of drinking wine and watching a video with him, instead of grading papers, or ironing, or any of the other more useful or sociable things I could be doing, and what am I doing? This isn’t writing, it’s doodling. I don’t deserve an extra hour. I have one—one hour, almost every night, all to myself, my writing time—and look at how I waste it, daydreaming and doodling. If I had another hour, wouldn’t I waste that, too?

      No I wouldn’t. One hour isn’t enough to do anything—but two can be. I’ve had two hours up here, writing like a demon, going downstairs feeling spent and satisfied and with something to show for my time. If I had two hours every day—

      But it’s just not possible. There aren’t enough hours in the day, or not enough energy in my body. I tried the traditional surviving-on-less-sleep routine, but I couldn’t sustain it. Somebody, maybe not me, would have died. If I didn’t have a job already—but I do, and I’m good at it (which I might not be at writing) and we need the money, and when I’m home I want to be with my family. After all, I wanted this family—nobody forced me to get married and procreate. Trying to carve out another hour for myself, insisting on it, would be unfair to David and the kids, and even, ultimately, to myself, my deepest needs.

      But I need to write, too. Or I think I do. These conflicting needs wouldn’t be so in conflict if there was just one extra hour in every day, an hour I could have just for myself. I wish. . . .

      Two

      I heard a clock strike the hour. I was so absorbed in my own thoughts that I reacted as if it were an alarm. I jumped up without pausing to wonder where the clock was, whose it was, or what strange time it kept until I was on my way downstairs. And then I saw a door where one shouldn’t have been.

      It was just at the turn of the stairs, in the wall we share with the house next door. If there really was a door there it would open onto the Corkindales’ staircase, and my first thought on seeing it was that our neighbors had knocked through to our property, and I was furious.
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