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You’ve opened the door, crossed the threshold and now here we are 
inhabiting the space of this page in this book, together. Hello. I’m 
imagining you while I write this, but by the time you read it I’ll have 
forgotten you. And it wasn’t you anyway. Not really. Was it? Are you 
imagining me?

What can we know about each other when we have nothing to handle? 
But I know you picked up this book. I know you are touching it. You 
know I must have some connection to the constellation of participants 
described within these pages. How do you connect me? There’s always 
something to go on, to build off of, even if it is next to nothing. What 
if there was just a little bit more?

Imagine an apartment. Give it some specifics, like a steep and awkward 
front stairway, wood floors, white walls. But also know that it is a 
container. It is useful and it is in-between. It is where we go before 
the house, after the break-up, before the next apartment.  It has a past 
worked into the floors and under the dozen times rolled-on paint. It 
has a future of different couches, curtains, photographs, refrigerator 
magnets. Who lived here? Who will live here? They were young 
and transitional and free. They are going to travel, or get a full time 
teaching job with benefits, spread out or settle down or move on. 
Every time I leave an apartment I think “Is it sad to leave something 
so easily?” Is it comforting to know that the space I leave will be filled 
with other possibilities?

What if you were to enter an apartment that was presently full of the 
evidence of another person’s life and you were invited to make the 
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space your own for one hour? What if you entered the space with 
another person and you made the space your own together? Would you 
see something different when you looked at each other, surrounded 
by another person’s possibilities? What if you and your companion 
were observed as you entered the apartment, and then again as you 
left it one hour later? How would someone outside and exposed to the 
weather imagine you inside and together for an hour? How would they 
write you sitting on the couch, opening the refrigerator, looking at your 
own faces in a new mirror?

We imagine ourselves and we imagine one another always imperfectly.  
Some might find that idea lonesome. But what if a situation for 
imagining one another was constructed in which accuracy was not just 
impossible but beside the point? There is generosity in offering a space 
and in entering a space. There is vulnerability in describing. By offering 
themselves as participants, all of the people who have made this 
project, the visitors, the writers, the watchers, the readers, have created 
a space of possibility that we now share.    

Ruthie Stringer
October, 2014
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I love seeing how people live. When someone invites me into the 
place they call home, I get excited. I feel privileged, rather. Or both. 
I am immediately granted an access to that person that I may not 
receive when I run into them on the street. Every item of furniture, 
wall hanging, or piece of laundry left on the ground becomes a direct 
extension of their value systems, personality, and personal curation, 
whether those choices are conscious or not. The person begins to make 
a little more sense to me. I see a more complete picture. Home for an 
Hour plays on these discoveries.

Another thing that gets me is how quickly someone can leave a 
place. How we put so much time into making new spaces our own 
and almost zero into packing it up. Rushed. As if it were just another 
checkout time that needed to be fulfilled in this hotel called life. In 
some way this project was about slowing that process down. This was, 
after all, my very first apartment. 

Unlike a typical introduction to one’s space, the tenant (myself ) is not 
there. For all of the couples invited in, it is their first time, offering 
them an unadulterated first impression of this part of my life. This 
experience I imagined was much like opening birthday presents 
without the pressure of the giver watching. Holding onto something 
new (gift/key), opening (gift/door), recognizing, deciding. Whether or 
not the guests were intrigued at all they had to do something. Not only 
were the couples given a key to my apartment, they were asked to use it 
and everything inside as if they were there own: Do not bring anything 
in or take anything out! For one hour! 

THRESHOLD
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Toni, Robert, Kathleen, Steven, Aaron, Mary, Margot (the baby), Kyle, 
Ellee, Chris, Harriet, Howard, Shameka, Jacob, and Jesse all agreed 
to these terms. They also knew that Jacob Paul, Sarah Martin, and 
myself would be downstairs, across the snow covered street, watching 
the building, imagining what was taking place inside. Keeping a 
vigil of sorts. A vigil with hot dogs. Over the course of the day folks 
would stop by and observe the building with us. They were told who 
was in the apartment but rarely did they see them. We admired 
the architecture, talked about good times in that one bedroom, 
and huddled around the fire and drank cold ones in the snow. The 
tailgating atmosphere was intentional and made it clear that something 
was happening in there.

I employed the talents of Jacob Paul and Sarah Martin to record the 
experience. After setting up the framework for the day I mostly sat 
and watched. Sarah would photograph each couple in the apartment, 
before and after their respective hours. Other photo documentation, 
included in this book, was made while couples were passing the key 
(a ceremonial act which wound up being mostly anticlimactic) to the 
next inhabitants, highlighting subtle changes around the apartment. 
The triumph of Jacob’s writing cannot be fully understood without first 
understanding his parameters: he had no personal connection to any 
of the participants (although when Harriet Hoover’s husband, Chris 
McSween, arrived, Jacob realized they were both employed by the 
English Department at High Point University); he had to complete 
each story in precisely one hour; and he could make no revisions. All 
this along with the fact that he was typing on a trashcan lid in the 
snow with no feeling in his fingers makes it quite a feat. And because 
of our constant presence, the access and freedom that came in the form 
of a key also offered the participants an audience and the pressure to 
perform, even though we couldn’t see them, and even though theirs 
was an invisible performance whose script would never be asked to be 
revealed. 

So the stage is set: seven couples, one key, one day, one hour at a time, 
no pressure to perform, pressure to perform, wondering what that guy 
outside in the fur coat will write about them. What could he possibly 
have gleaned from a five minute interaction before entering the 
apartment on Magnolia Street?

Quite a lot, actually, as you are about to read. Again, what happened in 
the apartment was not asked to be revealed, though some participants 
could not help themselves after exiting. Other happenings trickled 
across various social media streams in the form of hashtags and photo 
updates. Some even documented us, the documenters. At any rate, 
it doesn’t seem advantageous now to reveal those small nuggets of 
documentary here. Rather, the following fictional account of a factual 
event will just have to continue to evolve in the minds of those who 
read this book, those who participated, and those who guessed. 

Adam Moser
October, 2014
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Toni and Robert walk up the stairs. The first flight, outdoors, concrete, 
is inordinately steep, as if the builders had repurposed plans from a 
different lot, one with a deeper setback, and then been forced to adjust 
the stairs’ rise and rake to accommodate a too near sidewalk. There’s 
no landing, and stepping backwards and down to open the apartment 
building’s screen door is just awkward enough to make Toni laugh 
and Robert question why they’re there at all. They’ve got band practice 
later. She’d sold him on this gig as an easy hour for a loose connection 
during which they can work out some music stuff, but it’s the day 
after Valentine’s Day, and not just any Valentine’s day, but a FRIDAY 
Valentine’s Day, a Friday, and also the first break in a record snow, 
the first moment of LEAVING THE HOUSE, and they’d drunk 
too much, and stumbled in the snow at closing getting home nearly 
after 2am, and they’ve woken too early to feel rested and too late to 
assemble their band gear, and so this is them, walking up the interior 
stairs, which are badly clad in green carpet that must have a pattern on 
it, but Lord knows that pattern is not what anyone would call visible 
right now. 

They’ve been given a key to the apartment, which is at the top of the 
stairs, and which felt cool when Adam handed it over to them outside, 
but feels weird now, because the photographer, Sarah is with them, and 
obviously, she could have let them in, so the key is really only symbolic. 
Toni’s cheer works on Robert though, that’s the thing, his grumpy 
is turning to shy, and his shy excites Toni, because that means she’s 
not wrong, though they don’t have instruments, and they didn’t need 
the key, and after all, it’s morning and they’ve got some energy JUST 
RIGHT NOW, and they’re getting their picture taken, which they’re 
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sports about, and then their picture is taken, and Sarah’s pulled the 
door closed and it’s just them.

Sarah closes the door and Robert asks Toni what time it is, which he 
immediately regrets, and so he doesn’t propose that they fuck, which 
is what he wants to propose, even though he’s not sure that’s what he 
wants right now because it seems like it’s the sort of thing one would 
propose. “Let’s fuck in this stranger’s house.” Just like that; that’s what 
one would propose. And then he thinks, maybe he should respond to 
whatever Toni says the time is by saying that it’s about enough time 
for a quickie, even though it would be plenty of time for more than 
a quickie, because that would defuse what doesn’t need defusing, but 
Toni says, “It’s only an hour we have to be here, or only forty-five 
minutes really.”

“They were running late too,” he says.
“What would we do if we were home?” she asks.
“We are home.”
“I love you.”
“We’d probably be sleeping.”
“That seems wrong, though, doesn’t it?” she asks. “Like, they didn’t ask 
us here to sleep.”

“I think we can do whatever we want,” Robert says. He feels lascivious, 
or rather, he feels like speaking lasciviously, but isn’t actually horny. 
“We should look around.”

They have been looking around; or rather, they’ve walked into the 
kitchen and then back into the living room and are now back in the 
bedroom. It’s understood though that looking around means really 
looking, like, seeing, like you do at a museum, or snooping, which 
is what you do when you’re not allowed to, when you’re in a friend’s 
bathroom and peek in a cabinet, or in the bedroom and open a wooden 
box, something that Toni and Robert actually never did in each other’s 
houses when they first met, neither telling the other that they wouldn’t 
snoop, just each making a choice, and each, now, proud of that choice, 
though they’ve not shared that they made it. But they have permission 
to snoop in this apartment. “Treat the house as your own,” and so 
going through drawers IS like being in a museum, like Elsewhere, 
which is just around the corner on Elm, except without Elsewhere’s 
must and dust and dirt. 

They begin looking around together, but then split up, even though the 
apartment is small. “Hey come check this out,” Robert calls from the 
bathroom. 
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Toni walks in and Robert points at a shade pulled down behind the 
toilet that’s got written on it, “If this shade is down, I’m not who you 
think I am.” 

“No,” she says, “this is who I am,” handing over Adam’s passport.
“Trusting,” Robert says.
“He’s barely been anywhere.”
“He’s been to France!”
“Like that’s anywhere.”
“He wants us to DO something.”
“We don’t have to DO anything.”
“I feel like we do; we have to do something.”

Robert points out that they only have maybe twenty minutes left. 
“Ugh,” Toni says.

“Do you think we can see them?”
“I didn’t even think about that.”

They walk to the bedroom windows.
“Do you think they’ll see us looking at them?”
“Oh don’t be a baby,” Robert says, but she’s right, it feels wrong, like 
cheating, to look out, to spy on the three people down in the street. 

“Let’s take a shower,” he says.
“A shower?”
“A shower,” Robert says, suddenly really happy.
“A shower.”
“Yes.”

Toni thinks about it a second. They could fuck, they could. But that 
isn’t what he is asking. 

“Ok,” she says. She hums a little and sways her hips and slowly lifts her 
shirt.

“Sexy,” Robert says, “but no time.”
“Fine,” she says, pulling her shirt off with her bra, momentarily self-
conscious about the pink line across her sternum from her bra’s bottom 
elastic and about the same-colored stripe across her hips from her 
panties, not fancy panties, but the ones she found beside the bed when 
they’d hurriedly dressed that morning, her faster than him, still hoping 
to assemble the instruments, and then her stuck waiting, frenetically 
waiting, while he gradually grumbled his way out of bed.

“I want to wash your hair,” Robert says.

She blushes. In her frenetic waiting she’d put on makeup but not 
showered. They stand shivering, naked, the water running, waiting for 
the hot to come on hot, newly aware of how long it takes the hot to 
come on hot, how much time is wasted not just today, but every day, 
waiting for the water to come hot. Check the time, she urges. 

“Do you remember if they’re coming in at the hour, or five before?” she 
asks.
“Five before maybe?”
“I don’t think we have time.”
“The water’s hot.”
“It’s ten to.”

How long does a shower take? There’s the real time a shower takes, 
and then there’s the time you think it’ll take, and then there’s the time 
you tell yourself it will only take when you’re running late to work but 
want to shower anyway, need to shower, the night still in your pores 
and your hair, and figure that if you’re wrong you can always make up 
time in the car, dodging lights, besides which, it’s like whatever if you 
are late, but now there is the question of whether Sarah was going to 
UNLOCK the door at the hour, or knock, or whether it was only five 
minutes. Robert is standing in the shower now, the water having run 
hot, but still through the tub’s spout, water puddling around his feet, 
his arms crossed over his chest. 
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“We don’t have time,” she says again.
“Ok.” He says, suddenly remarkably aware of his crotch, of his cock, 
bare, flaccid. He wants to cover himself, and he doesn’t want to seem 
to cover himself and he doesn’t want SHRINKAGE and he REALLY 
DOESN’T want to be erect.

He hastily pulls on his clothes, his feet still wet, and there isn’t time to 
clean up after, though he’s left water on the floor, wet footprints.

Like that they run to the couch, him hastily pulling on his socks, which 
is hard with feet damp, and which is uncomfortable over wet feet, and 
they sit on the couch and take a deep breath and wait.

And wait.

They hear footsteps on the stairs.

The footsteps pass them.

They hear footsteps and Toni runs into the kitchen.

“What are you doing?” Robert stage whispers.

I want to pretend to be cooking!” she says.

And the knock comes on the door, and Robert stands and opens it and 
Toni pretends to be cooking.
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