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Buying a laptop some years ago was like investing in a room of one’s own. I could 

escape the pile of bills and breakfast dishes on the kitchen bench. The loads of washing 

and incessant demands of small children.  The niggling politics of my day job. I finally 

had a space where I could write. A space where I could share my creations with like-

minded others. A tiny virtual writer’s office all of my own. 

 

I embraced it like a new lover. I poured myself into it, words tumbling out unabashed. At 

nights, I took it to bed and made tender love to it. I crooned to it on weekend mornings 

when the kids were busy watching trashy television. At other times, we just sat in 

comfortable silence together, contemplating. 

 

In return, it rewarded me with my first published article. And then a second. And third. It 

gave me sad stories about my father’s village, meandering tales of love and friendship, 

and wry vignettes about how boring cleaning the toilet was. And finally, after a long and 

hard labour, it rewarded me with a book.  

 

My virtual colleagues sent many emails– they shared the joys, lamented what a hard slog 

it was at times, and encouraged me to keep going when the rejection emails made me 

want to close shop forever. 

 

For years, we served each other so well, my laptop and I. But something changed. I began 

to realize how demanding it was. It was always there. It was there when I cooked. It was 

there when the kids wanted a hug. It was there long after my husband had gone to bed. I 

needed some space. 

 

When my kids started to complain, I knew something was really wrong: “Mum, I’m 

speaking to you, you’re not concentrating again.”  My husband would skulk off to watch 

television, glaring at me as I nestled into its comforting embrace for the evening. It was 

taking over my life. I was no longer in control. 

 

Of course there was the long drawn out push-and-pull before it ended. It had given me so 

much. The heady beginning. The intimate, shared history. The birth of a book. How 

could I turn my back on it now? 

 

In the end, it turned its back on me first. It started to slow down. Drag its heels. Play up 

and even shut down. It too was fed up – how could I have used it like this? 

 



It was obvious that I would need another room of my own. A real room with walls and a 

computer - one that sat on a desk. A room that I could lock up at the end of the working 

day. And a room that wouldn’t follow me to bed.   

 

I invested in such a room, a studio in our back garden. I put my degrees and certificates 

up on the wall. Polished the desk. Put down a cute little tile to place my coffee cup on.  

 

I would write here. I would share my creations with like-minded others here. After all 

these years, I finally had a real writer’s office all of my own. 

 

But still, I couldn’t help taking my old lover to bed for one last fling. Just one final 

embrace in its comforting arms. And my goodness, how sweet it was.  
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