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      Roger’s to-do list seemed like a mile long. Hyperbole to be sure, but that didn’t lessen the inner groan when he looked at the time.

      He had fifteen minutes before he had to go pick the kids up from school. Jennifer at Highland Junior High and Cody at Roosevelt Elementary.  Dinner was in the crockpot—a little specialty called Autumn Tuscany Chicken and the kitchen smelled like cumin. Sarah would be late home from work at the zoo tonight.

      Of the six items on his to-do list, only one thing was completed besides the crockpot and that was putting up the new shelves in the upstairs hallway. The laundry had been started and any second now he’d have to go down into the basement and move the clothes from the washer into the dryer.

      The whole day had been a blur.

      The kitchen window above the sink gave view to a backyard with trees stark and bare, leafless. The colored leaves—red, orange, yellow—lay spread over the lawn that was still green in late October. The sky was slate gray and looked heavy, as if it might crush the suburban life Roger lived.

      It was enough to send him back to bed and under the covers. The anticipation of winter didn’t please him. The snow and cold only made him feel like hibernating. Today’s weather was just foreboding, a promise of mood swings.

      The house was warm, however. He was dressed in sweats, a Doctor Who tee shirt, and fuzzy tiger slippers on his feet. The slippers had been a father’s day present from Jennifer. He was barefoot inside the slippers and he could feel the synthetic fabric wearing underneath feet. Sometimes he felt grit between the soles of the slippers and the floor. They weren’t built to last.

      Roger didn’t take a shower most days he was at home. He wasn’t just a stay at home dad. In reality, he was hermit. He enjoyed being holed up at home. That was better than dealing with the human beings out there.

      Sarah’s job paid well at the Minneapolis Zoo. Roger’s former job at Phoenix Industries had given him a healthy severance package when they shut down. That package allowed him to stay at home and control things on the home front. It had given him something to do. He could pitch in here and do things that needed to be done. The kids needed shuttling around. Meals needed to be prepared. Work needed to be done.

      The alarm went off on his smart phone (alarm tune called Playtime) and he pulled his iPhone out of the front pocket of his sweats and turned it off. Time to move the laundry from the washer to the dryer.

      No problem. He had fifteen minutes.

      From there he’ll get the kids.

      He didn’t know where the time had gone. Spending the days at home were like that. One minute, he was driving the kids to school, and the next it was time to go pick them up, with barely an eye blink between times.

      The wooden stairs into the basement creaked under his weight. He was two hundred pounds, not overweight, but with a slight paunch. He felt sluggish at home and whenever he thought about the way his body softened as he got older, he longed for a bike ride, which wasn’t the most enjoyable activity when it got cold. Maybe, he thought, he should reconsider it.

      The basement was cold and a chill nipped at his skin. The iron pipes above him on the underside of the first floor looked as gray as the sky outside.

      The basement was great in the summer where one could escape the humidity with a dehumidifier in the back room, but in the winter it was cold enough to put on a coat. During the winter in the basement, the space heater was their friend.

      The basement had a cement floor and the cold seeped in through the slippers to the soles of Roger’s feet. The throw rug in front of the washer and dryer added another layer between his feet and the cold floor.

      He rushed to the top-load Kenmore washer and opened the door. When he opened the door to the front-load Kenmore dryer, the basement lights flickered. The ceiling had a line of three bare bulbs and they all flickered at the same time. Then stopped.

      The basement went dark.

      “Damn,” Roger said.

      Daylight was dim from the basement garden windows blocked by the fallen leaves outside.

      There was a light, however, inside the open dryer. Distracted now, Roger leaned into the dryer, wondering where the light was coming from. The dryer never had a light inside before. What dryer ever did? It’s not like it was a refrigerator.

      The light came from the bottom of the drum. Did Jennifer leave her bike light inside there? Had Cody been playing inside the dryer?

      The hair stood up at the back of his neck as he realized how eerie this was. A strange light in his dryer on a day filled with the usual daily minutia, yet how nice a change it was.

      The light beckoned him. He drew closer to it like a plant in tropism. He reached into the dryer, reaching for the light.

      And Roger was no longer crouched at the Kenmore front-load dryer.

      Roger slowly stood up with a pile of items—clothing and Tupperware covers, among other things—piled up to his knees. This wasn’t the basement. It was as if he had shrunk down and stood inside the dryer. He could see the ribs of the drum above him and to the sides. Behind him, cold white light came in through the open dryer door.

      “The hell,” he said.

      His voice echoed off the metal walls.

      He kicked his feet underneath all the stuff piled up. Socks and underwear jostled. He spotted Cody’s baby sock, a blue sock with a green alligator on it. He remembered Cody had been so upset when he was a toddler that the sock got lost. He could no longer have a matching pair.

      He picked the sock up and out of sentimentality he tucked it inside the pocket of his sweatpants. Cody probably had forgotten about that sock and Roger wasn’t sure they still had the lone mate anywhere.

      Then he realized what he was thinking. Was this the place where the lost things go?

      Then he began to recognize other socks and items piled around him. Like the mate to a wool sock two years ago. Sarah’s missing sports bra. And even Roger’s Star Wars boxer shorts.

      That wasn’t all. There were non-laundry things here too. Like the Tupperware covers he had seen earlier, plus the smaller containers only big enough to hold a handful of almonds.

      He stepped on screws that he could feel through the slippers and the metal scraped against the dryer drum as he shuffled forward. He thought there were coins under there too. Piles of them that scattered whenever his slippers brushed over them.

      There were dollar bills, some fives, and even, tens crumpled up in little balls. He gathered those up and shoved them into the pockets of his sweat pants.

      He saw lone ear rings glittering, a necklace, and a watch. There were pens and pencils and notebooks.

      He slapped
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