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AS IS

––––––––
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Tim and Mary stood in silence, side by side, each contemplating the catch. “$100, Runs Like New” was scribbled on the hand-scrawled For Sale sign hanging on the dryer’s front door. They couldn’t understand why the price was so low for what claimed to be a machine in good working order, or why the unit was sitting on the side of the road like the week’s trash waiting to be picked up. Tim moved closer, circling around it to inspect for any visible flaws.

“Do you even know what you’re looking for?”

“It’s gotta be a lemon, Mare. There’s no way it ‘runs like new’ for a hundred bucks.”

“Maybe they bought a new dryer and need to get rid of this one because it’s taking up space. 

“That or they’re just wanting to rip off a couple suckers who happened to be driving by,” he countered, now crouching down to scrutinize the tubing on the back of the machine, completely unaware if any flaws in the parts were staring right back at him.

“We must really be hard-up then,” she countered, kicking at the gravel in the driveway for lack of something better to do.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” he asked, his questioning face peaking over the unit.

She gestured out to the endless farmland all around them. It occurred to Tim for the first time that this was the first house they had seen in nearly a half hour. His head disappeared back behind the dryer to continue his inspection.

“It works like the sign says,” a voice called from behind him.

Tim stood and turned to face a middle-aged woman moving toward him down the driveway. She held an overweight cat in her folded arms, its front paws clinging to the wool of her cardigan sweater. Tim offered a smile and a small wave. The woman didn’t.

“There’s no trick. I just don’t got no use for the thing anymore.”

“It’s—it’s just such a steal at this price. I’m sure you understand why we might think there was something wrong with it,” Tim offered.

“No, I don’t. I said it works fine. You think I’m lying to you?”

Tim felt the blood rushing into his neck. He laughed in the hope that it would curb the wave of pink rising from his chest to his chin, but it was too late. She’d know he was embarrassed now, and although he was almost certain he’d never see this woman again, he cared about what she thought of how he looked. Realizing he cared about this caused his face to burn brighter.

Mary saw Tim’s flushed neck and crossed around the dryer to stand at his side, shaking her head with disgust that he had once more morphed into non-confrontation mode.

“We’ll give you seventy-five for it,” she offered.

“A hundred.”

“Seventy-five’s all we have. And we all know there’s not an ATM within twenty miles of here, so... that’s the best we can do. Take it or leave it.”

The woman turned her gaze back to Tim and studied his rose-tinged face. He held her gaze for a few seconds before looking away, spotting a clothesline strung between two rot-iron posts at the side of the house. Tall weeds surrounded the posts at the ground and rust encased the post bottoms like a sloppy layer of paint.

That clothesline has been there for a long time. Why did she need a dryer to begin with?

His eyes swayed back to the woman’s. The right corner of her lips twitched slightly, her version of a smile.

“One hundred dollars. You got it or you don’t.”

“Listen, I just told you...”

Mary’s voice muted as she watched Tim pull out his wallet.

“Tim, can I talk to you?” she asked, trying to stop his hand as it emerged from the wallet, but five twenties were already pinched up and being held them out to the woman.

“I’ve got enough to cover it, Mare,” he reasoned with a smile. Mary’s eyes and jaw tensed in tandem as Tim felt the bills pulled from between his fingertips. He looked back to the woman as she stuffed the money into her cardigan and started back toward the house.

“It’s yours. As is.”

“Uh, thank you.”

Tim turned to the dryer, his stomach suddenly hollow. He looked to Mary for reassurance, but she was already back at the Hyundai, slamming her door shut as her final say on the purchase. Tim looked between the car and the dryer, a new dilemma in bloom: how to get the damn thing home. He considered the car’s roof briefly, but the thought of the dryer sinking in on them was about as sure a bet as the silence from Mary’s side of the car the rest of the way home.  The remainder of the car offered nothing in the way of storage except for the hatchback-style trunk, which bulged whenever a couple suitcases were stuffed inside. Tim knew it was that or nothing.

“I could use a little help out here,” he called to Mary. She turned away from him to stare out the window, her response that she’s heard his request, considered it, and would now greatly appreciate it if he fucked off.

Tim sighed and looked back to the dryer, knowing the only way to get it to the car would be to wrap his arms around it and “walk” it over, pushing it inch by inch across the pavement. Taking a deep breath, he bent at the knees and slung his arms around the dryer’s metal body. He gave the first lift and push to the right—one inch closer. He did it again, this time to the left side. Another inch. As the dryer’s slow march continued, Tim was struck by a thought as his face pressed against the sun-baked surface of the appliance.

Why do I smell oranges?
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WHY TIM SMELLED ORANGES

––––––––
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Tim gave the dryer a final shove into the cramped space it would now occupy between the washing machine and the wall, then took a step back to admire the now-completed yin and yang of the laundry closet. Mary stood next to him, her mouth pinched with indifference. Their golden retriever Schnitzel sat at her feet, licking Mary’s calf with his eyes half-closed.

“Is it going to work?” she asked, stepping away from the dog. He extended his neck further to reach her and continue licking.

“It worked before I started shoving it in there, it’ll still work now. Want to try it?”

Tim opened the washing machine’s door and transferred a small colorful load from it into the dryer’s mouth.

“They don’t look right together,” she observed, eyes whipping back and forth between the washer and dryer. “We should’ve just bought a new one.”

“With whose money?”

She stared her answer back.

“No way—taking your parents’ hand-me-down washing machine was enough.” He shut the dryer door and twisted the knob on its setting panel. “Besides, it was your idea to stop and check out a roadside dryer for sale.”

“It wasn’t my idea to pay a hundred bucks for it.”

Tim hit the “start” button. The dryer hummed to life. Tim took his place next to Mary again to admire the soft monotone cadence of tumbling clothes.

“It’s worth more than what we paid, Mary. Listen to it!”

She allowed the dryer’s voice to fill the air for a moment, then turned to Tim and gave a reluctant half-smile, the left side of her mouth raising up while the right side remained flat-lined.

“Remember that when it breaks down in two weeks.”

He grabbed her waist with both hands and pulled her close, away from Schnitzel and his tongue. He pressed his forehead to hers, nudging his nose into her cheek. The baby powder on her skin was faint but sweet. He kissed her, then again, his lips moving from her face to her neck.
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