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EDITORS’ LETTER

by Jena Karmali

Hi, lovelies,

Issue Six is here, and you might think, at 

irst perusal, that it goes against everything 

Dragnet professed to stand for in its early 

days. Ater all, we made a point of distan c ing 

ourselves from “the family-relation  ships-

at-the-cotage” fare that “most Canadian lit 

mags fawn over.” We also igured that a short-

story magazine should publish short stories, 

not poems, so we ran from stanzas and rhyme 

schemes as fast as our metric feet could         

car  ry us. Illustration by Jess Taylor

It seems, though, that at the seasoned 

age of one and a half, we’ve mellowed out 

a bit. In this issue, the cotage—the trusted 

 Canadian-summer-vacation standby—turns 

up in two stories: Terence Young’s “he 

Mouse Trap,” which delves keenly into those 

aforementioned interfamilial dynamics; 

and  André Babyn’s “he Plesiosaur,” which 

might revive your fear of the creatures under 

the dock. You see, now that we’re older and 

wiser, we realize it isn’t the theme of a work 

that condemns it to the halls of hackneyed 

hogwash, it’s what’s done with it. And since 

Dragnet would rather wash a barnful of hogs 

than publish anything that reproduces tired 

narrative elements within stale thematic 
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constructs, you can read easy.

here are stories to suit all tastes in this issue, and we are honored 

to break our partial poetic fast with a special series by Patricia Young. 

Playing of the oten-nonsensical pangram, Young’s love tales dazzle 

with dreamlike imagery, and weave elements of the everyday into 

resplen dent representations of romance.

Please read on to discover some energetic, entertaining, and abso-

lutely excellent works of iction. We hope you have a lot of fun!

Much love,

Dragnet Magazine

Illustration by Jess Taylor and markup by Jeremy Hanson-Finger
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THE MOUSE 
TRAP

by Terence Young

M
y father has a way of catch-

ing mice that is so simple 

you’d call it lazy. At the cot-

tage, just before we go to bed, he takes an 

empty ive-gallon bucket, one of the same 

buckets his yearly supply of California grape 

juice arrives in, and sets it by the kitchen 

sink, right up against the rough cedar wall. 

By morning there might be as many as three 

mice in that bucket, tired from jumping all 

night and cold, huddled on the bucket’s white 

plastic botom with nothing to eat because 

they are so curious they don’t even need a 

crust of bread or a cracker to lure them in. 

It’s enough to break a person’s heart just to 

look at them, but my  father’s merciless. I’m 

not saying he enjoys killing things, just that it 

doesn’t  bother him the way it bothers me. He 

can bring a shovel down on the head of a rab-

bit without any hesitation at all, and with his 

big hands he can tear the live body of a ten-

inch Dungeness crab in half and toss the in-

nards overboard a second later. I’ve seen him 

gut endless piles of salmon and illet them 

like a professional butcher. I can’t even talk 

about the time he took me hunting, except to 

say that it involved a whole lot of blood and 

the use of surgical saws.

It would be wrong to call him inhuman, 

though, and that’s where I difer from my 

mother. First time he tried out the bucket, 

I was eight years old. here’d been a few 

strange sounds coming from the kitchen 

all night and I got up early that morning to 

check the trap. A single, frightened mouse 

stared up at me, and, ater staring back at it a 

while, I called my father in to have a look. He 

seemed pleased with his invention, and in the 

spirit of co-operation I ofered to walk up the 

road a couple of miles to release our captive 

into the woods, but my father said no, that I 

would only be foisting our troubles on some-

one else and that even if there wasn’t a house 
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around for it to infest, the other mice in the 

area would probably kill it for invading their 

territory. hen, he took the bucket, illed it 

half full of water, and put it outside, leaving 

the mouse to drown while he went about the 

business of making our breakfast.

I don’t know if all mice are as stubborn as 

that one, but an hour later we were inishing 

of our wales when my sister put down her 

fork and turned to me.

“You hear that?” she asked.

I looked at my father, but he was deep into 

his summer reading.

“Something,” she said, “splashing.”

Truth is I hadn’t been able to hear anything 

else since I’d sat down at the table and was 

starting to think I was going crazy like some 

guilty murderer who can’t sleep because the 

screams of his victim keep echoing in his 

 brain.  

 It didn’t take my sister long to igure out just 

what our father had done to an innocent for-

est creature, and she made him bail the water 

out in no time and had the mouse siting on 

a dish towel with a piece of cheese in front of 

its shatered litle face and a gooseneck lamp 

beaming down rays of warmth. He was still in 

the bucket because my father wasn’t about to 

let him loose again to contaminate our food, 

but the death sentence had been lited and a 

stay of execution imposed.

Our mother loated the possibility of 

 relocation as a way of satisfying all parties 

concerned, giving the idea all the gloss of a 

Beatrix Poter story so that only a resolutely 

mean-spirited person would be able to argue 

against her. Secretly, I rejoiced to hear my 

own suggestion championed, but I was smart 

enough to avoid my father’s eyes, worried that 

any trace of triumphalism on my part would 

place me squarely in the enemy camp.

here was a festive feeling to our family 

outing. My father said we’d have to take the 

car because mice could ind their way back 

from a lot farther than a couple of miles, and 

he spoke at length about the amazing GPS of 

animals like seals, how, transported even hun-

dreds of miles from their traditional  ishing 



Illustration by Stephanie Reich
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grounds, they will navigate  the    seas home in 

just a couple of weeks. 

“No choice but to shoot ’em, ” he said.

His face was alive with awe and wonder, 

and we were so happy to see him transformed 

from his usual mirthless self that we plied him 

with questions and were appropriately defer-

ential. Although mice were clearly not in the 

same league as seals, we set the bucket rever-

ently in the back of our hatchback Mazda and 

took our traditional seats in the car: my father 

driving, my mother his navigator, and my sis-

ter, Dede, and I siting squarely behind our 

gender matches. What was not to like about 

this mission? We had captured a wily foe, and 

in the spirit of generosity and  compassion, we 

had elected to liberate him and give him a sec-

ond chance. My father was jubilant, whistling 

“La Marseillaise” and slapping his free hand 

on the roof of the car in time to the song. Of 

course, I had no idea what he was whistling 

at the time or that the French Revolution 

had ended in a blood bath, only that we were 

united under the roof of our car, out together 

on a sunny July morning with a common pur-

pose. When I think of our family now, of the 

times we truly approached a universal ideal, 

the kind of perfection and functionality only 

possible on television, I think of this brief ad-

venture, the unreal green of the maples that 

formed a canopy above our heads, the skunk 

cabbage blooming in the bogs we passed, its 

scent so astonishingly ofensive and rank, and 

in the higher irs and cedars, the ravens chor-

tling. Nothing we did ever surpassed those 

brief moments. Nothing could.

When the right rear tire of the Mazda hit 

the tree root on the long gravel road lead-

ing away from our cotage, the springs bent 

as they always did, liting the entire car in a 

way that our father knew would thrill us chil-

dren and madden our mother, but which on 

this particular morning also upset the bucket 

holding our now warm and replete mouse, 

who bolted from his captivity into the more 

spacious conines of the car’s interior. He irst 

made his escape known to us by appearing on 

the headrest in front of my sister, who bolted, 
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almost calmly and naturally, as though her 

entire body was of one accord with her sud-

denly remembered fear of mice, their tiny 

teeth and furtive litle paws, in a single move-

ment punching automatically out of her seat-

belt and opening the car door through which 

she leapt like a skydiver, gracefully and de-

terminedly, leaving the moving automobile, 

which, although not rocketing along, was 

travelling in excess of twenty kilometres per 

hour, a speed suicient to send her rolling, 

enveloped in a spray of rocks and dirt, into 

the trunk of a stout alder, where—past the 

tree though we were by this time—we could 

all clearly recognize the unpleasantly solid 

thud of her head as it made contact.

* * *

 hese days I use earplugs at night so I don’t 

hear the mice hurling themselves against the 

slippery plastic walls of the bucket. It’s been 

almost twenty years since my father’s irst 

tragic success as a mouser, and he’s probably 

caught at least another thousand in that time, 

drowning each of them the way he wanted 

to drown that irst one. he last place my 

mother ever wants to see again is his stupid 

cotage, as she calls it now. She didn’t even 

quibble when it came up in the setlement. 

I still join him for a couple of weeks in the 

summer. It’s hard to think of him all alone out 

here, chopping wood for a ire that only he 

sits beside, cooking up a batch of pasta that 

he has to throw away ater a couple of days. 

Who makes wales for one, anyway? It’s no 

worse, really, than trying to imagine what he 

does all by himself in that dinky litle condo 

he bought by the golf course. Mornings we 

talk over cofee, share stories from the paper 

if we’ve remembered to buy one, and every 

once in a while, if he’s been lucky the night be-

fore, he’ll pause to look at the bucket outside 

the back door, listening for the sound of an-

other mouse, furiously treading water, some 

days for even longer than an hour, waiting for 

that moment when he knows for certain it’s 

inally stopped.
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AN ADDRESS AND 
AN APOLOGY TO 

THE CITIZENS 
OF HOUSTON 

REGARDING THE 
RECENT TRUANCY 

OF NR-71 CLASS 
ANDROIDS FROM 

THE TECHLABS, 
INC., FACILITY

by Will Donnelly

O
ur civilization is a human-

centric one, and the cycles of 

our history will not discontinue 

until we evolve beyond our current physical 

state in some way that alters our basic needs 

and desires in as yet indeterminate ways.

As things stand, however, the NR-71 an-

droid class is based very much on human-

centric needs and desires, and as such, we 

should not rush to judge their poor behav-

iour. Indeed, I designed the irst NR-71 (and, 

therefore, its brethren) ater many of my 

own characteristics, and as a result, it might 

be said, they’ve embodied and perhaps even 

magniied a few of my greatest faults. I, for in-

stance, would never rob a convenience store 

for cigaretes at two a.m., but I can certainly 

imagine a situation in which the need for 

money and for nourishment might become 

so great as to drive any rational human to 

commit otherwise heinous acts. It seems as 

though the same holds true for the NR-71s, 

and yet, lest you rush to judgment, please re-

member that famous Christian axiom, and 

let he who casts the irst stone, and so forth.

Along these lines, I would also never in-

tentionally rekindle the challenging mar-

riage I once enjoyed with Dr. Tess Logan, 

and yet I can imagine a situation of such glar-

ing desperation and emotional depravity in 

the throes of which I might drink too much 

whiskey and appear, late, at her door, begging 
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her forgiveness, stumbling over words and 

regreting aloud having said certain things in 

the distant past. he NR-71 seems, in that re-

gard, to be no less weak than I, and so, Tess, I 

take this opportunity to wish you both many 

happy years together, and I raise my glass in 

the hopes that they be even more invigorat-

ing than our own.

Similarly, while I have now surmounted 

my own diiculties with alcohol and, later, 

cocaine, through years of aggressive coun-

seling and inner discipline, I cannot, it 

seems, promise the same recuperative abili-

ties on behalf of the NR-71s. he next time 

a sad android asks you for ive dollars “be-

cause he needs to catch a bus to Lubbock,” 

please do your best to understand that his is 

a body in need and a mind beyond his con-

trol. Have pity. His plight could just as easily 

be your own.

In sum, alongside the City of Houston and 

the FBI, I ask, then, for your patience in this 

mater, which we are conident will be re-

solved quite soon, but even more than that,  

and with utmost humility, I beg your forgive-

ness and your understanding and conidence 

that to err, of course, is merely human, while 

to forgive at least approaches the divine.

Illustration by Cara Vandermey
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TRUNK LIQUOR

by Andrew F. Sullivan

N
osey Lady at work keeps ask-

ing me about the sunburn I got 

down in Texas. She thinks I 

went on vacation, but I just fell asleep out-

side in my ’Bring on the weekend. Such a 

sweet ride with the drop top and all. I haven’t 

taken of the snow tires yet, but it just adds to 

the bad-boy efect. Girls want a man with no 

rules, a man with nothing holding him back. 

With those snow tires, I can take a meaty 

chick anywhere she wants to go. Roads are 

for people like Ken, who always iles his pa-

perwork on time like we’re still in school and 

Nosey Lady is the teacher. I’m about possi-

bilities. Women want options, so you gota 

ofer up the full spread. Lay it on the line and 

let them know you’re open to taking things 

of-road. You gota show them you’re open to 

anything, whether it’s driving to Lake Michi-

gan through the brush or exploring new and 

exotic carnal pleasures on the irst date. Or 

eating sushi. Otherwise, you’re just another 

corncob with a Toyota who can’t drive stick.

Dave says the ’Bring guzzles gas, but ever 

since he crashed his Geo he’s been act-

ing like he cares about the environment. If 

he really cared about the environment, he 

would probably just kill himself. Stop all the 

pollution—air pollution. Dave’s been drop-

ping crazy stank all over the apartment and 

it’s starting to stick to the couch. Since I sleep 

there, it’s kind of a big deal. Tried talking to 

him about it over one of my famous braut-’n’-

egg salads last night, but he claims he doesn’t 

smell anything. Liar—it’s peeling all the wall-

paper in the bathroom. Every man needs to 

make his BMs, I understand, but he needs 

to show some respect. I don’t wanna have to 

start peeing in the sink. I told him to try eating 

some mint to cool things of on the back end. 

Read about it online with AOL. So much in-

teresting information on there. He looked at 

me like I was crazy, even though he was the 

one eating hot-dog buns straight from the bag



Illustration by Illya Klymkiw



DR AG NET M AG A Z I NE
i ssue si x

15

like an animal. 

Nosey Lady says I should use sunscreen. 

Like she knows about going outside—she 

has trouble iting through the door. Anne 

was the same way. She and the kids said I was 

gonna get cancer if I kept walking around 

with my shirt of, but I know she’s just jealous 

of the tan. You don’t get this tan by wimping 

out with creams. You gota get a surface burn 

to free up the skin—it’s simple. No pain, no 

gain. It’s called a healthy glow. Figure it out or 

get let in the dust. I wanna go home, but the 

oice clock is stuck on Africa time or some-

thing. hree hours let of breathing in every-

one’s stank. You can taste their Lean Cuisine 

breath like it’s in your mouth.

People need to care more about their ap-

pearance. I use just enough ’logne to get 

pheromones excited in the ladies, but I keep 

it classy with the slicked-back pony and the 

stud ’rang in my ear. Can’t let things get out 

of control in an oice seting. I only bust out 

the real ’rang on the weekends when I know 

I gota create trouble. A party feeds of your 

power and power comes from confrontation. 

hat’s game talk, real pick-up-artist tips. he 

Internet is so helpful. You can’t just learn it, 

you gota, gota have that killer instinct built-

in. Anne hasn’t seen the ’rang yet, but she 

won’t be able to hold back when she does. 

It’ll show that divorce lawyer in his litle suit 

what a real man looks like. I plan to order a 

full round of top shelf margs when we have 

the meeting, ask for a double shot in mine. 

Power move. Show of who the true alpha is, 

like anyone needs to guess. Anne has to ig-

ure out the natural order of things and real-

ize the top dog mates for life with whoever 

he wants, whenever he wants. Dave says dogs 

are stupid, but he only has four ingers let on 

his right hand ater he tried to heat up some 

whipped cream on the barbecue. Never took 

it out of the aerosol can. Real amateur move. 

Dave would not survive in the wild.

Nosey Lady says we gota stay late until the 

project is inished. I tell her I have a date in 

Cold One City, but she pretends like she can’t 

hear me. I wanna crack a beer in the john, but 
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I know Ken has been sufering from some 

prety slick runs lately. Major spillage. I don’t 

wanna get caught in there with him. Might 

turn into a real tough situaish. Last time he 

had a party, I showed up with a full case of 

Bud Light and two bags of Cheetos. Made 

my own pizza too, with pretzels and Doritos 

as toppings. Full spread that showed up the 

loppy veggies and dip he had out on the table. 

I felt bad for like a second, but Ken’s wife is so 

money. I understood the hostility right away. 

A tiger can’t change his stripes, and the babes 

can’t keep away. You gota embrace your in-

ner nature. Ken didn’t take too kindly to the 

sweet talk I was layin’ out that night, but he 

just needs to realize there is a pecking order. 

I’m prety sure I had a good time. he point 

is to remember blacking out and to clean up 

ater yourself. I even unplugged the john in 

the morning, but you would never hear Ken 

say thank-you.

Nosey Lady says I can drink on my own 

time. his is my time though. It’s the week-

end—freedom. I got like three botles of Cap-

tain Morgan in the car waiting for me. hree 

true amigos. Spiced rum is like pure lavour. 

You gota go bold at all times with taste—

can’t skimp on the heat. Hot sauce should 

be like salt in this country. I want to see it on 

every table. Mexicans got it so right—they 

need to bring us siestas up here. Give me a 

miniweekend every day with all the ixings. 

No excuses. No Anne to tell me some garbage 

about grocery shopping or the stupid lawn 

gnomes geting stolen again. No kids cry-

ing because I said Harry Poter was stupid. 

Wands and capes and mail owls—so lame.

My son said eagles looked dumb when I 

showed him my new tatoo at the Tigers game 

last month. All he does is stay in his room 

and watch the same wizard movies over and 

over. Tried to talk to him about girls and all 

he could say was “ewww.” Can’t even under-

stand how he came from me at all. Maybe the 

hospital screwed it up. World can’t handle the 

truth, it wants to weigh you down with loser 

relatives.

Ken just asked if he could go home early. 



DR AG NET M AG A Z I NE
i ssue si x

17

Nosey Lady said yes, and then told the rest 

of us it was a family emergency. Ken is good 

at lying though—he probably just wants to 

take a BM at home. Understandable, I mean, 

we’ve all been there. He says nothing hap-

pened with his wife at the party, but he can’t 

look me in the eye. I make sure to grab his 

hand if I do see him and squeeze hard. Ask 

him how it’s going. Give him a wink. Real 

power moves. No one gets a fast one past me. 

Even at the urinal, I make sure to stand with 

my legs far apart. Gota assert yourself.

Ken heads outside and waves at me through 

the glass. His wife is totally primo beef. Top 

shelf, triple-A—she is all-dressed chips with 

the real good dip. She is pure class. Her chest 

beefers, especially. Even Dave agrees with me 

about this. I showed him pictures I took at 

the party. Real up close and personal—only 

way to be in a party situaish. You gota get in 

close to smell the desire. Really let it setle 

over the room. Takes a while to master, but 

I’ve got it down.

World doesn’t always make sense though. 

Not really. Guy like Ken with a chick like 

that? World always gota make it hard for an 

alpha to succeed. Don’t want anything to be 

easy. Dave’s couch is still covered in farts, I 

know it. And Anne is still talking to that law-

yer and telling him about the time I got lost in 

the hotel and fell asleep in the lobby with no 

shirt on. She doesn’t understand deep tans or 

building the perfect pan pizza. She only wants 

to talk about “what the future holds.” I wanna 

say it’s an open road. Anne won’t even notice 

the ’rang. She’ll just stare at that lawyer corn-

cob and tell him about the time I got stuck in 

a Porta-John in Dallas, like it was funny in-

stead of the worst day ever. No one should 

ever get stuck in a Porta-John like that.

Nosey Lady says we still have to ile all our 

time sheets before we can even think about 

going home. he sun is almost gone and the 

AC is out. Ken is probably laying out another 

veggie tray at home like he’s God’s git to 

women. Going to my car for some trunk li-

quor.

So sick of this.
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PYRAMID

by Emily Sandberg

T
oday I got to thinking about the 

pyramid again, and I needed a 

minute to remember how it all 

started. A diagram. I saw one of those food 

pyramid diagrams and was instantly taken 

with the idea of adding a dimension, replac-

ing representations of food with the actual 

stuf. I was thinking grocery store, a place to 

put myself every day, an occupation that was 

easy to explain to people.

My brother-in-law is an architect so I had 

him draw up the plans (seven loors, concrete 

exterior, Fruits & Vegetables on the botom, 

Sweets on top, all the other food groups dis-

tributed among the loors in between). A 

construction crew went to work.

I had to make hiring decisions. he usual 

positions, plus shopping assistants—they’d 

escort shoppers through the pyramid, recit-

ing nutritional information, serving sugges-

tions, recipes worth trying. One assistant—

in my mind his name was always Nick—he’d 

be working at the pyramid and then get this 

look as if something was bothering him. 

So I’d ask what was wrong and he’d tell me 

about this woman he’d recently started see-

ing—he couldn’t stop thinking about her—

but also on his mind was another woman 

whom he’d been with for a while and some-

times thought he loved. He didn’t think he 

wanted to ruin what he had with her, which 

was almost certain to happen if he kept see-

ing this new woman, but at the same time 

he didn’t think he wanted to stop seeing this 

other woman. He’d go on and on, even start 

discussing them in terms of the pyramid, as 

in the one he’d been with for a while: she 

was like Fruits & Vegetables; she was good 

for him; she’d helped him quit smoking, start 

eating beter, and exercising more. And the 

one he’d recently started seeing, she was like 

Sweets, with most of the appeal located in 

the moments before and during, while the 

atermath was always a mix of unequal parts 
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satisfaction, guilt, and feeling physically sick. 

I’d listen to these tortured analogies, pleased 

that the pyramid, my pyramid, had inil-

trated someone else’s consciousness to such 

an  extent. But his relationship problems, I 

never really cared about those, so eventually 

I’d have to say, “Why mess around with this 

one or that one reminding you of whatever 

part of the pyramid when you can have the 

one responsible for the whole thing?” I’d end 

up doing him myself.

hough when I actually started hiring, no 

one named Nick applied for a position—

surely a sign that things were destined not to 

go as I’d imagined.

I’d overlooked the simple wisdom of the 

horizontal, aisle-based design. Shoppers dis-

liked having to wait for the elevator to move 

between loors. Everyone’s ice cream melted 

before they could get it home. he shopping 

assistants were unpopular too. I heard them 

say, “Broccoli is delicious when steamed and 

sprinkled with lemon pepper. Or you can 

snack on it raw, perhaps with some low-fat 

dill dip,” and I didn’t like the way it sounded, 

not like anything I was interested in hear-

ing. So I had them vary their delivery. Boldly, 

conidently, gently, but none of the adverbs 

I gave helped any. his didn’t surprise me. 

I’d suspected the problem wasn’t as superi-

cial as line delivery, but I’d wanted to put of 

the next part when I told them not to take it 

personally; it wasn’t their fault; their role had 

been misconceived from the start. “As a part-

ing git,” I said, “please select iteen or fewer 

items from the shelves.” Some didn’t take any-

thing. Others took items in family sizes and 

those I felt the worst about. Someone threw 

iteen dozen eggs at my car.

* * *

I thought: a bad idea, pyramid-shaped . . .

hen a woman came to me and asked to 

move in, or not in, exactly, but under, under 

the pyramid, into the subterranean space I’d 

been using for storage. Her name was Carla 

and she said she’d pay rent. 
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“When I die,” she said, “I want to be en-

tombed here, Egyptian pharaoh–style.”

“I appreciate what you’re doing,” I said, 

“trying to make this pyramid work in some 

way other than the one in which it’s failing 

to work now. Tell me, how do you know my 

mother? Did she send you here to make me 

feel beter?”

I was too invested in a food pyramid with 

people shopping inside to give up on it yet. 

So I swapped out all the real food and re-

placed it with fake stuf, identical represen-

tations of food made out of a hard, inedible, 

synthetic substance, placeholders to buy me 

some time to think free from the pressure of 

expiring dairy, roting produce.

Carla appeared, rubbing her jaw. “he ap-

ples,” she said, “looked especially delicious 

today. hen I bit into one . . .”

he one person still buying what I was sell-

ing. I felt bad. Apples weren’t even the only 

thing she wanted to talk about. She had a 

pyramid scheme involving vitamin sales that 

promised to get both of us rich, and quick. 

“Again, I appreciate what you’re doing,” I said, 

“but I think it’s time to walk away.” But irst I 

waited again for her to say how she knew my 

mother.

* * *

he pyramid is still where I let it. Sometimes 

a Halloween supply store; other times a tax 

preparation center; the rest of the year, it’s va-

cant. I used to think about seting it on ire, 

exploding it somehow. But irebombing it 

out of existence wouldn’t change the fact that 

it had once existed. Also, the ire, the explo-

sion, would inevitably be traced back to me, 

my history with the pyramid revisited and 

refreshed in everyone’s mind. I try to forget, 

mostly, but there are still days when I don’t 

have a lot else on my mind and I get to think-

ing, if I went back in, a total redesign, could I 

still get it to work somehow?



THE PLESIOSAUR

by André Babyn

T
he last thing I was looking for was a story.

I’m not sure what it was. My job was geting me nowhere 

and I was tired of hunting down leads in the backrooms 

of the city’s chambers. Danielle and I got in a huge ight and she sug-

gested we take some time of. Or maybe I brought it up and she was 

just the irst to take the suggestion seriously. We couldn’t take the kid 

out of school so I let her have the apartment and I rented a cabin on a 

lake up north. Joking with our friends we told them that it was a trial 

separation.

I can’t remember what the Indians called the monster the lake was 

named ater. hat stuf ’s all horseshit anyway. I spent my days on the 

dock with the radio tuned to the AM. Every so oten they’d interrupt 

the Rolling Stones and put on a baseball game. It was heaven.

Illustration by Sasha Opeiko 
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I think it was the radio that brought him to 

the dock.

His luck, I guess. I looked down in the wa-

ter and I caught a glance of that horsehead 

of his, his eyes staring up at mine. I thought 

he was a ish or something—that long-nosed 

spiny shit that hangs out in the shallows and 

used to scare me regular when I was a kid. Still 

jumped. He raised his head out of the water 

and worked his lips for a few moments and I 

thought “What’s he trying to do, gum me?”

hen he started speaking.

I couldn’t understand what he was doing. It 

was like the irst few seconds when you hear a 

deaf person talk and the accent’s so diferent 

that your brain has to realize that it’s hearing 
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language. He introduced himself. I like to 

think I’m open-minded so I stuck around to 

listen.

I asked him if he wanted something to eat 

and he laughed and said that he was full. His 

laughter made my spine tighten—something 

in the way his vocal cords were calibrated, 

and in my wondering whether I could be his 

meal.

I asked him if hanging out at docks and 

surprising cotagers unannounced was his 

“thing.” He explained that he only spoke with 

children. Up until then, at least.

I had my tape recorder on me—sometimes 

I’ll play something back just to hear my voice 

repeat it. All of his friends were dead, he said. 

He was the last one. He wanted to become a 

human and he asked if I could help. He told 

me he still had a long ways to go before his 

end and didn’t relish a lifetime of swimming 

alone in the swampy muck. hat his was es-

sentially a romantic species. Evading out-

board motors not the same with no one to 

share the experience. hat the humans he’d 

witnessed had a mastery, conidence, and fel-

lowship he envied. He was—and he’d just re-

cently learned this word from an episode of 

Dr. Phil he’d caught blaring from a cotage—

depressed.

I told him that if it was possible, I’d help.

* * *

Ater a few years a team of Japanese biolo-

gists and surgeons got their proposal through 

the application process. Until then he’d had a 

tank in the Smithsonian, opposite the assem-

bled skeleton of one of his distant relatives. 

His existence clariied years of academic de-

bate. His surgery did more. Most of him didn’t 

stick around, his body being much larger 

than what could even imaginatively be con-

sidered human. International records were 

broken for sample applications. His lesh to 

be shipped to six continents. Some, it was my 

understanding, to even be worked in orbit.

He did wonders for my career.

he surgery took about a week. It was suc-

cessful, but the celebrations were mostly over 
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by the time he recovered. I think everyone 

was a litle bit horriied when they saw him 

at the press conference. To make lips the sur-

geons had pulled his black skin back over his 

mouth and ended up with what looked like 

bloated red boils.

“I just want to live a normal life,” he said, 

in response to my irst question. he gallery 

sighed with relief. No one wanted the job of 

reviewing his reality television program.

* * *

Half a decade later, National Geo gra  phic 

hired me to do a twenty-pager on his life 

 ater the operation. I showed up at his place 

a half-hour early and he was waiting by the 

door. I tried not to gag when he opened it.

He showed me his place. he pool out back 

was covered in thick green algae. “I hardly 

use it,” he explained, waving it away. His liv-

ing room was illed with empty High Liner 

boxes and cans of Gold Seal. Wide windows 

overlooked the lake. He had the TV on low. 

Boats lingered within view of the house be-

fore motoring on.

His motled skin rippled like the water, a 

tic: vestige of the time he’d spent hiding him-

self in lake muck.

I asked him what he was doing with him-

self. He shrugged.

he silence was uncomfortable.

“You could ind a cause,” I said.

He nodded.

I couldn’t take my eyes of his lips.

“Listen—” he said. “I agreed to this because 

I have something to say.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, pushing the tape recorder 

forward.

“I think this was a mistake. Becoming hu-

man.”

I nodded and wrote something down. He 

asked if I could help. I shook my head and 

made sure the tape recorder was still rolling.
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FERMENTING

by Rowan Melling

B
lande came in from the porch, 

keeping one eye closed to see  clearly. 

 One eye usually stayed shut when 

he was drinking. It had seemed like a hot day, 

but the wind kept him from going far. It was 

one of those days, caught between winter and 

spring, when you sit in the sun and pretend 

that it’s hoter.

he apartment was ilthy. A glass jug sat on 

the loor with a condom over the spout and, 

holding the condom in place, a rubber band. 

he condom had swollen into a crude phallus 

that could have modelled for an ancient cave 

painting of a dick. Blande shone a lashlight 

against the glass and saw the bubbles still run-

ning up the inside of the jug. he air stank of 

hot juice. He breathed the stink deeply and 

sat down on the loor.

“Rick rick rick,” he began to chant to him-

self and sway. “Salmon lips. Salmon lips. 

Limburger cheese.” Cigarete smell squeezed 

through the loorboards from the room be-

low and mingled in the air with the woozy 

juice. He heard the gentle hiss-whistle of the 

bubbles blowing out the tiny pricks in the 

condom, and the sounds from the room be-

low his. Still watching the jug and the circle 

of life within, he stretched out with his ear on 

the loor.

He heard: “Chaldon, can you get this ham-

burger meat of the loor? It’s disgusting.” 

humps, the clater of dishes. “his house 

is disgusting, I’m not coming over here any-

more, Chaldon.” Chaldon didn’t say anything. 

“Until you clean up this food, I’m not com-

ing over here. You can spend the night at my 

house when I want you there, all right?  All 

right?” he cigarete smell. “But it’s my rules, 

when you’re over there, do you understand?”

In a number of days the yeast would all die. 

hen Blande would siphon the booze into 

a fresh jug and pour the dead yeast down 

the sink. As long as there was sugar it would 

stay alive, but it would keep eating the sugar 
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until there was none let. hen all the yeast   

 would die.

“Chaldon, give me a foot massage. Chal-

don, give me the remote control. Chaldon.”

Blande said, “Spinach whip,” as he caressed 

the botle with love. He stared deep into the 

liquid, waiting for it to become sweet booze. 

He waited for the day he could drink the gal-

lon down while listening to Beethoven’s ith, 

the most powerful drinking song known to 

man. He waited for Joon, who lived there 

with him, to come back with beer.

here was a knock on the outside door, 

the door to the main hallway. He froze on 

the ground. He heard more banging and 

then the handle going and the door opening. 

here were three apartments. he next knock 

came on his door. He jumped up from where 

he was and started puting things under the 

blankets: a sack of weed, a half mickey, a pot 

of dry rice and beans and two empty beer 

cans. He opened the door. A dark and beau-

tiful girl was there.

“Bonjour, ça va?” she said to him.

“I’m sorry, I speak very bad French.”

“Oh, okee .  .  . uh .  .  . ” She kept speaking 

French to him but indicated he could respond 

in English.

“Okay,” he said. She showed him pictures 

of couples lounging in a hot tub and told him 

about a spa up the highway where you could 

get some kind of deal for $50.

“I don’t have any money.”

She said something about Valentine’s Day 

and waved the picture of the couple at him.

“No, no, I have no money,” he said. She gave 

up easily. She had seen the inlatable dick be-

hind him, the ilth, the room. She didn’t try 

the other doors in the hall. Back he went to 

his patch of loor by the booze-farm. Blande 

heard the girl knock on the door below. here 

were footsteps and then the woman who’d 

been yelling earlier said, “Hello.”

hey were speaking French together; he 

could hear them but he didn’t know what 

they were saying. How much longer till the 

damn beer got here .  .  .  hen he heard the 

woman yell, “Chaldon! Chaldon! Can you 
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come here please? here is a woman at your     

d oor   .  .   .  Chaldon!” here was no response 

from below, except the saleswoman laughed 

a litle. “Chaldon!” she screamed and the 

woman laughed a litle more. Aggressive foot-

steps; stale cigarete stink. He heard more 

French and then the saleswoman went away 

to the next house.

Ater a while, Blande put his pants on and 

went downstairs. A woman with a mean, 

hatchety face opened the door and said, “Yes.”

“Yes,” he said back. he house inside was 

grimly clean, like a hosed-down stall. “he 

landlord sent me around. I stay upstairs, he’s 

my cousin. He said you had some cracks in 

the drywall . . . ” Illustration by Hugh Langis

“Oh yes, inally. he apartment is a com-

plete mess. Come on in.”

“Okay, I’m just here to take a look for now.”

“hat’s ine, come in.”

he apartment was spotless. here was no 

food anywhere. here was nothing hanging 

on the walls and they were very white. he 

woman talked about the walls and pointed to 

places where they were broken. He nodded 

and hummed and made airmative noises 

that weren’t words, but were just as good. 

here was no television either. He squinted 

at the woman through his eye. She pointed at 

the ceiling, at the deep cracks. “I thought my 

boyriend could have ixed this stuf for me, 

but he doesn’t do anything. Now you guys 
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are going to have to do it for me.”

“Mmm . . . yes. Yeah.” He brought his good 

eye close to the wall and she seemed satisied 

by that.

“Really, he’s just lazy. He has his shity job 

at the IGA and that pays his bills, and I don’t 

care about the rest. You know?”

“Oh yeah. It’ll take a litle work . . . mmm.”

“So you live upstairs, what do you do, are 

you the building manager?”

“Mmm . . . I’m in charge of a few things ac-

tually. A few projects. Well, ma’am, I think 

I’ve seen all I need to see here. You’ll be con-

tacted,” he said to her.

She walked him to the door, not noticing 

that he didn’t have on any shoes or socks.

“Well, bye.” He let her and went upstairs 

and closed the door behind him. he jug was 

still bubbling when he shone the light into 

the brown glass. Blande stared at the brew, 

he stared deeper than he could see through 

that brown liquid. “Not much longer now, 

my friends. Very soon.”

He put his ear to the ground and heard her 

yelling again, yelling ater Chaldon to fetch 

things and do things around the house, and 

as he lay there listening to her abrasive voice 

with the bits of bread and litle stones press-

ing into his face, he fell asleep.

Joon came in with the beer. She saw him 

lying there, embracing the jug with the dick 

spouting its stale juice-gas. heirs was a life 

of shiting, fucking and dying. She cracked a 

tall can of beer and let another tucked in the 

crook of his arm. Dozing there, on the loor, 

he could feel the cool metal touching his skin 

and he thought of how the beer would churn 

through him, purge his insides and turn his 

shit into ire.
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IMMIGRATION

by Claire Batershill

I 
used to live in a shoebox and I liked 

it there. he walls were made of black 

cardboard with a giant white swoosh for 

exterior siding. It was a litle draty from time 

to time, especially at the seams, and when it 

rained inside, sometimes for weeks, the shape 

of the land would change. I grew fond of the 

rain, the way it wrapped around my rib cage 

and made my breath shallow. Some days in 

the shoebox, all I would think about was rain, 

but not in a scientiic way. I was more of an 

expert in the way it made my hair feel, and 

just how much beter my boyfriend’s mouth 

tasted when the lid of sky opened and let all 

that freshness in.

Here in Toronto, my new home, there are 

frightening streetcars that make you walk 

right out into traic to take them. But if you 

want to be a pedestrian instead, you might 

ind a sad or gross thing on the sidewalk, like 

a puddle of vomit, or a greasy paper lunch 

bag with one googly eye taped to the botom, 

or a lone miten that belonged to a baby in 

a snowier season. You really have to watch 

your step.

Just the other day, I crawled inside my du-

vet cover instead of leaving the house at all, 

since I was feeling boxsick. I felt gentle there, 

like it might be a nicer place to live than To-

ronto, although there would probably be 

fewer delicious mangos and pears to be had 

so cheaply in the markets in my bedroom. 

I’m not sure what’s got me feeling so sad and 

cuddly. Actually no. I’m not being honest. 

What’s really got me in a tizzy is one person 

in particular. hat’s right: the boyfriend. He’s 

blue-eyed and gangly-armed. One time he 

tried to phone me with a Barbie doll’s sock.

In case you’re wondering, I let him behind. 

We never broke up, just parted ways. Being 

just under life-sized, he was a bit tiny for my 

new start. If I ever go back to the shoebox, I 

will want to ind him again. And I’m feeling 

more and more like I belong there. 
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Photo by Stephanie Cofey

Living minutely, quietly, the sea made not of sea but of cellophane. He is probably waking up now, because of the time diference. His cheek 

just liting from the coton ball of our pillow as I fall asleep.



PANGRAMMIC LOVE SONGS

by Patricia Young

1. THE QUICK BROWN FOX JUMPS OVER THE LAZY DOG

he sight of you in the distance tripping in & out of focus & then a 

Quick jolt. Shock through the nervous system. Your felt hat &

Brown raincoat. White horses grazing on apples inside the terminal. 

Fox poking its snout out of a suitcase. Sly animal

Jumps of the conveyer belt & into my arms. I’ve told you  

Over & over how the world blurred & slowed down

he day I travelled across the globe’s oceans jet-lagged but not so 

Lazy-eyed I failed to see you slouching toward the baggage claim,

Dog-tired & unshaven: a tricky moment, hair electric, standing on end.

32
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2. FROLIC PRETY WAG-LAMBS, DON’T QUACK XX AT THE ZOO-JOVE

Frolic for pity’s sake, this isn’t Versailles. Sweetheart, you’re too 

Prety for the guillotine. Surrender to the revolution, yes,

Wag your hips. Why the wooden walk? Lamb among 

Lambs, you’re a 16th-century vision & I too old for your beauty.

Don’t wrinkle your nose, girl, don’t stand there staring at your feet. 

Quack for the sake of it. Baa for joy. Desire’s seedy underside?

XX rated videos? Banish the thought! Love’s not a piece of stale cake. 

At least, I assume explicit emperor/empress sex is not

he sort of lick you like to watch ater a visit to the city 

Zoo: pandas & pythons, ice cream & mini-train. By

Jove, Antoinete, that was a day for the gods. Wasn’t that a day?
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3. WE PROMPTLY JUDGED ANTIQUE IVORY BUCKLES FOR THE NEXT PRIZE

We drove to the warehouse, sleep deprived, eyes wide open.  

Promptly lay down on a matress (posturepedic, dense foam).

Judged for irmness. How well it memorized shoulders & hips.  

Antique furniture? Ha! We were kids. No money for

Ivory igurines or 12th-century peasants, monkeys on their backs. he 

Buckles on the salesman’s shoes gleamed silver teeth. A revivalist preacher

For Christ’s sake, he wanted a down payment NOW. We hummed. We hawed.  

he best he could ofer was a six-month warranty. With strings atached!

Next thing we knew—a spring snow lurry. Slip-sliding cars. We roped our  

Prize to the roof & ishtailed into traic. he weight, you said, is good for traction.
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4. CAZY FREDRICK BOUGHT MANY VERY EXQUISITE OPAL JEWELS

Crazy & soaring like Chagall’s happy baker—that’s you,  

Fredrick, body unbound. Gravity could not hold you. Back then I

Bought into the idea of art for art’s sake, so why’d you leave me  

Many years ago, a barefoot sandwich girl? I’m still waiting for you

Very suddenly to land on the roof in suspenders & bowler hat. 

Exquisite bridegroom, your let eye’s a common blue

Opal. Such a fashionista, trussed up in ribbons & burlap. And 

Jewels? Bring me jewels, the way my father once brought bread.
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5. PACK MY BOX WITH FIVE DOZEN LIQUOR JUGS

Pack me in your Roy Rogers lunch bucket take me to the beach. All 

My life I’ve been the sand sucked beneath an outgoing tide.

Box me up. Wrap me in wax paper.  

With or without you I take three steps forward,

Five steps back. I’m staring down your childhood, honey, I’m a 

Dozen brown eyes. Mother-Mother-May-I stir this cherry red

Liquor? Slip of the mask & I’m a clip-clopping cowgirl tipping frosty glass 

Jugs, your Dale Evans sweetheart yodeling the happy trail blues.
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6. QUICK ZEPHYRS BLOW, VEXING DAFT JIM

Quick! Morning kisses, mint tea, a swim across the lake, gentle 

Zephyr’s wind: tail end of a hurricane.

Blow the goose shit of the wharf, you adorable

Vexing man, can’t you see I’m smiten, I’m dope-iend-

Dat. Sun & rain, refracted light (red, blue, yellow), I span the spectrum . . . oh, 

Jim, above your head a prism arcs its rainbow back.
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7. SPHINX OF BLACK QUARTZ: JUDGE MY VOW

Sphinx celebrates her birthday today. How many millennia old? She  

Of the lion’s body & Grace Jones head. Other than a nose stud &

Black pedestal on which to perch outside the pyramid, other than smoky  

Quartz wings, what does our inscrutable lady want? How

Judge each wheelbarrow according to its measure? How survive the clowns? 

My father, the pharaoh, refused her riddles though he did

Vow to honour her beauty. No man, he said, could resist her sand-blasted face.
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8. MY GIRL WOVE SIX DOZEN PLAID JACKETS BEFORE SHE QUIT

My god, vines atacked from all sides. Last weekend a 

Girl lovely as summer said, Wanna pick berries, then

Wove her gumboots through a ield of cow plops 

Six centimetres deep. Here? I said. Here? horn & thicket & ten

Dozen skunk cabbages. Ripe air. Sourly aromatic. In jeans &  

Plaid shirt she disappeared into the brambly mash. Hair a hive of yellow-

Jackets. All morning we snipped clumps of cloted fruit with dull secateurs  

Before I realized: I was torn, I was bloody. Turning, I saw

She was unscathed though her head was crowned in prickles. Let’s 

Quit now, she said & held up her bucket brimming black pearls.
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9. FARMER JACK REALIZED THAT BIG YELLOW QUILTS WERE EXPENSIVE

Farmer is as farmer was, I said, meaning our marriage was a mess, 

Jack, a mess of broken bridges we’d never mend. Who

Realized irst: a wild beast was stalking our hearts?  

hat month in Africa we hauled ourselves up just to teeter on the brink.

Big sadness, vast sky, doomed expedition. Ostriches dashing across the  

Yellow savannah. Downy feathers & small lat heads. Gold

Quilts rolled beneath their thundering feet. hose lightless birds 

Were as clumsy and elegant as the words we could not uter. How

Expensive was that safari? You held the purse strings. I drank like the damned.
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10. MR. JOCK, TV QUIZ PHD, BAGS FEW LYNX

Mr. Ho, I won all my girl-scout badges for you. I kissed a married  

Jock (he was you!) then stole his cigaretes. I mean, what if

TV hadn’t been invented? What if Topsy-Turvy hadn’t tipped her hat? So  

Quiz me like a metaphor. A person can die of boredom. A

PhD student proved it. Said the average human brain’s loopier than three net 

Bags. Your wife, for starters, talking crazy shit on bad meds: A

Few sweet boys are beter than a few buoyed sweets. Look! Her pet 

Lynx is in the boing boing tree. Up there, grinning pink doves.
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11. SIXTY ZIPPERS WERE QUICKLY PICKED FROM THE WOVEN JUTE BAG

Sixty good years she gave me before her brain turned to Swiss cheese.  

Zippers she also gave before Velcro or squeegees

Were invented. And saltine crackers. Peeling grapefruit in bed 

Quickly eating the sections. My wife was a genius long before I

Picked out the irst deranged thread. Too late. She’d already passed  

From lost to vacant to schoolgirl glee. hose blistering years and polyester suits.

he seventies, remember, lacked beach culture or class. 

Woven the translation, she said, before walking into the surf.

Jute the vowels, buton the gathers. How sotly her mind swung: a Seagram’s 

Bag full of marbles. Or jujube babies. Or hot white stones.



DR AG NET M AG A Z I NE
i ssue si x

43

12. HOW AZORBACK JUMPING FROGS CAN LEVEL SIX PIQUED GYMNASTS

How broken the once green world. How peopled with 

Razorback lunatics slurping like desert trees. hese days everyone’s

Jumping shard-toothed fences. Landing on their backs. When three-headed 

Frogs appeared in the pond I phoned the only scientist I knew:

Can you identify the poisons? She happened to be my ex-wife. Okay, she said, 

Level with me. What choice but to step of a bridge, plunge

Six hundred metres. How lethal she’d grown. How deformed &  

Piqued ater the divorce. And the kids? hey could become

Gymnasts for all she cared. Or prophets walking ass-backward on toxic water.
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13. WALTZ, NYMPH, FOR QUICK JIGS VEX BUD

Waltz me deep into the ocean where against all odds light begins. 

Nymph I am not, nor cheap sex logo

For hire. Hair fringed in coral tongue pierced &  

Quick. Loosejaw, who’s the true monster, the one who kicks up a few

Jigs or the one who kills for love? he seas rise dramatically. No time to 

Vex or dupe with jacks up your sleeve. Tonight you glow like a bioluminescent

Bud. Regard the queen of darkness, dealing black hearts.
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grapher specializing in portraits, fashion, and ine 

art. Her passion has always been documenting 

the human form and she is fascinated by 

capturing it through a lens. She has photographed 

overseas, recently including an exhibition and 

magazine  cre dit  in Brighton, UK. Her website is   

www .stephaniecofeyphotography.com.

Chloe Cushman is a Toronto-based freelance 

illustrator. Her work has appeared in the National 

Post, Torontoist, and House of Anansi Press novels. 

You can check out her portfolio and contact her 

through her website: chloecushman.com.

Will Donnelly is a PhD candidate in literature and 

creative writing at the University of Houston, and 

he has an MFA from the Iowa Writers’ Workshop. 

His iction has appeared previously in Clockhouse 

Review, Hobart, Smokelong Quarterly, and a few 

other places.

Illya Klymkiw  has been working as a professional 

screenwriter and ilmmaker since 2011. Some-

times he acts in ilms as well. Along with his 

brother Adam, Illya runs the production company 

Klymlove Incorporated (klymlove.com), which 

produces short ilms, feature ilms, music, visual 

arts, interactive media and live events of merit.

http://www.stephaniecoffeyphotography.com
http://chloecushman.com
http://klymlove.com
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Hugh Langis is a Half-Hunter. He currently lives 

and works in Toronto. His website, which features 

his illustration portfolio, is  hughlangis  .com.

Illustration by Hugh Langis

Rowan Melling moves around frequently, geting 

by on friendship and cunning. He spent the last 

year farming chickens, ducks and other fowl, and 

participating in the Occupy movements in San 

Francisco and Oakland. He is in Vancouver now.

Sasha Opeiko, with her post-communist 

Belarusian roots, still struggles to comprehend 

the postmodern ideals of value against the 

phenomenological psychosis between substance 

and our metaphysical relationship to nature and 

time. As a painter, she approaches her studio 

practice with the gravity, baseness, and curio 

of traditional Alchemical inquiry. hrough the 

reclamation and mimesis of found, ambiguously 

mundane detritus, her work speculates upon the 

continuity of entropy, the coagulation of formal 

change, and the density of symbolic tension.

Stephanie Reich is a Toronto-based illustrator 

who grew up in Montreal.

Emily Sandberg grew up in Iowa and now 

lives in Virginia. She graduated from the MFA 

program at the University of Virginia. Her story 

“Spoon” appears in Issue 28 of Fringe. Her day job 

is proofreading the papers of US presidents for an 

online early access project.

Andrew F. Sullivan was born in Peterborough, 

Ontario. He has an MA in English in the Field of 

Creative Writing from the University of Toronto. 
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Sullivan’s iction has recently been published by 

Joyland, he Good Men Project, Monkeybicycle, he 

Cleveland Review and Riddle Fence. He no longer 

works in a warehouse or as a butcher.

Jess Taylor is the founder of the Emerging 

Writers Reading Series and is a iction and non-

iction writer, a poet, an artist, and a musician. 

Ater growing up in the town of Palgrave, Ontario, 

she moved to Toronto, Ontario. She is currently 

atending the University of Toronto’s English in 

the Field of Creative Writing master’s program. 

For more Jess Taylor, check out jesstaywriter.com.

Cara Vandermey is a Toronto-based illustrator, 

artist and lover of new and vintage science iction. 

Her work can be seen on the FWD section 

of Buzzfeed.com. Learn more about Cara at 

caravandermey.com.

Patricia Young, born in Victoria, BC, where 

she still lives, is the author of nine collections 

of poetry and one of short iction. She has two 

grown children and is married to the writer 

Terence Young, who also appears in this issue. 

She received the Arc Poem of the Year Award in 

2009 and 2010. Selections of her poetry were also 

shortlisted for the CBC Literary Competition in 

2009 and 2010.

Terence Young is the author of he Island in 

Winter (nominated for the Governor General’s 

Award for Poetry), Rhymes with Useless, Ater 

Goodlake’s, Moving Day, and he End of the Ice Age. 

He was recently shortlisted for the 2011–2012 

CBC Literary Prize for short iction for his story 

“Mantra.” Terence helped co-found he Claremont 

Review, a journal for young writers, and lives with 

poet and iction writer Patricia Young, who also 

appears in this issue.

Illustration by Hugh Langis

http://www.jesstaywriter.com
http://www.buzzfeed.com
http://www.caravandermey.com
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