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Prologue
In which the three girls 

enjoy an evening downtown.

Ashley and Claire’s dishes were rattling in 
the cabinets. The entire apartment shook 

from the vibrations of the loud bass emanating 
from the speakers at Stubbs, where a band had 
just started playing. Ashley opened the blinds 
and stood at the window. She watched the dense 
crowd moving to the music. 
 “I’m so glad I’m here and not there,” she 
said, the flashing blue lights from the stage 
illuminating her pale face. 
 Claire, who had just finished pouring herself 
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a glass of cheap Chardonnay, joined Ashley at the 
window. 
 “Me too,” she said, taking a long sip. “The 
line to the bar looks a fucking mile long.” 
 Ashley and Claire lived on the top floor of 
the Red River Flats, a luxury apartment building 
located two blocks from the homeless shelter and 
surrounded by music venues. 
 Ashley sat down in an orange velvet chair 
that her previous roommate had left behind. 
She picked up a small pipe with pink swirls 
and started packing it with pot. Claire sat down 
across from her and started talking about the tall 
German girl who goes to all of her boyfriend’s 
shows. 
 “I just don’t get what her deal is,” Claire 
said. “I mean, there’s no way she likes his music 
that much. There’s just no way.”
 She took a long sip of wine and looked at 
Ashley, her big brown eyes lined heavily with jet-
black eyeliner and glitter. 
 “Right?” 
 “I don’t know,” Ashley said. “Maybe she 
does.” 
 “No,” Claire said, “There has to be 
something else.” She shook her head and turned 
toward the window. The glitter around her eyes 
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sparkled in the light. 
 “And she never even talks to me… I’ve seen 
her a million fucking times and she never says a 
goddamn word to me.” 
 “Never?” Ashley said. She took a hit from 
the pipe and held her breath.   
 “Well, maybe a couple of times. But barely.” 
 “Have you ever tried talking to her?” 
 Ashley coughed and exhaled a large cloud of 
smoke, which lingered in the air between them.  
 “No,” Claire scoffed. “I don’t have anything 
to talk to her about. What could she and I 
possibly have to talk about?” 
 “I don’t know. What about Kafka?” 
 “Oh, please. Like she has anything 
interesting to say about Franz Kafka.” 
 “I don’t know, maybe she does,” Ashley said. 
“She is German.” 
 “So? That doesn’t mean she knows anything 
about anything.” 
 Claire finished her wine and placed the 
empty glass on top of her head. She sat up very 
straight and still for several moments. 
 “Does she know that you’re his girlfriend?” 
 “Yes, she knows. Of course she knows,” the 
wine glass begin to wobble back and forth on 
Claire’s head. “I think she knows…” The glass 
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slipped off her head and landed in her hand.   
 “How could she not know?” 
 Claire stood up and did a ballerina move 
across the wooden floor into the kitchen, where 
her large wine bottle sat on the black granite 
countertop, half empty. She picked up the bottle 
and filled her glass, topping it off with sparkling 
water in an effort to “pace herself ” and to make 
her feel like less of an alcoholic. Claire walked 
into the den and examined her profile in the 
antique mirror.  
 “I hope I threw up last night,” she said, 
sucking in and placing her hand on her lower 
stomach. 
 There was a loud knock on the front door 
immediately before it swung open. Emilia walked 
in, carrying a large black leather bag covered in 
gold spikes. When she tossed it on the counter it 
made a loud clanking noise. 
 “Sup sluts?” She said, pulling out two 
cans of Four Loco, a malt beverage loaded with 
caffeine and taurine. “Who’s ready for some 
Loco?”   
 “I thought they made that stuff illegal,” said 
Ashley. 
 “They did. But I saved some for to-night, 
baby. It’s Loco Night!” She cracked open one of 
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the cans and held in the air above her head. Claire 
held out her empty glass and Emilia filled it with 
the fizzy purple liquid. 
 “Want some, Smash?” Emilia asked Ashley. 
 “No thanks.”   
 “Why not? What’s wrong?” 
 “Nothing.” 
 “She broke up with Vince,” said Claire. 
 “We didn’t break up,” said Ashley. “We were 
never a couple.” 
 Claire rolled her eyes. 
 “What happened?” asked Emilia, concerned. 
 “He said our relationship seemed to be 
progressing too much emotionally,” Ashley said.  
She blew on her pipe and tapped it against the 
tray, clearing out the ash. She immediately began 
filling it again. 
 “That sucks, I’m sorry,” said Emilia. 
 “It was just a matter of time,” Ashley said. 
 “Being single sucks sometimes,” said Emilia.  
“I haven’t had sex in an eternity. It’s been almost 
two months.” 
 “You didn’t hook up with anyone in France?” 
asked Claire, swirling the purple liquid around 
her wine glass. 
 “Well, one time I hooked up with this DJ at 
a vernissage,” Emilia shrugged. “But that hardly 
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counts.” 
 "A what?" Ashley asked. 
 "Vernissage. Like, a gallery opening. I snuck 
into them all the time. Art was my sustenance." 
Emilia got up to pour her Four Loco into a large, 
glass goblet.  
 "But, alas," she said, gesturing with her 
glass, "Now I am culturally starved again." 
 Emilia had just gotten back from a 
monthlong trip to Paris, which she paid for 
using the money she’d won from the English 
department for her thesis on Shakespeare. She 
scrolled through pictures on her phone, showing 
Claire. There was a picture of Emilia kissing 
Oscar Wilde’s grave with bright red lipstick, 
Emilia standing outside of the Pompidou Centre 
with a skinny European man (“Philippe. I’ll tell 
you about him when I’m drunker. And, no, we did 
not plan on wearing matching sunglasses.”), and 
Emilia, in black and white, drinking red wine at a 
poetry reading. 
 Bored, Ashley stared at her grim reaper 
lawn ornament that was propped up in the corner 
of the room. It was mounted on a bamboo stick 
and wore a black burlap robe. Its face was made 
of papier-mâché with two large holes for eyes. Its 
hands, made of cloth, held a plastic sickle with the 
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price tag still attached to it. 
 “What are we going to do with our lives?” 
asked Ashley. 
 “I just want to go to graduate school,” said 
Claire. “That’s all I want.” 
 “I just want to move to Paris and be rich,” 
said Emilia. “I hate it here.” 
 “Good luck getting rich in France,” Ashley 
said, taking a hit. “Their economy is going to shit.” 
 The noise from Stubbs had quieted. 
Drunken shouts from Red River street were the 
only sounds coming from outside. 
 “Where should we go tonight?” Claire 
asked. 
 “We could go to Shakespeare’s,” said Emilia. 
“It’s liquor pitcher night. And the bartender is in 
love with me.” 
 “Is he the one that kept making us those 
shots last time?” Claire asked. “The pink ones that 
tasted like cranberries? What were those called 
again?” 
 “Bloody abortions?” 
 “Yeah! Those were good.” 
 “I fucking love bloody abortions,” said 
Emilia. “Is that what you’re wearing, Smashley?”  
 Emilia looked at her, disappointed. Ashley’s 
hair was unwashed and she wore a faded t-shirt 
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covered in small dinosaurs. 
 “I’m not going out.” 
 “Smash. You have to come out with us.” She 
pouted. 
 “I’m not feeling social.” 
 “Here,” Emilia said. She held out the can to 
Ashley. Her face was sad and somber. “Have some 
of my Loco.” 
 “I really don’t feel like it.” 
 “But it’s Loco Night,” Emilia whispered. 
“You have to come. I’ll text you every second of 
every minute until you come.” 
 “I’m too old to go to Sixth Street.” 
 “You’re not old.” 
 “Too old for Shakespeare’s.” 
 Ashley was twenty-four, two years older 
than Claire and Emilia. It had taken her six years 
to graduate. She’d changed her major three times, 
switched schools, and taken a year off in between 
for mental health reasons.  
 “Text me if you change your mind,” Claire 
said. She emptied the bottle of wine into a flask 
with a rainbow on it and put it in her purse. Then 
she wobbled out of the apartment with Emilia, 
their arms linked. 
 Ashley remained in her chair, smoking pot 
and looking out the window. She watched a 
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“What are we going to do with our lives?” asked Ashley. 
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homeless man digging through the dumpster by 
Mohawk, searching for cans, collecting them in a 
big black bag. Club DeVille’s crown-shaped sign 
was on. She watched the red and white lights as 
they blinked on and off, creating the illusion of 
upward motion, from the bottom of the crown to 
the top, over and over again.


