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			To my dad: Տեղդ երևում ա
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			Dislocation

			The summer at Rigby House happened like most things happened then: someone else’s idea mixed with Leo’s own failure.

			From his room where he sat in front of the computer trying—not successfully—to write a final essay on Frederick Douglass, Pickett’s Charge, and the Winslow Homer painting The Veteran in a New Field, he heard his mom sighing as his uncle brought in the last of her groceries.

			“I don’t know, Wayne,” she says, her whispers twisting around the sticky creaking of the kitchen linoleum. “I can’t imagine it. He’s never been away from me for that long. Never. Not since…”

			“Scarlet. Only you remember that time.”

			“I know,” she says. More creaking; Wayne’s heavy boots going in and out, the door banging.

			They’d just returned from the Costco in Dalby. No doubt his uncle had his truck full of forty-pound sacks of dog kibble alongside bags of potting soil for the flower beds she maintained for him out at what had once been their parents’ house. Wayne fixed stuff in his sister’s apartment; she kept his landscaping looking good—at least in the front yard, where the dogs couldn’t destroy it. They had always shared chores and errands like this; Leo couldn’t remember a time when they hadn’t, though later he would see it as remarkable, especially for brother and sister.

			“What if he needs something?” she asks.

			“He needs to pay for what he damaged. He needs to work.”

			“I’m not talking about money.”

			“Scarlet. I’ll be a phone call away.” The fridge opens and shuts; his uncle pops open what has to be a can of Hamm’s.

			“Why can’t he stay with you at Marta’s?”

			“Scarlet.”

			“He could ride in with you every morning.”

			“You know why.”

			“I know,” she says. “I guess. It’s just…weird.”

			“This way will be better,” Wayne says. “You’ve got enough on tap right now with your own classes this summer. I’ve talked to Tim, and I’ve known Jaime for years.”

			She sighs. Sighing is her main expression when it comes to Leo.

			“Last thing you want is round two of what happened last year,” Uncle Wayne says. “And it’s just for the summer.”

			Just for the summer.

			

			—

			Years later, after Leo had grown up—physically, of course, but also in his mind—that phrase would give him something like an ache. The memory of how he saw time then, when it was just Now or Never or Just This Once.

			That Leo. Clearing five foot ten. Just got his license, but no wheels. Neck rashed with acne and stubble. Eyebrows meeting in the middle until his mother cornered him in the bathroom with a tweezer and said, Enough’s enough, Leo, Jesus Christ. Scar on his still-pasty-white arm from when he’d dropped his dad’s bike the summer before—round one of shit summers.

			A summer. Three months. Ninety days. Twelve weeks. Words that couldn’t capture his dread at being sent away. Ninety days to give his mom space and quiet. His uncle, money, and—justice? The ghost of his dead father to rest in peace knowing his only son wouldn’t get splattered on the highway on the bike he’d left behind.

			That boy couldn’t handle how long it seemed: a whole summer. Like the big stack of books that he and his friends Cap and Calvin Rothchalk saw behind the library one day when they were riding bikes.

			They were encyclopedias, stacked chest high; the lady hauling them out on a cart to the dumpster said they had the whole thing in the cloud and this set had gotten moldy. A to Z plus the index and atlas, way more than he could imagine reading. Next to them, piles of old film strip canisters, their labels yellowed, the inked descriptions a faded purple. Understanding Weather and the Seasons. How Minnesota Became a State. Fire Safety Tips. Piles and piles of educational movies nobody could probably play anymore, even if they were relevant.

			That pile of books and filmstrips: a summer sent away from home.

			“I’ll take them,” Cap said to the librarian. “All of it. I’ll come back with my dad.”

			Later, summers will slip through Leo’s fingers like water. The crocuses bloom, and a minute later, it’s Labor Day. But at age sixteen, it was a galaxy of time. An unimaginable assignment. Like separating rice from sand or making a rope of ashes. Endless as reading all those moldy books Cap had wanted to save. Had he saved them? Leo couldn’t remember.

			He will never forget that summer at Rigby House. But he doesn’t know that yet.

			

			—

			On the first morning at the Rigby estate, Wayne hugs Leo and hands him a duffel bag, and a tall, well-dressed Black man named Malcolm walks him down the gravel driveway. The main house, emerging from the steam of the morning’s humidity, is an enormous sandstone and brick building, four stories tall, bisected by a sweep of stone steps to a massive blue door. In front there is a massive marble fountain encircled by lawn. From a table beneath an awning, Malcolm hands him a sliced onion bagel fringed with cream cheese and wrapped in wax paper and a plain glass bottle of orange juice and tells him breakfast is every morning starting at eight.

			“The guys in Jaime’s crew are based around Marchant Falls, so you’ll only see them during the workday. You’ll stay in what is known as the carriage house,” Malcolm says, his voice as crisp and precise as his light blue dress shirt, as they come upon a battered wooden two-story building with giant bay garage doors and large semicircle windows on the upper level. Malcolm goes on to describe many things about the Rigby family and their estate. Leo half listens. He is trying not to look back toward his uncle.

			Malcolm opens a side door into what is basically a huge garage: concrete floor, cars under tarps, rolling toolboxes. Someone is listening to classic rock on the radio, and there is a pile of furniture at the bottom of a staircase. By the open bay door, a tall tattooed man is hosing down a red sports car and talking on his phone.

			“That’s Tim,” Malcolm says. “He’s working on getting these cars out of here. Repaired, restored, and sold for Ms. Rigby.” He walks across from the staircase and opens a door. “This is the shower and bathroom for you. Tim might use it when he’s working, but otherwise it’s all yours.”

			Leo glimpses a bare concrete floor with a rusted drain in the center, a showerhead that looks like the one his uncle uses to give his dogs baths, and a toilet and sink. Malcolm clearly doesn’t think the setup is worth a long viewing.

			“The water is reliable and hot. I will leave towels and supplies for you,” he says, shutting the door as if the whole room distresses him. He opens another door, revealing a stacked washer and dryer. “You can wash your clothes here. I have soap in the house; I’ll bring it over. And out back here”—he leads Leo to a door opening out of the carriage house—“is a laundry line if you prefer it. Ms. Rigby always supports eco-friendly practices. And here’s a little patio you’re welcome to use if you feel like it. Although I need Tim to clear that junk pile.” Again, Malcolm sniffs with distress. “It’s supposed to be a fire pit. Eventually.”

			Leo takes in the backyard. Patio sprinkled with wooden Popsicle sticks, two lawn chairs with shredded webbing, a T-bar washing line like the one his uncle Wayne has at his house, and another old green door that looks like it goes to a cellar.

			“Is that a root cellar?”

			“If you want to call it that, sure.”

			“My uncle has one at his house.”

			“Whatever it is, it’s full of old junk. Another thing Tim will tackle once he gets these cars sold.”

			“Ms. Rigby doesn’t drive?”

			“She does, but she prefers electric vehicles,” Malcolm says, his voice slightly sour. “Her father and his father were more traditional in their collecting. I’ll show you your room.” He gestures to the furniture: two wooden chairs with cushions of red velvet faded to pink, a lamp made out of a bright green bottle, a white plastic fan.

			While Tim ignores them, Malcolm helps Leo carry these things up with his duffel to the second floor. The last room at the end of the hall is his. There are two half-moon windows, all cloudy with spiderwebs and dirt. A bed with a wrought-iron frame made up with a faded pink quilt. A table covered with spray paint cans. A broom and dustpan in the corner with a bucket full of cleaning supplies.

			Malcolm points to a wooden cabinet in the corner and the outlets.

			“Please, arrange things however you like. You’re the first person to stay here for a long while, so make yourself comfortable. And let me know if there is anything you need. This estate has nearly everything you can think of, so don’t hesitate to ask.”

			Leo nods at all of this. But he says nothing, because he is thinking his uncle must be on the highway by now, and there is something about being in this room alone with this man who has only been polite and nice that is crushingly sad.

			“When you get settled, come out front by the fountain, and I’ll introduce you to the crew.”

			Leo thanks him and waits until Malcolm’s footsteps fade down the stairs. He stands in the room and feels like crying. Instead, he opens the juice and swigs it down. Then he gets to work. He puts the lamp on the desk, plugs it in, along with his phone and the fan. Puts the spray paint cans on the floor. Listens to the way the floorboards creak under his boots. Smells the dust rise as he moves; the place is old. The cabinet opens with a screech and has no drawers; it’s just a vertical column of space. He dumps his entire duffel inside it. He walks to the three other rooms on the floor. One has boxes of tiles and bags of grout, and a toolbox splayed open, an antique sofa with missing cushions. One is just chairs, rows and rows of wooden dining room chairs. The last one is locked.

			He goes down the stairs. The man named Tim is now beneath one of the cars, just his legs sticking out. Which reminds him of the busted motorcycle—and everything he owes.

			He is uneasy about the work to come. Landscaping, Wayne said. Leo can use a mower and an edge trimmer, and has spent every summer cleaning out his uncle’s dog kennels, exercising the animals, clipping their claws, bathing them in the metal trough that used to be for his grandfather’s horses. But landscaping seems more like hard prison labor. Rock hauling. Tree trimming. Earthmoving.

			His terrors of fucking up and of meeting new people are roughly equal. He thinks of his friends, the whole reason he fucked up in the first place. Calvin working at the McDonald’s out in Wereford by the community college where Leo’s mother teaches, Cap lifeguarding at the kiddie pool. He will lose it if either of them complains about their jobs when he gets home.

			As he approaches the fountain in the center of the drive, the big house coming into clear view—a wall of brick, scrolled ironwork, and ivy—he realizes he’s forgotten his phone.

			He runs back to the carriage house. Tim is nowhere to be seen.

			He grabs his phone and looks for new messages—there are none. He puts it in his pocket. And then he stops for a minute. He looks out one of the half-moon windows. There he can see the drive, the fountain, and the main attraction, the impossibly big brick house, looking like something an English lord would stay in while he went foxhunting. That it’s in the middle of Minnesota makes no sense. He can see people gathered around the fountain, all guys, holding coffee and juice and bagels.

			He wishes he could take back everything. He wishes he hadn’t been a dipshit about the motorcycle. He wishes Calvin’s mom hadn’t busted them smoking weed. He wishes he hadn’t screamed at his mother when she drove him to the ER to get stitches for the gash on his arm. He wishes his uncle wasn’t so easy to disappoint. He wishes he knew a way to make them both feel better about the damage he did to Wayne’s yard, and the motorcycle, too, the one his father was riding when he was killed. His mother has always viewed her husband’s motorcycle as cursed, while his uncle considers his best friend’s bike sacred.

			He looks out the window again, and now he sees a black SUV with tinted windows rolling up to the fountain. The crowd of guys parts, moves aside under a stand of trees.

			A thin man in a white dress shirt and dark pants gets out, starts pulling suitcases out of the back, one, two, three of them, all a glittery red hard plastic like a vintage motorcycle helmet. Then a backpack, a messenger bag, and two leather handbags, one brown and one black.

			Finally, a door from the back seat swings open. A girl made of long dark hair bouncing all the way down to her waist, a red tube top peeking through the curls, her bare white arms and belly showing. Her face mostly sunglasses. A long black skirt dragging on the crushed white gravel.

			He and the others workers watch the girl walk past the fountain, her hair witchy and magical. She goes empty-handed, all the way up the stone steps to Rigby House to the huge ebony wood door, her body stiff, her hair flying everywhere, the door opening a sliver and barely making a sound when it closes.

			He doesn’t know her name yet, but Connor Rigby has arrived.

			

			—

			The truth is, she is a brat. Spoiled. Entitled. Privileged. With a mother who solves all problems with money, and no known father. All the things no one wants to be, especially if someone has everything that makes life easier. Connor, though she hates to admit it, is not great with complications, even though she often causes them. It’s one of her personal faults her mother constantly points out.

			In addition to that key flaw, her hair is pathologically dry, her upper body needs more strength, and her schoolwork is uninspired, according to her last English teacher, back in Sedona.

			For someone who’s seen so much of the world, I’d expect a little more, he’d written on her last paper.

			Connor thinks that everyone says that, about everyone. People always want more, or they don’t get enough—six of one, half dozen of the other.

			The truth is, she lied about how she crashed Pratt’s car. It wasn’t that it was raining; it was because she is a shitty driver who hadn’t bothered to get an actual license, and she was trying to change the song and wasn’t paying attention, and the weather was shitty. And it was a shitty year. And he was a shitty boyfriend. Almost twenty-three and still living with his grandparents, hadn’t started college. Sex wasn’t even that fun with him. She hadn’t insisted on birth control, being out of training for the last two months and only recently getting her period again. Well—what did she expect? A lot more than having a baby with a guy whose idea of fun was to buy an old police cruiser at a sheriff’s auction so he could film his friends doing stunts with it.

			Once she saw the test results, she’d been on a plane before her mother could object. Fuck Sedona and fuck Pratt. Fuck training and fuck anyone who didn’t like it. Who expected more. Fuck Taiga for thinking she should do herbs and walk the labyrinth. It was just pills and bleeding and cramps. She slept, mostly, in the hotel in Minneapolis, the one next to the airport, while waiting for the rest of her stuff to arrive. Ate room service, watched TV, bit all her nails off.

			A day later, Malcolm is opening the third-floor bedroom door, the old air-conditioning rumbling and wheezing.

			Her bedroom. At least for now.

			The walls pale blue, the sofa faded gold velvet, a double bed with a folded white quilt. The only thing on the walls is a shelf lined with antique teacups and matching saucers.

			She looks down at her feet, unpolished toes in her slides. The tasseled rug as green as the pond she could see from the window on the landing. She wonders how deep it is.

			Malcolm hands her a package of sheets. “These are your favorites, but I’m not going to make it for you.”

			“There’s no staff here.”

			“Nobody here but me, honey,” he says, his voice like he ate a lemon. He runs his eyes over her outfit—she can feel him judging her split ends, her chapped lips, her lack of deodorant.

			“I’ll get the rest of your things brought up.”

			She thanks him—she isn’t that much of a brat—and then collapses on the sofa, which creaks and puffs up dust under her weight. Her great-great-great-grandmother probably picked it out, back when Rigby House was just a shed. Or maybe her mom brought it up here. Impossible to tell, with her mom. Either way, she sleeps way too long. Doesn’t even get up when she hears someone bring the rest of her stuff—it wasn’t Malcolm, because they didn’t knock, just plopped it all by the door.

			Her mother is going to be furious. But it won’t come right away, even when she does fly in from Miami. Or London. For a woman who doesn’t have to work, her mother is always doing something. Always coming or going. Always rebuilding, buying, selling. This house has been on her to-do list for years, run-down and dismissed by everyone else for being in the middle of nowhere, being decrepit and boring. Its only value the family history of owning it.

			At eight o’clock, she slips down the back servants’ stairs, looking over the dimly lit house. She hasn’t been here since maybe grade school. Even then she has no real memory—she was maybe six or seven years old? The old wallpaper is being removed in places, but in the living room, it’s all oil paintings, stained glass, old furniture, some covered by white drop cloths. The hallway to the kitchen with its gemstone panels. Rigby House has Art Deco elements, which her mother is intent on preserving. Connor remembers liking the sparkling fanciness as a little kid, but now it seems a little corny.

			She lingers at the inset bookshelf along the main hall, just outside of the library. This she remembers best: packed with green leather and velvet–bound books, each one with a year on the spine: 1882 all the way through 1972. This holds a memory for her, but she doesn’t know if her mother showed her the books or her grandmother. Her grandmother died of cancer when Connor was in sixth grade. And though she’s glad this tiny green library has been preserved, she’s too hungry to linger.

			Malcolm seems to be nowhere around, a fact she is fine with but also makes her feel lonely. Malcolm didn’t say if there was anything to eat, but she hunts around, finding an odd assortment of things: grapes in the crisper, smoked string cheese, a sweating pitcher of pink lemonade, a box of rosemary water crackers, a sleeve of macarons. She eats at the countertop island, which has been redone in a slightly soapy-feeling stone, nothing on it but stacked boxes of green tiles and a red Bic lighter, which she promptly stuffs in her pocket. Malcolm, like her mother, isn’t one for clutter, which makes sense as he generally goes wherever Harris Rigby goes and tends to pack light.

			Connor should be the same way. But she always amasses a raft of junk everywhere they live. Leaves half of it behind, or in storage, or just tosses or gives it away to the housekeeper or whoever has to deal with it once she’s left.

			Another reason she’s a brat. She just orders new stuff, at the next stop. Or digs out what she left behind at the last visit. Seattle, Sedona, Austin. Her dead aunt Cleo’s farm in Spain, her uncle’s country house in the UK, her grandfather in his special home in the Keys, where he lived with twenty-four-hour care while his brain withered away. She even left some vinyl records there, with his main nurse, who said she would play them for him.

			She eats, puts away the food. Not because she’s always the type to do that, but she knows this house has no staff. Plus, she’s self-conscious about the slapped-together meal and doesn’t want anyone to notice what she ate. Realistically, she has been hungry probably since seventh grade. Which was when swimming became what it did, or what everyone thinks it should be: an expectation, a job she must do but doesn’t need. She’s like her mother in that way.

			Gloomy, her belly full and sloshing with pink lemonade—it was pulpy and sugary and so good that she couldn’t stop, the thirst was like the hunger sometimes—she plods back up the twisty servant stairs, her bare feet coated in plaster dust.

			The third-floor bathroom looks out to the dark backyard. There’s a claw-foot tub with a shower, a toilet with rust stains around the bottom, an ancient scale covered in dust, and toilet paper thin enough to see through. A linen closet with two towels and a box of fat white candles like the one on the toilet tank. She changes out her pad for a new one and then has nowhere to put the used one. She crumples it in toilet paper and wedges it on the windowsill.

			What’s sad about this family she comes from is that a lot of the time, life looks like this. Reduced and lonely. Grapes and crackers for dinner, used maxi pads left out where anyone could see, cheap toilet paper. High on convenience but unloved, all the same.

			Wandering down the hall, she opens doors, looking for something. Most of the doors are locked, but she explores a few of them. A conservatory, with its dusty tables full of flowerpots full of dirt. A room with wallpaper the color of mustard, full of boxes, a room with water stains on the plaster walls with just a fancy wooden bed frame but no mattress, a room painted bright blue, empty except for a giant chandelier sitting slumped on a drop cloth, loose crystals scattered across the floor. Why a chandelier is on the top floor of the house is a mystery but not a shock, considering the Rigby family’s habits. Her aunt’s farm in Spain had a piano in the hayloft of the barn, and her uncle keeps a billiards table in his greenhouse.

			She returns to her room, which is dim now with the sun almost down, and there’s no lamp. The swamp cooler air conditioner is rumbling in the corner, so at least it’s cool. She gets the candles from the linen closet, digs out the lighter, and lights one.

			She knows if she had come when her mother had planned in August, there would be lamps and beds and decent toilet paper and something besides cheese and crackers. But she hasn’t listened to anything her mother has said since they left Seattle.

			She puts the candle in one of the teacups from the shelf and sets out to make the bed. Struggles to get the sheets tucked properly and coax the pillows into cases. She hasn’t moved in days, and that means her brain is stuck in this old stale loop.

			Move, you gotta move, her coach always yelled, whether you were moving or not.

			And that phase is now part of the old stale loop, too. She finds a lamp, blue glass with a cracked lampshade, in the closet. But by now her eyes have adjusted to the candlelight. She sets the lamp up and realizes there’s no bulb. She gets the whole box of candles and puts them in their own teacups, lighting them and lining them along the windowsill. Then she gets in bed, staring at the flames trembling in the darkness.

			

			—

			That night, damp from the shower, the scent of iron in his nostrils, Leo plugs in his phone. A message from his mom, and a bunch from his group text with his friends. Though now there are some new numbers on it he doesn’t recognize, and the chain has grown to a point that he’ll need to rewind back a ways to get caught up.

			He only has on his underwear; the room is still hot. The floor creaks as he tests the fan in different positions. The window screens are flecked with dead moths; he is surprised the windows have screens in the first place, given their unusual shape. He runs back down to brush his teeth, regretting how dark it is and making a note not to forget next time. When he returns, the cool breath of night air mixed with the fan makes him shiver.

			The bed is a heaven to his exhausted body. He has never worked harder in his life than he did today. A truck full of trees, roots in burlap, which they dug holes for all afternoon, except for thirty minutes for lunch, in an endless line up and down the long drive—“boulevard trees,” the crew boss, Jaime, kept calling them—this same drive the black car came down, with its cargo of the girl with the long dark hair whose face he did not see.

			He holds his phone but doesn’t look at it. He remembers how the girl climbed the stairs, carrying nothing and disappearing inside. Typical rich girl. Carrying nothing but herself.

			He wonders where she is right now. He closes his eyes and recalls the house. The one guy he worked with today—some of the others called him Dirty Dave—said that the Rigby House has been sitting empty for decades.

			And though his body is beaten, though there is still dirt under his nails, even after a pounding shower, he stands up again to look out the window. Rigby House is dark. The sky around it is speckled with stars. He stares at the house and thinks of how he wants to be anywhere else, but mostly back home, in his apartment with his mother, or in his uncle’s house, where he played with dogs and rode dirt bikes and had pizza from Shakey’s every Friday night, sleeping in the nook of the basement next to stacks of National Geographics, his grandfather’s boxing gloves on a nail, the heavy bag hanging over a blue wrestling mat on the bare concrete. He loves his uncle Wayne. He loves his mom, Scarlet. He loves his friends, Calvin and Cap, especially Cap, who is really Hanson Arnold, but they call him Cap because he has always been the captain of everything since forever: summer soccer league, crossing guard, then swim team, debate team, basketball team.

			Finally, he cries. It’s pathetic to feel sorry for himself, but he does anyway. He cries, because it’s safe, finally. Nobody’s waiting on him, and nobody’s
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