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sends prayers into the sky to hope to have a daughter who knows 

her place, that doesn’t reach too far or aim too big. So in my dreams, 

I reach up towards the sky and pluck down the first star in a sea of 

darkness, and swallow it whole. Then came the moon, Mars, Venus, 

and the rest of the planets. I ate and ate until the light scorched the tips 

of my fingers, seared the edges of my lips, and fried me from the inside 

out.

I don’t know how to tell my mother that I want to consume the 

whole world. That I am hungry for more than the moon and the stars. 

I don’t know how to tell her because I know she just might try to give 

it to me, and I know that she can’t. I know that as skilled as she is at 

making rice and frying plantains, she cannot boil the stars and feed 

me my dreams to make me feel whole. I know that she doesn’t see me 

cry and ache over being hungry for the world. I know if she did, she 

would try to give it to me. My mother would break herself backward 

to feed me the whole galaxy if that meant I could be full.

I don’t know how to tell my mother that I am hungry.

I don’t know how to tell my mother that I am hungry when she has 

given me everything to eat.

With withered fingertips and calloused palms, she prepares a feast 

in my name. A mere dining room is transformed into a grand banquet. 

A full course buffet for me to gorge on breakfast, lunch, dinner, 

and even dessert. Yet, still after devouring entrees and appetizers, a 

tumultuous grumble continues to roar from inside of me. She tells me 

that I have a gaping hole for a stomach, and I don’t think she’s wrong. 

I have tried filling it over the years with all things meant to make me 

feel whole but settled on silent starvation because, maybe, this is how I 

am meant to walk through the world.

Hungry, and empty.

My mother mashes lost parts of her life and spoon feeds me the 

fragments of a former future. For quite some time I tried to fill the void 

in me, devouring the failed dreams and aspirations of a life that never 

belonged to me. I’ve chewed on desires and swallowed achievements 

hoping to be satiated. Yet, my insides continue to churn and rumble 

for something more fulfilling.

At night, disharmonious prayers echo in the place of fading gospel 

hymns. Foreign tongues whisper psalms into the glittering night sky 

promising to satiate my hunger for faith and filial piety. My family 

Darlene Antoine

The Girl Who Wanted to Eat 
The Stars
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I bled today. She bled today.  
we won’t stop bleeding forever. 
we think after a week it’s gone  
but it just visits our mothers, our sisters,  
our daughters, and our friends and then  
returns back to us.  
we bleed unexpectedly  
so, a pad isn’t always there. 

It’s not always there to catch the blood  
of a 12-year girl sitting in a classroom  
as blood drips in her cinderella panties,  
the blood of an 11-year-old girl being 
raped as blood drips down on her 
cinderella sheets. 
 
the blood of a woman that’s six 
months pregnant, as blood trail  
down her thighs before labor 
rather it be maxi, or always  
pad or person nothing 
is strong enough to  
carry our blood. 

I bled today. She bled today. 
women never stop bleeding. 
so much blood sheds and  
yet we never die, but live  
while carrying life inside of us

Shaya Israel

More than Menstruation 

Waves in the water become bodies 
those bodies travel from the North 
and the South. They reach land and 
hide in the sand

We walk on them every day and never
say sorry. The castles kids build 
are from their ashes 

The sun and the moon pull their bodies
to shore, creating mixed tides. 
Their blood circle around our ankles 
when we go walking in the water 

Remember that bodies replaced leaves
they hung with no water and sunlight
they dangled like your Christmas bells
and fell hard like acorns 

Their blood never dries, but fertilize trees
their souls buried under the soil 
we take pictures by trees, capturing 
captured people. We hide their DNA 
with our hand, finding that right pose 

We get shade from their bodies 
we touch all over them picking for 
that ripe fruit. We forget that they 
are also strange fruit 

Shaya Israel

Buried in Nature 

C O A S T L I N E S     8
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I. Inception
Behind vesuvianite eyes flourishes a promised land
Rife with a lushness rivaling that of Eden, where there dawns a great
luminescence;
Kaleidoscopic in its dazzling glory, venous in the way it courses
through the body. 

II. Revolution
From puissant oakwood buds crimson fruit, tangled in wire and
thread, jolting fingers into movement.
Weave webs of rainbow like clockwork, until the colors blur together
into one unintelligible mush
Of ochre hivemind. Earthward these steam-driven vessels sail,
engulfing the cosmos as they go.

III. Extinction
By way of steering winds comes the flight of ashes, the silent ululation
of the mind’s final cessation.
Those consumed by vapor and gray no longer stand chances against a
death of uninspiration,
For where crushing concrete paves the way, blossoming verbenas
suffocate underneath.

Natalya Betancourt-Castro

Technological Anthropocene

Yes, I can fit my mother shoes 
but I can’t tie the strings she tied
how she tied them without bending
not bending her back for nobody but 
her children. 

Yes, I can fit my mother shoes
but her soles are much blacker than mine
they walked on rocks and dirt 
and me, I run and play in puddles 
no man there to give her the support she needed
no souls tied to her heart  

Yes, I can fit my mother shoes 
but she wore them out , they aged 
just like she has
they have nowhere new to go
they’re not comfortable on my feet 
 
Yes, I can fit my mother shoes 
but It doesn’t make me her 
our footsteps are not the same
she paved the way for her 6 children 
and now she can rest  

Shaya Israel

My Mother’s Shoes
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He doesn’t remember it as clearly as he did when it had happened, 

but he’s urged to speak, and so he starts from the beginning. Like 

most tragedies, his began with neglect. He didn’t try to, it just sort 

of happened. An “I’ll do it later” here, a “Can we talk about this 

tomorrow?” there, and suddenly, both his kids were eight and his wife 

would barely look at him. That made him angry. He’d consider himself 

a pretty good guy. A little flabbier than he used to be—a little less of 

a looker—but still. A Good Guy. A guy who made mistakes, sure, but 

who doesn’t make mistakes?

He realizes he’s getting off track. He takes a deep breath, shudders 

a bit. And then he poses a question: “Who likes television?” It’s 

rhetorical, and he knows it. But he answers it anyway.

“Television killed my marriage.” 

He knows it’s surprising, he knows it’s a bold thing to say. Maybe it 

shifts the blame off of him for acting how he did. But he felt hopeless. 

All those hot, attractive babes that they put on TV—you know, those 

girls on the news channels, the reality TV shows. It’s not his fault. It’s 

not his fault his wife couldn’t compare to their blonde bustiness, their 

blinding smiles absolutely radiating feminine energy. It’s not his fault 

she didn’t recognize he was trying, that TV was the only way for him 

to relax from her constant nagging and belittling. TV was the only way 

for him to get off behind his wife’s back, yes, but that was different. He 

Macie Krumenacker

Television Killed My Marriage

Clickclackclickclackclickclackclickclackclickclackclickclack.
Have you ever heard thoroughbred hooves tapdance? Charge your
way
Through this cluttered whorehouse of a mind, where velveteen harlots
Slink around, bat their eyes, lure one in with the song of a siren: a
melody
Much like the rumbling of stampeding stallions, harmonization turned
cacophony.
What starts slow and steady ends with the screeching of one
ensanguined encephalon,
And out it cries, it begs, it screams and throbs and retches until Hell’s
gates thrust open and
Out our Lord of Lust waltzes, hand in hand with the detonative
delusions 
From which derives this convulsing perception of the world.

Natalya Betancourt-Castro

Ode to Obsession

C O A S T L I N E S     1 3
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Are you tired of not feeling like you used to? the narrator pointedly asked. 

Don’t you want to make her happy?

Yes, he said. I do feel that way. My wife doesn’t appreciate me or 

my manhood. 

Well, call this number with this special TV offer and get your first bottle 

of T-PILL for only $19.95, plus shipping and handling! 

He was enthralled. God is actually looking after him, he smiled—

hurry, while this offer lasts!—and went to pause the screen so he could 

just call the number—

bzzt

—but he missed. The stupid remote buttons are too close together 

and he hit the wrong one. Fuck, he thought. Which channel was it 

again? And he was almost going to turn it back—really, he was. His 

finger was hovering over that “last” button. 

But something stopped him. 

Like most tragedies, his began with an accident. He shouldn’t have 

pressed that button. He doesn’t even really remember what button 

he pressed for sure. But he knows now it was a mistake. The biggest 

mistake he made that night, besides trusting his wife to get him up. 

He’s being facetious and he knows it, but that doesn’t change what 

happened—he didn’t turn the channel back to the hot babe he had 

waiting for him. 

No, what was on the screen now piqued his interest more than 

getting off. Written in comically large 90’s-style print were the words: 

“Ask Anything!” In the background was the sound of TV static, but 

not in a kind of drowned-out quiet way, but in the way that signified 

wasn’t to blame for that, remember? That was the television provider’s 

fault.

When she finally found out what he was doing, she stopped 

speaking to him entirely. With that, their bedroom died. She wouldn’t 

touch him or give him any affection at all, which only perpetuated the 

cycle that she wanted him to break. 

One particular night—the night it happened—she actually 

initiated it with him after months of ”no” contact. And he was 

thrilled, of course. He thought she was finally coming around, finally 

understanding of all his contributions to the family he was never 

around and his needs thereof. But he couldn’t get there. He couldn’t 

please her. She suggested in a fit of anger that he had a problem down 

there. That his manhood was broken. That God was finally punishing 

him for being unfaithful to her. This, she said indignantly, was divine 

retribution. Her words sent him spiraling into a rage he had never felt 

before and it ended with his banishment to the couch. 

Fine then, he remembers thinking. At least I’ll be able to relax 

with the television. A creature of habit, he remembers turning it on 

(a metaphor, he realizes now, for what his wife failed to do for him) 

and flipping to his favorite channel with his favorite girl. And it was 

relaxing, therapeutic even, to turn his brain off and just admire the 

beauty on the screen with a cold glass of beer in hand. Things were 

going great, truly. Until her beautiful smile let him, her best member in 

the audience, know: “We’ll be back in a minute! Stay tuned for more.” 

It was late, obviously. But it still shocked him when the first 

commercial after the beautiful babe on the television was for—ahem—

man-pills. 
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bother him. He thought it was funny. And it was, because even more 

comical than the masks the audience was wearing was the tall man in 

the suit on stage. 

Just by looking at him, he could tell that he was handsome. The 

suit was a dark navy blue. It complimented his pale skin tone and 

highlighted the broadness of his shoulders. He too was wearing a 

mask, one with two dark eyesockets and a smile that spread from ear 

to ear. It wasn’t unsettling, but maybe it should’ve been. 

Another beep happened and the clapping stopped all at once. 

“HELLOOO EVERYONE!” said the man. His voice was deep and 

he noticed that this man could seriously project without a microphone. 

“I’m your host, Anonymous Andy, back from break with a special 

topic for you all!”

The crowd let out a drawn out “oooooooo” which he found himself 

joining in on despite being a virtual viewer of this show. It wasn’t that 

Anonymous Andy’s words were particularly captivating, but…he 

couldn’t help it. The mere fact that this was set up as a talk show—but 

an anonymous one—was so interesting to him that he simply couldn’t 

help it. 

“Today I received a request from one of you all lovely people—“ 

Andy made a wide gesture to the audience “—that you wanted to 

talk about getting your libido back.” He grimaced from his place 

on the couch. I guess God really wants to drive this point home, he 

remembers thinking bitterly. This is what my wife meant by divine 

retribution. Some of the audience members audibly groaned.

“Ahh, but I know what you’re thinking—how could this apply to 

that the producers were trying to give this channel an old-timely 

feel. An edit, he decided. He appreciated that at the time. It was a 

surprising change from the channels that always tried to look “hip” 

and “fresh,” who attempted to modernize the old black-and-white 

shows he had grown up watching. No, this channel was a blast from 

the past. He could even see black-and-white pixels reappearing and 

disappearing, typical for older television sets. It was a great editing 

trick, he decided.

And sure, he felt the disconnect between the static dancing along 

the edges of his screen and the somewhat funky font. But curiosity 

got the better of him—what could “Ask Anything” mean?—and so 

he stayed to see what this meant. No sooner than when he decided he 

would stay did the show return. 

On the screen now was a half-circle stage with a considerable 

amount of audience seats. All were full. They were staggered up high 

so each person could see over the head of the person sitting in front 

of them. This was important, he realized, because each member of 

the audience was wearing a mask. It wasn’t a mask like they wore in 

hospitals, but a mask that covered the person’s entire face. Some had 

smiley faces, some had more somber looking ones. Other masks were 

frozen in a frown while others just looked neutral. It was quite the 

sight. He was in awe. 

This, he thought, would definitely be more interesting than the 

busty blonde’s routine that had, in some ways, started to bore him. 

The camera was frozen on the audience for enough time for him to 

take in the general look of the audience before there was a loud BEEP.  

He could tell that the clapping which followed was fake, but it didn’t 
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interviewed!” The audience lets out an automated gasp. 

“That’s right, an interview done in real-time! And, of course, your 

identity will be kept anonymous.” He could tell even though he was 

probably hundreds of miles away that Andy was smiling beneath the 

mask. And he was a creature of habit, after all. It didn’t take very much 

pushing by the ideal man like Andy for him to pull out his phone and 

scan the code. 

He supposes it doesn’t really matter to include, but his lucky 

audience number was a seven. Seven was chosen. He has to pause 

here to take a deep breath. It’s not just that remembering clearly was 

difficult (and honestly, his head was absolutely full of white noise and 

the lingering remains of beer) but also, he had a hard time putting the 

events together in the correct order. Did Andy call his number before 

he downloaded the app, or afterwards? Was he interviewed before 

the skit on how to spice up your life, or afterwards? He gets a flashing 

image in his head of Andy’s mask and things fall into place. 

“I wish somebody else got picked. Instead of me.” 

Like a true tragedy, everything started out slowly. He watches as 

Andy dials a number on his phone—it’s right there on the screen for 

him to see—and he admits he’s a bit startled when his phone rings. He 

picks up. Andy’s voice sounds even better over the phone. Andy asks 

for something to refer to him by, since “the chosen audience member” 

is a bit long. The audience laughs. It’s automated. He replies: Good 

Guy. 

“Good Guy?” he remembers Andy saying. It’s weird to watch his 

mouth move on the TV, coming out all distant and a bit garbled. It 

me? Well, I’m sure that no matter where you may be…” Andy paused 

for effect, “I have some meaningful words for you.”

As soon as Anonymous Andy finished his sentence, the camera 

panned to highlight his signature mask, his smiling mask that seemed 

just a bit too big for the undoubtedly handsome man underneath it. 

It should’ve been an awkward camera frame, but it really wasn’t. 

Because then Andy said sincerely: “I’m sure many of you need help 

falling in love with your spouse again.”

And that was that. He was sucked in. His attention was one-

hundred percent focused on the man on the screen and the somewhat 

funny looking members of the audience. 

He doesn’t know how much time goes by, sitting on the couch, 

listening to the silly jingles and camera angles that are a characteristic 

of talk shows. The bad editing doesn’t bother him. All he knows is that 

he’s smiling and laughing again, listening to Andy. As he says that, he 

realizes that he can’t recall a single piece of advice from Anonymous 

Andy, the guy who helps you out, anonymously. But he supposes it 

doesn’t matter. Nothing matters. 

Like most tragedies, his began with an outside question. It’s not the 

rhetorical one he asked earlier—who likes television?—but something 

different. A bit more strange. Anonymous Andy, who, at this point, 

had mostly been talking and gesturing to the audience with his 

fabulous advice on sex and love and romance, finally turned to the 

camera once more. He said: “I’d now like to ask our at-home viewers 

to please download our app so now you can interact with me in real-

time.” Andy reaches into his pocket and pulls out a piece of paper 

with a QR code. “One lucky viewer will be picked at random to be 
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He admitted his infidelity wasn’t just limited to pornography. 

“I slept with prostitutes,” he says on television. “I’m not sure why I 

did, but I did.” 

It’s a therapy session now and he knows it. He welcomes it. A faint 

voice in the back of his head tells him that this may be recorded. But 

he doesn’t care. It feels good to get his dirty deeds off his chest. He 

starts to cry with relief. The smiling faces of Anonymous Andy and the 

crowd make him feel at peace. 

Finally. 

“I don’t really like my kids either,” he says. “They want too much 

and I’m a Good Guy. I get them what they want, but. They’re so 

selfish! All they want are toys and birthdays and Christmas presents, 

and I’m the only source of income. Why should I get them stuff?” 

He admits that that makes him sound bad. “But I’m not,” he says 

confidently. “It’s my wife’s fault for getting pregnant.”

Andy doesn’t say much—it doesn’t matter if he did. He’s talking 

now, this is his therapy session. This is his way of handling his 

emotions. He’s pouring out his soul. 

His soliloquy ends with him crying tears of happiness. It’s late, he 

doesn’t know how late, and his mind is tired and fuzzy, but he feels 

good. He feels happy. Now the world knows it’s not his fault. It’s not 

his fault his marriage fell apart. His marriage fell apart because of 

something that wasn’t him.

Anonymous Andy is standing on the stage, absolutely silent. 

There’s not a single noise coming from either the phone or the 

television set. He sniffles away his tears and says, “Hello? Did I lose 

was so different from the smooth velvet which was the phone’s audio. 

“Well, we’ll see about that!”

For the first time in the whole skit, he feels uncomfortable. Maybe 

he should’ve felt uncomfortable as Andy graphically explained how to 

“properly” please a woman, but that didn’t bother him any more. He 

was familiar with a woman’s body. And that was just the nature of the 

show. To confidently talk about the things that were necessary. It was 

just something about his tone that sent a shiver down his spine. 

He should’ve hung up after Andy asked for Good Guy to tell 

the audience what had happened with his wife. He should’ve kept 

his mouth shut, or threatened to call the police or something. But he 

started talking. He kept it vague at first, “Well, I really related to the 

topic of tonight’s show, Andy, since my wife hasn’t slept with me in 

forever,” though he slowly got more detailed. It wasn’t even like Andy 

was particularly understanding of what he’d been through. But. That 

didn’t matter. Once he got started talking, it all fell apart from there. 

Everything fell into place. 

First he started with his wife. Oh, his wife. He hadn’t really loved 

her. He didn’t know why he married her—was it for her body? Maybe 

at the time, but age and bearing his children had turned her into 

a meat sack unlike her former self. The babes on the television, he 

confidently pointed out, were way more attractive. And since he didn’t 

care for his wife, well, doesn’t he deserve a younger, better girl every 

once in a while?

“Sure, sure!” Andy said in response. “We understand. Why don’t 

you tell us more?”
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those words, his body cracks and contorts upwards. He has a hard 

time describing it, but the mask he’s wearing starts melting into his 

face—no, his face is the mask. His long limbs turn gangrenous and 

grisly, his spine elongates into jagged pieces of bone and rips out the 

back of his suit. His long legs turn into crooked bowlegs with rotten 

toes and—oh, god. His hand reaches towards the camera and passes 

through the screen, his bony fingers gripping the sides of the TV set.

“They won’t say a thing,” he says. “But I’m diffERENT.”

Why didn’t he turn off the TV? Well, he did. An animalistic part 

of his brain activated at the sound of Andy’s voice, that sudden high-

pitched shriek that left his mouth which flayed open his skin and 

caused him to simultaneously smash the power button and piss his 

pants. Simultaneously piss his pants and scream like his life depended 

on it. 

Like most tragedies, it was too late. 

The creature had made its way through the screen into his world. 

It broke something inside of him to see such a monstrosity tear open 

the fabric between his world and theirs, to crawl through it so easily 

as if the entirety of space was nothing but wet paper. He could do 

nothing but scream. Scream and hope that maybe his wife and his 

kids would hear him and make it out. Alive. That maybe they didn’t 

hear him babbling about how much he hated them and wished he had 

never gotten stuck in this dead-end marriage. But that was a futile 

hope. Because in the seconds it took him to scream and make a run for 

the door, the creature had grabbed him by the head and forced him to 

watch as it made its way to his wife and children’s room. And then he 

could only listen to it cackle and giggle as it killed them. 

you?”

Andy doesn’t answer, but the camera does. It slowly pans to the 

audience. The audience that never once spoke a single word. Never 

once nodded along to his or Andy’s words. The camera painstakingly 

takes its time zooming into the audience with their smiling faces. 

Somewhere in the back, he notices that one person’s mask is slightly 

lopsided. He can see that their eyes are glued to the stage, but…there 

are flies buzzing around them. 

The camera seems to know he’s looking at the man in the back 

because it zooms in on him. He can now see the flies better. One lands 

on the man’s open eyeball. 

They’re all dead. 

The man’s mask falls off completely with an audible thud which 

scares the flies away. He can see that one of the man’s eyeballs is 

missing. His mouth is stitched shut and his ears are gone. The man is 

mutilated. Completely and utterly dead.

A cold hand of fear grips him from the back of his neck down to the 

ass that he’s sat on this whole time. What the hell is going on? The flies 

continue their pleasant buzzing around the corpses in the audience as 

he starts to hyperventilate. What should’ve been a therapeutic moment 

has now turned into something sinister. 

Andy suddenly appears on screen, causing him to jump. He’s 

chucking, a dark laugh that fits his smooth voice and poised 

appearance. “Oh, are you worried about them?” He gestures to the 

audience. It’s as if Andy is staring right at him through the screen.

“Don’t worry,” he says. “They won’t say a thing.” As Andy says 
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“Shut the hell up,” one of the officers finally said. “Jesus, just shut 

the hell up.”

And now he’s brought back to the present. Before he started 

talking. The examination room is brightly lit which hurts his eyes and 

makes it hard to think of what to say. His handcuffs felt cold against 

his wrists. See no evil, hear no evil. He hadn’t slept at all. And now the 

fucking FBI or something were in front of him asking for a statement. 

His wife’s parents had begged the police to look into it more—and 

here they were. 

“I already told you—you have to believe me,” he says. “It wasn’t 

me.” He takes a deep breath. “I know what the police are saying, but 

you have to believe me—it wasn’t me who killed them! I’m a good 

guy!”

The handsome man sitting across from him in the examination 

room takes a drag from his cigarette. He takes his time, his deep blue 

eyes looking bored and uninterested. “I don’t really care what they’re 

saying.” The man puffs his smoke out into a perfect ring. It’s the tone 

of his voice that makes him intimidating. 

“In fact, I couldn’t care less.” He sighs, running his fingers through 

his hair as he tips his chair back and balances on two legs. “So let’s get 

something straight—we’re only here for the truth of the situation, got 

that?”

He can only nod to the man’s words. He sees something in himself 

in this man and for once in his life he believes that someone finally gets 

it. 

He doesn’t remember how it happened. He’s thankful he was able 

to block that out of his memory. All he knows is that it wasn’t him 

who did it. He watched, but it wasn’t him. Divine retribution wasn’t 

his. And even though he was covered in their blood, it wasn’t him. 

The creature—Andy?—it had framed him. And nobody believed him, 

despite the claw marks on the TV set from the inside. 

What haunted him the most was the creature’s mumbling. “sEe nO 

eViL, sPeAk nO eViL, hEaR nO eViL…” It continued on and on and 

on and on and on and on and—nobody believed him when he said it 

wasn’t him. That it was a monster. That a monster got him to spill his 

guts about how much he hated his wife on the television and then it 

killed his family. And yes, he hated her. But he wouldn’t kill her. 

He realizes he’s rambling. He knows it. He apologizes. But this part 

is the worst. This part is the worst. 

When the police showed up, they found him cradling his wife’s 

hand. The rest of her body lay in pieces around the house. Nobody 

could be sure which organs were hers or his children’s. He was angry 

when they got there because they probably thought he was insane. 

And he was sure he wasn’t. It reminded him of his wife’s sharp tongue 

earlier that night. “I’m a good guy,” he told them as his bloody wrists 

made clipping the handcuffs a bit difficult. “You’re making a big 

fucking mistake by taking me in! The real monster is in there.” He 

gestured with cuffed hands to the TV set. They ignored him. He kept 

talking. 

“I see what you people do on TV. You fucking pigs, killing people 

for no reason.” He spit at the feet of the nearest officer. “The blonde on 

CNN tells me all about it.”
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“So let me introduce myself to you. My name is Agent Wolfe 

Sculder, and this is my partner, Special Agent Wilbur.” He gestures 

to the dark-skinned man who’s leaning by the door. “We were called 

here to get your version of Events and hopefully get you out of here 

afterwards, but we don’t have much time, so we would appreciate 

your cooperation…” There’s a commotion outside the door and the 

other man—Wilbur—curses under his breath. 

“I’ll be back. Get him talking,” he says to Sculder. And then he’s 

gone.

He doesn’t remember it as clearly as he did when it had happened, 

but he’s urged to speak, and so he starts from the beginning. Like 

most tragedies, his began with neglect. He didn’t try to, it just sort of 

happened…

Allison Segalini after Nguyen Phan Que Mai

My Sister

I roll down the car window; a mist fills my eyes.
The family minivan crunches over gravel.
My sister’s sad smile, the morning breeze
blows gently, kissing my cheek. Hesitantly
I whisper goodbye to familiarity.

Behind me, the dirt road I grew up on stretches wide.
My sister’s contagious laugh, bubbly and bright,
echoes in my mind. 
In her palm, the memories of our childhood;
the harmony of laughter blending with tears,
the pains of growing up.

I never truly appreciated the friendship of my sister,
the warmth of her hugs, her jokes, and her stories
until they were the things that I missed the most.
I took for granted the closeness that we shared,
two beds stretched across from each other,
a room budding with secrets and memories,

the bond that we share,
that brings light into our darkest seasons.
Though we now live two separate lives,
our roots run deep, planting themselves firmly into eternity.
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They fail to compose themselves
After the loss of another chip 

The cracks turn into many
The gaps, impossible to fill
The players make a ruckus

Their shouts are sharp and shrill

The towers each must be destroyed
Per the rules of the game

Each structure is alike in that
Their inflictions are the same

Some may struggle more than others
Fight harder to stay afloat

But each tower has wounds unspoken
All sharing one big boat

My favorite part isn’t their demise
Rather, that they’re rebuilt without fail

So long as there is hope instilled
The ship will again set sail

So here’s to hoping,
To winning this time around
To holding out a bit longer

Who knows?
This time...

Maybe this time I’ll be stronger

Sydney Richner

Jenga

My family used to play with me
We started at the base

They’d watch as I’d stack more and more
Remind me not to race

We’d talk as I was working
The tower ever-growing

They’d laugh as I shuffled the pieces
Never stopping, never slowing

A piece is always left askew
There’s no blueprint to obey
I’d simply line the pieces up

Regardless of their array

What matters is the height they reach,
How tall they get to grow

When their backs are straight and sturdy
That’s when the games a go

Piece by piece, they’re torn apart
All at different speeds

Some turn crooked before they break,
Fall prey to hands of greed

Others meet a slower end
Suspense builds in the air

Only to collapse on the eager sword
That’s plainly waiting there
Still, many give in quickly
Turning into gravity’s grip



C O A S T L I N E S     3 0 C O A S T L I N E S     3 1

and I knew I deserved better. I knew there would be no cities built 

on their corpses, no life in their deaths. Why wouldn’t those giants just 

die? Just one life of theirs would save ten thousand of ours. Would 

make my own life worth living, and living in comfort. It was an easy 

enough equation - the universe just didn’t feel the need to solve it. So 

when I was eighteen I got it in my head that I’d rectify the situation 

myself - just on go up there and kill one of them. I asked anyone who 

listened, “How hard can it be?” Nobody much was still alive that’d 

ever known my name, so I told them all to call me Jack after that old 

messiah who’d gone to that shadowed city in the clouds and come 

back drowning in gold.

I went to the witch nestled in a carved-out chunk in the back of 

the giant’s skull, following the scent of the old fairytale. It was dark 

back there, the desert sun only reaching in through the distant sockets 

like a burning eye and, like a true eye, unable to reach the back of its 

own head. Yet the witch had a garden in the shadows that flourished 

with vegetables and vines, some of the only stuff we could still get to 

grow. If only a single magic woman could feed a city, then we’d have 

it made. Well, if she helped me, I told her, she could do just that. She 

was still reluctant to give me the beans, reluctant to risk the giants’ 

wrath, but by then I’d gotten half the kids my age and a good chunk 

of the city too on my side with my stories and exaltations. She feared 

what they’d do if she refused. I felt this was the kind of esteem I ought 

to have had all my life.

Now that I had the beans to back up my promises, it was no trouble 

to get everything else I needed. The mayor herself gave me a sword 

and a handshake and a big cleared area in the city center at the giant’s 

ribcage in which to plant my stalk. Once she got involved the plan 

MJ Pennell

Giantfall

Whale fall: when a whale dies, its corpse sinks into the deep ocean, 

where the rare abundance of nutrients in its body sustains a rich 

ecosystem of deep sea organisms for years or even decades to come.

...

I grew up in lean times. It was fifty years since the last giantfall 

when I was born and the eighteen hence were the emptiest the city’d 

seen in a dozen generations. I was a girl of a hollow generation, a 

generation raised on legends of plenty and marrow mined only from 

the deepest recesses of the giant’s bones. When my grandmother was 

my age, she’d already seen the city move twice, leaving one picked-

over corpse for a fresh one a few miles over, new homes built from 

the giant’s tattered clothes or nested in its skull once they’d hollowed 

out the eyes. I couldn’t imagine living anywhere but this desert of 

bleached bones, couldn’t imagine seach parties coming back with 

anything other than wearied eyes, couldn’t imagine having to fend 

off other scavengers because I had something anyone would want. 

Couldn’t imagine even what a giant looked like ‘cause all I’d seen 

of them was the massive skeleton I grew up in. And the shadows, of 

course, descending over the barren sands from above like the black 

wings of massive vultures as the giants marched across their kingdom 

in the clouds.

I saw my friends and family hollow out and drop year by year 
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gathering around me. A crowd of people just the same size as me.

My head was spinning. I whirled in a circle, wild and soaked in 

sweat, searching all their wide-eyed faces. I couldn’t catch my breath 

and I couldn’t help but laugh. “Where the fuck are all the giants?” I 

asked.

A plump young woman wearing a delicate crown, with hair so 

thick and eyes so green they took my breath away, stepped forward 

from the crowd, brows knit into a perfect picture of concern. “I am the 

princess of this place,” she said. “Stranger, are you alright?”

It didn’t take long, after she brought me back to her wing of the 

castle - this huge billowing place of pearly fog and soft light and the 

sounds of a distant harp - and ran me a warm bath, for me to open up. 

Under her gentle coaxing and concern, it all spilled out. The princess 

nodded, listening close. She trained her gem eyes on me and I felt like 

she was the first person who’d ever seen me. It was like being drunk, 

sitting with her, wrapped in a robe of clouds the softness of which I’d 

never known before.

It took a few days before I’d recovered enough strength to go out 

again, and every day she cared for me with undivided attention. My 

sword was somewhere forgotten. For the first time in my life, my 

belly was full, and the food was delicious and plentiful and tasted of 

sweetness and lightness instead of bone and sand. When the princess 

brought me back onto the streets, I still had to blink to convince myself 

the grandeur wasn’t a dream, that I hadn’t died on the way up that 

beanstalk and gone into a better afterlife than any I’d thought to hope 

for. She took me then to her father, who sat on a gold-gilded throne in 

a gold-misted room, a golden goose on his lap, and he asked me in a 

booming voice to recite my story again. I told him all of it, the seeds of 

became all official. It was her order for me to just take a peek up there, 

bring something small back to show her it was worthwhile, and if my 

report was satisfactory she’d muster up a real force to send. Even with 

all the pomp and celebration, she thought it was suicide, I could see it 

in her one good eye. But I knew better than her that there was no other 

option. And I intended, deep in the core of me, as I’m sure they all 

could see, to bring a giant down myself.

The beanstalk burst out of the earth like a thorny whip from hell, 

and it was time to prove my name. 

I began. I climbed and climbed until my muscles disintegrated 

beneath my skin and onward more. Come nightfall, I curled up in 

a knot on the vine and watched the crowd disperse below me. The 

next day it hurt even worse, but I never stopped. The sword bounced 

against my back with a dull rhythm. As I climbed I allowed myself 

for the first time to be scared and to wonder just how the hell I was 

supposed to kill a god with a sword the size of his toothpick. And then 

I realized I’d spent my whole life being scared and wondering and I 

was damn tired of it, so I stopped.

As I got higher, the stalk seemed smaller. The distance turned the 

skeleton below to the size of a normal man and turned my people to 

motes of dust. When a giant’s shadow passed over my desert home, it 

looked like nothing more than a splotch of ink on the sands.

Above me, I saw the place where the beanstalk broke through 

the clouds. It felt the size of a normal vine now in my hands. I pulled 

myself over the embankment and found my feet on solid fog. Around 

me the sun refracted off the white clouds in rainbows and gold like 

the surface of a precious pearl. And in those clouds were the shapes 

of grand castles, towering gates, and… people. A crowd of people 
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fucking nothing. 

I remembered the promises I’d made to my city. But what did those 

even mean? Everyone I knew, everyone I cared about, was dying or 

dead. What would a giant’s corpse do but give them a momentary 

reprieve from suffering? What would fighting against the giants do but 

remove the beautiful lives they possessed from the world?

The giant king leaned close to my ear. “If that’s to happen, though, 

you have to do one thing for me. You have to go back and cut down 

that beanstalk or else your former countrymen will come up here and 

eat you alive once they realize it’s possible. Don’t worry. I’ll throw 

down a rope once it’s done for you to climb back up.”

I hesitated. I worried. But then I stopped worrying. Throughout my 

life I’d learned to take every scrap that came to me or risk starving. If 

I just took this one thing, I’d never have to starve again. I could forget 

the meaning of the word. I nodded. 

He gave me an iridescent smile, golden teeth and all. “Brilliant 

girl,” he said. With his daughter and a phalanx of glittering-armored 

guards following behind, he brought me to the hole in the clouds 

where my beanstalk poked through. Had I only been here a few days? 

It felt like a lifetime - although it was a lifetime, in a way. A new life. 

The king handed me a huge golden axe, carved with intricate designs 

and perfectly clean. He showed me the thick golden rope, looped at 

the end, that the guards would use to pull me up. Already I couldn’t 

wait to be back, to return to my princess and my palace and my 

delicious food. With a nod to the king and a smile to the princess, I 

wrapped my hands around the beanstalk and started my descent. It 

took far less time to climb down - for I did not return to my previous 

size and each step now was an hour of progress before. As I climbed, 

doubt pushing through the haze in my mind. But he only laughed and 

came down from his throne to shake my hand. “You made it, Jack,” he 

said. 

I blinked and shook my head. “But I don’t understand -”

“It’s a matter of perspective,” he told me, still cushioning my hand 

in his impossibly smooth fingers. “It’s a complicated magic to explain. 

Come, follow me.” He led me to the window, looking out over his 

heavenly city in the clouds. “My girl, the very nature of our prosperity 

prevents just anyone from joining us up here. The only reason any of 

this -” he gestured out the window “- exists is because of the sacrifice 

of those below us. None of this impossible splendor we’ve made for 

ourselves could happen if just anyone could access it. That’s why our 

ancestors made the world the way it is. So you must be a very special 

person indeed.”

I froze. “Are you going to make me go back?”

He laughed and clapped me on the back. “Of course not! It’s clear 

you deserve better. You must’ve known that when you began. It takes 

a special kind of talent, dedication, and hard work to get where you 

are now. You aren’t made of the same stuff as those scavengers down 

there. You were meant to dine with kings.” He lowered his voice, 

conspiratorial, and side-eyed his daughter where she knelt next to his 

golden goose. “Perhaps to be a king, if the novelty of you continues to 

excite the princess this way.”

I flushed and looked at her too. She was beautiful and kind, not 

jaded like me. If I stayed here, I could have her. I could have all the 

food I wanted. I could listen to the sounds of a harp all day. I could 

live in comfort. I could have a future. A future as the giants’ king, with 

a beautiful queen and a life of luxury, not just a doomed pest with 
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the jutting blades of the giant skeleton’s ribs. I felt things wrap around 

my limbs as the ants attempted to tie me down. I broke them easily, 

but they just kept coming. Fuck, I realized. They’re going to eat me! How 

could they do this to me?

But it didn’t matter - I was not alone. I looked up at the hole in the 

clouds, where the shadows of the king giant and my beautiful princess 

and the guards loomed. But where was the rope? I freed one arm and 

waved. I shouted. The ants - my former people - surged over my neck 

and onto my face. I could not move. My heart was pounding. I shouted 

again.

And then through the blur of people swarming over my eyes, I saw 

the faces of the king and his daughter far above, silhouetted by the 

sunlight, eyes glittering emerald, golden crowns casting black shadows 

across the city. I breathed a sigh of relief, reaching up a hand to my 

golden kingdom. Before my vision went black, through the spaces 

between my grasping fingers, I watched the princess gently pull the 

hole in the clouds closed.

I thought about the kind of grand wedding the giants would hold for 

me and my princess, food and golden decorations and celebrations I 

never could’ve dreamt of before. I hadn’t even wanted to marry before, 

couldn’t face the thought of hitching myself to someone I’d lose - and 

I realized now that I would’ve struggled to find someone to match my 

ingenuity and strength. Now I could think about a wedding bed in a 

castle on a cloud - and, giddy, I wondered how I could possibly make 

myself wait. 

I looked down as I neared the bottom of the stalk. The whole 

city, crawling with starving specks, was consumed by my shadow. I 

could see them, so tiny and weak, gathered in the city center. They’d 

pulled out the ancient cannons from when they had anything to fight 

wars over, probably anticipating a giant’s wrath after I’d done what I 

promised. I laughed at them in my head. Imagine fighting so hard for a 

life carved out of a picked-over corpse -

They fired a cannon at me. It stung my ankle. I didn’t care anyway 

- they couldn’t do anything to me, not now. I set my foot down, 

crushing unavoidably a few buildings beneath my heel. They swarmed 

over it like fireants, prickly and sharp. I’d have to hurry. I pulled the 

axe from my back and swung at the beanstalk. Thunk. Thunk. It took a 

few swings to fell the stalk. By then, the mob of ants had climbed their 

way up to the small of my knee and started aiming cannons from the 

roofs of buildings. With a final chop, the beanstalk came ripping down 

from the sky and hit the ground with an explosion that rocked the 

earth, sending huge waves through the sands and unsteadying me. At 

that very moment, a barrage of lucky shots concentrated on my knee 

buckled me, and I fell, crushing a whole quadrant of the central city. 

A stabbing pain ripped through me as I crashed down directly onto 
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Arman Naim

Lifelong Passage

Morning memory,
a passage plays
softly.
Within,
Almighty Moon,
gently
sedates the Yearning Sun.
Experience twilight,
don’t look.

Lonely memory,
passage unlocks me.
Engulfed in the city,
sound enters,
not noise.
Concrete promised,
malnourished flowers
do not wither alone.

Fragmented memory,
a passage lost.
Bathroom mirror with all the signs
shatter.
Glass on icy tiles,
painting floors red.
Pick up what is left,
reassemble,
in a way to view deeper.

Rising memory,
like fresh dough.
Passage uphill,
laborious joy,
with infinite value.
Bread consumed,
a communion fulfilled.
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Response to Danez Smith’s 
“Mail”

Dear Mr. Smith,

I can taste your brackish apology upon my lips.   
The lips that my husband used to kiss me goodnight.
The sight of spoiled browns or butchered reds doesn’t frighten
me. 
My severed marriage, your sharpened axe, 
& You deserve to know that I would never pray for a man to 
hide
through the kiss of our morning.

Dear Smith, 

You have memorized my ATM code, the model of my car,
fragments of my house. You have taken 
parts of my life for yourself,
And have kept them like issues of Vogue.
You walk them to the top of the stairs,
Down to the end of the hallway, 
To my bedroom, and tuck them in
Where only the bleached walls and fresh linens know your
truth. 

Dear Mr. Mistake (as he refers to you) 

You imagine the strands of my aging hair. 
A symbol of my husband’s infidelity: Your earnings. 
Insufficient: his flesh, an easy trade.
You are not sorry for being so sinister to me. 

Charlotte Rego after Danez SmithCamille Janawitz

Helen Watches Me Swim

I used to have a lot of dreams where I was 
Drowning.
I felt that way for a while.
Awake, I wasn’t afloat.

Helen died when I was 16.
I couldn’t sing.
I choked. I drowned.
She was a dancing queen.

A couple of months later, I sang.
And I still drowned.
But it changed after a little while.
I started to float.

I felt okay floating.
Two years after Helen died I was drowning 
Again.
And this time, I didn’t know why.

Today Helen has been on my mind.
I woke up this morning from a dream where
I was on the beach. I was ignored.
But I didn’t drown.

For the first time in a while, 
I feel like I’m swimming.
Helen used to watch me swim.
She watches me swim, now.
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To Whom This May Concern,  

I used to sit and wait in the bedroom for him to get dressed.
Every piece of the costume was flawless, so able to deceive.
He would become familiar to me, unrecognizable to himself.
It was not the first time we had played dress up together. 

Dear Man,  

You look handsome in the picture I found of you in his wallet
he folded into his cash.

Dear You,  

He called me by your name once, Danez. 

Alternate Names for Black Girls
Laura Saintil, after Danez Smith

1. self-sacrificial lamb

   2. poison ivy as a person

      3. Queen

         4. untamed lion’s mane

            5. victim of unconsented ravishment 

               6. virago to no avail

                  7. witch of the waste

                     8. just arm candy for social relevance 

                        9. pretty... for a black girl

                           10. bitch

                              11. biiiittch

                                 12. good natured Mammy

                                    13. goddess of sound

                                       14. most vibrant crimson

                                          15. worthless (scratch that, after all our 

                                          experiences we are so worth it)

                                             16. Jezebel

                                                17. a mother’s indecisive wish



C O A S T L I N E S     4 4 C O A S T L I N E S     4 5

Libby Ennis

A Ravine of Life and 
Perfectionism

Your feet dangle above a deep, deep ravine. White light shines 

weakly down from a distant crack above. The vertigo stabs into your 

toes, sharp little tingles that make you curl the ends of your feet. A 

churning, flipping feeling in your gut forces your hands tighter, tighter 

around the rope of the swing. However much you hate it—however 

much it terrifies you—you peer down into the unending darkness 

below. 

Bone-deep terror. A deafening pounding in your chest. Quick, short 

rasps of air. Not enough oxygen. Too much fear.

What is down there?

(Is it good?)

You force your gaze upwards, ignoring how it is once again drawn to 

the pit— drawn like a magnet. You struggle, eyes refusing to move, 

until you manage to wrench your gaze to the rocky wall opposite you. 

If you could just reach it . . .

Both hands clinging to the rope, you begin to swing your legs. You 

hope, eventually, one day, you’ll reach the ledge where the perfect 

life lies. That distant ledge on the opposite side of the vast ravine . . . it 

promises safety, perfection. If you just pump your legs hard enough, 

fast enough, if you can work up enough momentum . . . you’ll get 

there.

At once, the effort of your swinging prompts howls from below. Deep-

throated bellows erupted from the throats of great, monstrous beasts. 

The noises are unnatural, demonic—they are snarls that promise 

torment. They are obstacles in your way; they are monsters nipping at 

your heels, keen to drag you down by your Achilles’ heel.

Your heart falls through your chest, down to your gut, and you barely 

resist screaming. 

But you’ve started to gain momentum. Like a pendulum, you swing 

back and forth over the great, gaping hole. Fierce wind tugs at your 

hair, whipping it around your head. Each swing brings you up to the 

crest then down, down, down, terrifyingly close to the monsters below. 

A consistent pulse of electricity, your heart jolts with each reverse in 

direction.

And no matter what, you never quit swinging your legs. You cannot 

stop, because then you’ll fall back into stillness, and even though 

swinging through the air is terrifying, it is also exhilaratingly freeing.

(It is an ensnarement of constant momentum that carries you nowhere)

You reach the crest of a swing, the utopic ledge perfectly in your line 
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of sight. You curve downwards, make it past the yowling fiends, rise 

upwards once more . . . you risk letting go with one hand, reaching 

desperately for the rocky precipice . . .

Your fingertips brush perfection—you experience the barest hint of 

relief—before gravity and momentum yank you downwards once 

more. You’re left with nothing but scrapes on your fingertips. You 

scream in pure frustration as the swing carries you through the air. So 

close! I was almost there!

Time passes; you age; you fall short of the ledge with every single 

swing. No amount effort in the world lets you reach perfection. And 

yet it mocks you anyway, enchanting you with its closeness, taunting 

you as you inevitably rush away from it.

Sometimes, the monsters rise up and bar your path to the ledge. In 

the white light shining from above, you can see the monsters clearly. 

Grotesque hunks of pinkish flesh and yellow fangs, the monsters 

screech and squawk at you, foamy saliva flying from their jaws. Some 

of the spit hits you in the eye. Some of the fangs stab you in the back.

It’s a rough journey to perfection, you think, but it will be worth it. It 

will be worth everything.

~~

Life isn’t perfect; sometimes you need to learn to just fall into its 

chasm and see where it takes you.

Noreth Marquez

Nude with Calla Lilies

Oh! 
So mine called purity, 
so mine called sweetness, 
that I shall always carry, 
for them, 
as if it were my responsibility 
I do not believe, 
I do not approve. 

Oh!
Hail the white lilies, 
and their sweet smell 
that I shall not carry
For me, or them. 
I do believe, 
I do approve. 

Fragrance of azucena, 
Anima Mundi 
my soul is bitter,
not like a white lily. 
I am a wild sunflower,
In a florid primavera.
And I do believe 
with my free soul, 
that I am not yours 
To please your carnality 
But the world’s happiness.

Oh, 
how happy I am alone! 
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Arman Naim

Showering with Flies

I wanted to return to that place,
small foggy lake in my home country.
Ilish flow,
frogs lie on lily-pads.

Slapping,
insects slashing silence
away from my ear.
Smudged on my face,
a little fly.
Swam through air,
like ghee.

Saints shower not far,
not sacred
as River Ganges
they treat flies if it were.
Wash ego,
scrubbed into water,
it ripples through Earth.
Dry,
reveal reverence,
flies equally love all creation.
Not pretending I’m from that place,
flies still bug the same.

But,
when I return,
flies should smile.
They are as valuable as Ganges.
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Cidenna Smith

Stillness

A single swan sits on a mirror,
as black as snow is white.
Its eyes reflect no meaning,
no thought,
just ripples of water
as it sits rocking. 

Winds blow harsher.
Still glass is now waves 
becoming tsunamis.
Still the swan sits.

Not flinching or moving, 
like living taxidermy.
Solid rock. 
Except the swan remains buoyant. 

It does not think to fly
as lightning splits sky open,
nor when a thunder of percussionists
raise their mallets 
and strike. 

But the swan does not hear. 
Whether choice or nature,
he doesn’t hear the roaring waves.
Does not open his mouth,
crying an ugly honk.
Does not stretch out his pearl-white wings
to fly,
to escape 
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the undertow. 

There is no thought,
flinch,
or even breath,
as waves curl over the swan,
crashing;
breaking,
into blankets of foam.

Winds dissipate to breeze. 
Waves revert to solemn stillness.

Pearl white feathers sit,
on an obsidian mirror.
With eyes unclouded
reflecting all he sees. 

Cidenna Smith

Spring Again

August pools together into crystalline structures.
Snowflakes for every moment,
every thought.
They brush against my skin and drape my hair in a curtain of white
Each snowflake giving me a kiss, 
a slap;
Like bells ringing out moments in time
before melting like aching bones into a lavender brewed bath.

Unlike those filled with happy memories,
the gloom lingers and simmers against my skin. 
I run toward fleeting happiness, 
praying they can replace this slow burn,
provide shelter. 
An end to the frosty coffin that scorches and burns
like a city of wildflowers smothered by boiling tar. 
 
Yet new spring buds lift through the tar,
the snow.
Blossoming and bringing new joy.
A way to balance the flurry of frost.

I no longer run after snowflakes.
Heavy smoke from smoldering snow no longer gives me frostbite.
As a new dose brings spring again.
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Wayne Lockwood

50

Tell me all about
life, cherry blossom blizzard
on wrought iron bench

Wayne Lockwood

Proboscis

I wonder if the 10th mosquito I slew
today 
was the 88th 
reincarnation 
of some great 
Lama, his holiness 
taking a quick 
breather 
from all the human strife in being lost and
found to try on some wings
and maybe 
work out a lingering 
summer vampire complex 

hot as fuck

that sucker had it coming 

Karma’s assassin wipes his own blood
from a deathhand
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MJ Pennell

The Contract

Fairy Court Charms, Inc.

“The Rabbit’s Foot will have its due!”

_______________________________________________________

This Agreement is executed on [XX/XX/XX] between the following 

parties:

 

Seller: Fairy Court Charms, Inc.

Address of Seller: Circle of Mushrooms, Forest

Buyer: [CLIENT XXXXX]

Address of Buyer: [XXXX XXXXX XX XXX XXXXX]

Description of the Property

_______________________________________________________

One (1) Lucky Rabbit’s Foot™. For use as a conduit of good fortune 

applicable to whatever circumstance the purchaser desires. 

Payment and Transfer of Ownership Terms

_______________________________________________________

Selling Price: TBD

Payment Terms: TBD

Date of Transfer of Property Ownership: [XX/XX/XX]

Purchase Terms

_______________________________________________________

I, [XXXXX], hereby purchase a Lucky Rabbit’s Foot™ from Fairy Court 

Charms, Inc. 

(optional) My reason for this purchase is: buying another year to wrap 

some things up before debt collection. bought the other feets to feed 

family when poor, recover from hurricane, survive without paying for 

surgery, shit like that

I understand that my credit, wealth, or any other economic 

determinant will not affect my eligibility to purchase a Lucky Rabbit’s 

Foot™ from Fairy Court Charms, Inc.! 

I understand that no adjustments in payment will be made on the basis 

of race, gender, sexuality, religion, nationality, age, or other personal 

identity.

I understand that my family may be liable for paying off this purchase 

if I am unable to.

Close family members: none! you aint getting ‘em!

I understand that a Lucky Rabbit’s Foot™ from Fairy Court Charms, 

Inc. does not function as an injection of good fortune into my life. It 
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is a movement of fortune from a later time in my life to the present. I 

certify that Fairy Court Charms, Inc. has the right to collect this fortune 

from me at the behest of fate, balance, and all that is holy and/or 

unholy, at a later time in my life.

I have had this process and agreement explained to me by a 

representative of Fairy Court Charms, Inc. I have appeared in-person 

at the seller’s official place of business at Circle of Mushrooms, Forest.

I am 92 years old.

I understand that if my fortune has not been rebalanced within one 

year of my initial use of the Lucky Rabbit’s Foot™ from Fairy Court 

Charms, Inc., my purchase, by nature of the complex threads of 

consequence and causality that weave the fickle and resplendent fabric 

of my reality, twisting and knotting in hypnotic patterns visible only to 

the adherents of Fairy Court Charms and perhaps the stars, watching 

cold and uncaring through the tapestry of night, will begin to accrue a 

compounding interest of 35% per year.

I am aware that debt cannot be collected from me within one year of 

this and any additional purchases of Lucky Rabbit’s Feet™ from Fairy 

Court Charms, Inc., but will only defer the collection of debt and will 

not cause any reduction in interest. I understand that debt cannot be 

deferred past my time of death. I understand that death will not count 

as an appropriate payment of my debt and I understand that death 

will not be an obstacle of note to debt collection.

I understand that payment may be taken in any form deemed suitable 

by the debt collectors of Fairy Court Charms, Inc. I waive my right 

to negotiate this payment and trust the judgement of the trained 

professionals at Fairy Court Charms, Inc.

Any missing body parts: appendix, wisdom teeth. and my tits 

disappeared about two decades ago HA

Other Assets: nothing but the shirt on my back, you little fucks! sold 

my house, gave up my business, left my wife, alienated each and every 

one of my children. i aint got many years left, maybe none at all. not 

shit for you! not from from [XXXXX]!

I understand that it is by definition BAD LUCK to lose any of the 

above assets, and they are thus within the purview of Fairy Court 

Charms, Inc.’s debt collectors.

I consent to the use of debt collection tools including but not limited to 

the bonesaw, iron spider, mind-altering substances, and necromantic 

magics as necessary.

I submit myself to the consequences of violating fate itself, making 

unnatural the course of my life, all for the sake of selfishness: selfish 

desire, selfish laziness, selfish need. I take the easy way out, and in 

creating bounty for myself now I pillage it from my future self, from 

a future world, from my children and my children’s children and my 

friends and my reality and my God. I am a tear in the very flesh of 

continuity and time. Fairy Court Charms, Inc. gave me the weapon, 
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but it was my hand that drove it in. I could have worked, I could have 

survived, I would have found a way to survive if I were desperate 

enough, but instead I groveled and cowered and sold my life away to 

you. And I will sign this contract as I would sign a confession, one of 

my own impotence, my own inability to satisfy my own needs, and I 

will destroy my own life and the lives of those around me. And it will 

not be worth it, but I do not know that yet. I am too stupid and small, 

and so I will do this and I will be no more than a swine to you, and I 

will understand that it is my own fault. My very existence from now 

on will be a violation of nature, rightness, and evolution.

Additional comments: fuck you, bitch!

By signing below, I certify that all of the above statements are true.

XXXXX

Thank you for working with Fairy Court Charms, Inc.!

“The Rabbit’s Foot will have its due!”

Brooke Bailey

A Conversation at the End of 
the World

“I just don’t understand. I don’t understand why this is happening.” 

Lux stood in the ruins of the sleepy town’s singular shopping center, 

skin tingling from the falling ember as it singed her. The initial shock 

had worn off, but she now found herself staring blankly at her local 

pharmacy and its rapid consumption by a shower of white-blue 

flames. Every so often, another townie that she had never taken the 

time to meet would dart out the building to “safety”—finding only the 

harsh teeth of humanoid jackals that had scrambled on contorted legs 

towards anything with blood in its veins. An odd giggle was forming 

in her throat, and the feeling left her queasy in a way all too evocative 

of a panic attack. So this was it. All of that work, all of her twenty-three 

years on this Earth. Everything she had done to survive, and it was for 

nothing. Strangely, she was not overwhelmingly upset; it felt like an 

inevitable ending that she simply did not expect to come so soon.

Beside her, a mouthless being sighed. Lux had, at that point, asked the 

same rhetorical question in five different ways. Each time, its reply 

to her was some variation of “He hath willed it” or “it is His day of 

Divine judgement.” Once, it had even rambled off in Enochian in 

hopes that the wildly misattributed tongue of the archangels might 

deter her from further questions. At least she didn’t ask “why me?” it 

mused. Lux was a soul that it did not know particularly well, but from 
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what it had seen, it was clear that she had stopped asking that long 

before the apocalypse. 

Lux (n.): Latin for “light.” It was a disturbingly comical name for the 

girl, with Lux tired and angry in the way that is known solely by those 

who have seen the unending depths of humanity’s free will. Had she 

asked, it may have said it did not know, not truly. None of them did, 

save from the seraphim themselves (though it quietly doubted that as 

well). It may have told her that she did not deserve this life, that she 

did not deserve to become a scar of a human being who could not cry 

even as every living creature was turning to blood and ash before her 

eyes. Lot’s wife, trapped in the long moment between looking back at 

Sodom and her fall. 

“We sent signs” is what came out instead. “There was an attempt to 

warn the lambs to seek salvation before their slaughter. They did not 

heed the warnings, and He is not forgiving to those who would gladly 

rebuke His word to the end.” 

“Bullshit,” Lux said to her many-limbed and many-winged friend. Was 

friend an appropriate word for their relationship? They had been standing 

here for hours now, and she had accepted that the angel had become 

her last connection to this world aside from the screams of her dying 

neighbors. She didn’t know its intention in staying with her, if it would 

lead Lux towards her “salvation” or watch as she was torn apart like 

the rest of the sinners. Either way, the angel was her slaughterhouse 

and her final act of acquiescence—a sort of coup de grâce Lux figures 

she’s owed after everything. “Friend” was close enough, she supposed. 

It blinked twenty times over, the multiple honeyed eyes shining with 

clear disappointment while the blue sparkled in amusement. 

“We sent a swarm of locusts to plague the ears of those who would not 

listen, did you not realize?” A long talon came to tap at where its ears 

might have been in demonstration. 

Lux was surprised that the angel had clearly decided to continue their 

conversation in spite of her biting words, but she did well to hide her 

shock as she contemplated the angel’s vague statement. 

“You mean cicadas? I hate to be the first to tell you this, buddy, but 

they ‘plague’ us every year. Unless you’re talking about the ones that 

come out every fifteen years, but I don’t really think…” She cut herself 

off abruptly. “Wait, locusts—” At her own bittersweet realization, the 

same giggle that had been bubbling for hours finally released itself as a 

loud (if slightly unhinged) cackle. 

“Do you mean those fucking missed calls? The ones from Locust, 

North Carolina? That wasn’t a sign. Everyone thought it was just a 

really obnoxious phone scammer, like those ones that tell you there’s 

a warrant out for your arrest and you have to pay them five grand to 

avoid prison time.” She rolled her eyes in a universal gesture of “you 

know what I mean.”      

Seeing the confused contortion of the angel’s face—impressive for a 

creature whose entire being was an incomprehensible amalgamation of 

pure light and with distinctly inhuman features—Lux chose to revisit 
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her original question. Maybe they could discuss the issue of phone 

scams and divine subtlety later on, assuming Lux wasn’t left to burn in 

the fifth circle of hell while the angel swept off into the sky on massive, 

swan-like wings.  

“That couldn’t have been it. I refuse to believe that God, the guy who 

once flushed the entire world down the drain because he didn’t like 

his Lego kingdoms enough, would skimp out on the dramatics.” 

What? She went to a lot of those group therapy sessions, from the 

“Green Earth Sanctuary for Troubled Teens” to “Addiction Services: 

Shooting Up on Jesus.” More than half of them were introductory 

courses to theology that did nothing but justify the misery of lost and 

broken people in the pursuit of eternal life. Had the angel known the 

experience Lux had, it likely would have agreed with her last point. 

As a broken person herself, she knew God intimately. A little too 

intimately. 

“So what else?”

The angel’s feathers had since raised in indignation, like a cat seconds 

away from clawing the eyes of its owner’s skull. After granting itself a 

moment of forced composure, it resolved to take a different approach. 

As if reading Lux’s own unsavory thoughts, the angel began to quote 

directly from the Bible instead.  

“I saw a beast rising out of the sea, with ten horns and seven heads, 

with ten diadems on its horns and blasphemous names on its heads. 

And to it the dragon gave his power and his throne and great 

authority. One of its heads seemed to have a mortal wound, but its 

mortal wound was healed, and the whole earth marveled as they 

followed the beast. Revelations 13:1 and on, not that the transcription 

is even remotely accurate in English. Regardless.” The angel waved the 

hands nearest to its shoulders dismissively, the rest of them twitching 

in something like muscle memory. 

“Ah, the infamous antichrist. Got it,” her tone was dripping in a thick 

layer of sarcasm, “And who is that supposed to represent, Mr. Angel?” 

Lux crossed her arms, almost smelling the years of sticky grime and 

cheap bleach that coated the walls of the group counseling rooms. She 

was emotionally prepared for whatever shaming blaming preaching 

the angel was about to do. 

Instead of responding, the angel turned towards a shattered billboard 

screen that was eternally stuck on a single image: an ad for upcoming 

political debate. Lux immediately knew what it was implying. Some 

nameless Democrat fighting another nameless Republican regarding 

how many rights people deserved, if any at all. Another politician 

snorting little white lines in the Congress restroom and wiping his ass 

with the McCain–Feingold Act as he makes a private deal with another 

oil company. Another country ravaged by the choices of a cokehead 

in a $5,000 suit and the parties that pretend to be mortal enemies but 

both turn a blind eye in the same exact way. Another indigenous 

community cooking their fish with polluted river water and eating 

cancer for dinner. Another long silence from the West, a “victimless” 

crime covered in bloodied handprints.
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“Well, I won’t argue with that one,” Lux nodded in secession to the 

angel’s point. “You still could have been a bit more direct, you know? 

Governments haven’t been great since we decided that we needed 

them in the first place. This is old news.” She did not consider herself 

at fault for missing this; Lux didn’t even participate in politics due 

to the exhaustion inherent in wading through the blatant lies and 

hypocrisies every day. Her political knowledge was one filled with 

resentment for all those who would deny rights to someone on the 

basis of something like race or class—which is, to say, she hated almost 

everyone and trusted no one.  

“Then what of this: ‘the second angel poured out his bowl into the 

sea, and it became like the blood of a corpse, and every living thing 

died that was in the sea?’” The angel did not know why it was quoting 

verses from “the holy book” so defiantly, especially considering the 

innate problems it held with the transcription of the Lord’s words 

decades later. All it knew was that it was feeling argumentative now, 

its nine wings fluttering slightly in some type of sick excitement that it 

had not felt in centuries. It acknowledged that this impulse to defend 

its own God was akin to heathen behavior; they were just childishly 

squabbling over pedantries at the end of the Earth. It was not so much 

about defense or discovering a middle ground with Lux, however. 

There was something deeper here. Something was unraveling between 

the two of them, a moment of epiphany for the angel and perhaps 

Lux as well. It hoped so, at least, because otherwise the angel was 

unjustifiably reluctant for this conversation to end. 

Its racing thoughts halted as Lux slowly raised an eyebrow. 

“There was a sea of blood,” it explained further, “it contaminated the 

streams and rivers, and it took with it the life within your waters.” 

This one took a moment, with Lux racking her brain to figure out if this 

was another metaphor or a literal sea of blood that she wasn’t aware 

of. Knowing the angel as she did, this could mean anything from bad 

periods to a suspicious influx of salmon in the ocean. She turned to 

watch the broiled deli man crawl helplessly towards a public fountain 

nearby, silently considering what the angel could possibly mean by a 

“sea of blood” when she had just had a tuna sandwich on Thursday. 

Oh.

“You don’t mean the Red Tide, do you? That’s more of a Florida thing 

than anywhere out here. Plus,” she shrugged helplessly, feeling more 

than a little ashamed now, “I just assumed it was another effect of 

climate change, like the ice caps melting or the polar bears dying out. 

Can’t really do much from over here.” 

“The chemical runoff from your farms obliterated entire species of 

fish and polluted local drinking waters across the world. There were 

elderly and children alike hooked up to respirators as they could not 

breathe on their own.” 

Lux was quiet, picking at her nails absentmindedly rather than giving 

a reply. She had nothing to say to this that might appease the angel, 

who seemed to be upset at the direction of their once-lighthearted 

debate. Somewhere in the distance behind her, there was a strip 

club’s neon-lit sign flickering faintly with the words “HEADLINE: 
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SAPPHYRE DARLING.” The lights were dead in some letters, leaving 

behind an aggressively ironic “pyre” instead. Leave it to our Merciful 

God to have a sense of humor, even now.   

The angel was almost at a loss for words and withheld a flinch at the 

cold and slippery feeling that curled up in its stomach. Sadness. 

“Did you not notice what was happening? Did you not watch the 

Earth as it died? This is not the end. Your kind had passed that point 

long before we intervened. We were here merely to...” it struggled for 

a moment, “bring the remaining souls into the light.”

“I saw,” was Lux’s immediate and resigned response. “I saw it all, but 

what was I supposed to do? I have enough shit on my plate. I could 

barely afford rent every month, let alone take on Congress or protest 

every injustice that has ever happened in the world. I was working 

double-time just to pay for my sister’s education, which was already 

discounted since she was there on an academic scholarship. Where 

was I supposed to find the time to fight everyone’s battles?” 

Lux withheld the repeating thought that gripped her heart tightly in 

its fist: “no one fought for me.” She had never heard any news about 

the busted pipelines and the black mold growing in her apartment 

that made her cough so hard she couldn’t speak the next day. She 

had never had some good Samaritan call CPS on the nights that were 

so bad that her neighbors sent her pitying looks afterwards, nor did 

anyone find a way to stop the reminder of bruised ribs that she still felt 

whenever someone raised their voice at her. 

“I was no worse than anyone else.” 

There was a painful silence that followed her words, with the angel 

leveling its inscrutable gaze at her fully and Lux scrambling for the 

words that would mitigate the severity of their conversation. Forever 

the ill-fated mediator. 

The angel beat her to it. “The pestilence—”

“I know that one!” Lux snapped her fingers as she cut off the angel, 

more than willing to pretend they were still immersed in the game that 

the angel now knew was more than over. “COVID-19, Coronavirus, 

2020’s version of The Great Plague. It’s one of the four horsemen of 

the apocalypse, so I guess it makes sense that that one wasn’t easy to 

miss...” Lux trailed off, knowing already that the angel had watched as 

the death toll hit new milestones by the minute. She was tired enough 

from the constant abundance of bad news, she couldn’t even begin to 

imagine how it felt to be on the frontlines like that.

“That was not our work. We would never commit such an 

inconceivable and endless tragedy.” At least, it hoped not. It felt 

somewhat ironic to argue this point while standing on scorched earth. 

“No? Then what is it, Mr. Angel?” Her hips jutted out humorously to 

the beat of her question, the joke already lost on both of them.

Unfortunately, like most, Lux was unaware that Locust, N.C. had been 

the first city subjected to the shifting tides of the end times. For months 
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now, Locust had been under siege by a rare variant of hemiptera 

that was brought overseas for American eccentrics with more money 

than they knew what to do with. Locustians were already waging a 

war between the devastation of their land, the mass panic that swept 

through the tiny city, and the highly deadly parasitic infection that 

afflicted 35% of the population. When the sky opened up and started 

dropping clumps of acidic hail in the dead of August, the innumerable 

insects and quite a few of the remaining humans died alike. It was a 

sign, it was just one that no one understood. 

The news of Locust was reported between filler segments at 3:33 two 

mornings prior, long after much of the country had settled into a deep 

(and in Lux’s case, inebriated) sleep. Another “natural” disaster in a 

slew of very human crimes. It was no surprise to anyone, and if Lux 

had seen it, she probably would have changed the channel to the latest 

true crime docuseries. The angel continued.

“The pestilence is not a virus of the physical body. It is the virus of the 

mind which incapacitates its people. It is more than simply ignorance, 

it is a willing apathy to the lives of those that you do not see and even 

those of which you do. That is why we are here.” It wanted to go back 

twenty minutes and live in blissful unawareness. It wished it had not 

pried. It wished it had done what it was asked and simply gone down 

to Earth in guidance, not in search of answers. This is “why now?” That 

is “why you.” 

Lux was quiet. 

“There is a common misinterpretation of the seven seals. The end 

times do not begin as an act of unjust punishment; we were simply 

showing you the consequences of your own free will and giving you 

the chance to change.” Something you should know about to an intimate 

degree. “This is what it has come to.” Even as the words came out harsh 

and echoing from somewhere behind its optic nerves, they felt wrong. 

More specifically, they felt like a lie.  

The angel had, during the blink of eternal life in which they had 

spoken, begun to like the girl beside him. Was it fair to condemn 

someone to an eternity of pain when their compliance was merely a 

drop in a bucket towards an eventual end? Was it fair that Lux would 

face judgement for the acts of not only the many, but also the few that 

created and encouraged such crimes against the Earth? Could someone 

with no prospects, no money, and little opportunity for significant 

change even gain access to an afterlife of peace when all of the odds 

were against them? The angel didn’t have the answer, but something 

heavy rested in its hallowed chest and refused to move. Just as much 

as there was a stain on Lux’s life from willful blindness, there was a 

denial of agency here that spoke to a life wherein almost every path 

gave way to an inevitable end result. 

The angel felt a similar lack of agency in this moment, the image of 

“pyre” blinking a blinding pink in the back of its mind. The angel did 

not know where she was going, nor did it know where any of the ones 

who could escape the biting teeth and unceasing talons would find 

their eternal life in. Perhaps Lux deserved this, but perhaps she also 

never had a chance to break the system that had trapped her in this 
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cycle even if she had enough energy to try. 

It was unfair. It was unfair.   

Lux’s sore legs began to wobble and she found herself sitting down 

on the hot asphalt. She aimed her eyes at the areas of tar nearer to 

the buildings, which bubbled upwards as if their thin membrane was 

being clamped into by subterranean claws. The angel followed closely 

behind, and after a moment of hesitation, its wings outstretched 

slightly to brush feathers almost mercifully on Lux’s arm. 

They sat there for a long moment, what felt like a lifetime or two. In 

reality, if they had access to a clock whose hands were not charred 

and warped uglily, they would have known they were sitting there for 

approximately one hour and thirty five seconds. Distantly, Lux could 

feel her bare calves stinging in a sort of dull, continuous pain that she 

was almost entirely detached from. By the time it was even a thought 

in her mind, did moving matter? Moving had never mattered before, 

and it had never changed her fate prior to today.  

The angel noticed but said nothing of it. It took a mental account of 

Lux’s rapidly growing wounds: patches of roughened skin beginning 

to form in exposure to their conditions, scraped thighs oozing sticky 

blood from where she dropped onto the asphalt, and a collection of 

innumerable would-be scars. She had been dying for quite some time, 

but the angel supposed that she had been dying long before this day. 

“My name, it is Tenebris,” it told her. Night. 

It didn’t have a name, in truth, at least not one that Lux could ever 

hope to pronounce. The true language of the seraphim and archangels 

was not necessarily a pleasant one, all tongue and sharp hisses with 

forked tongues; it was a song that was equal parts violent and divine. 

There was a reason, beyond their appearance, that the angels of legend 

were known to introduce themselves by the way of the human words 

“be not afraid.” 

“Tenebris,” Lux responded as if pondering the name, wiping away 

a thin line of soot from the base of her nose. “That’s nice. I’ll call you 

Tenny. Tenebris is a bit of a mouthful. No offense.” 

It wasn’t offended. Hail may have rained down in the dead of summer 

for Locust, but so too can sprigs of warmth bloom even in the ashy 

winter of the end times. 

“Are you ready to go?” Tenebris asked, watching Lux carefully. It was 

not trying to push her, but it did want to assure that whatever fate 

followed one was one that was merciful in its swiftness. There is no 

grace or glory in not knowing that your time is up until your fatal flaw 

is exploited: a mortal ankle, a hubris that encoated the sun in gold and 

your wings in melting wax, or in Lux’s case, stubbornness.

The angel heard Lux inhale sharply like her breath was stolen from 

her. Unbeknownst to the angel, Lux finally allowed herself to mourn 

deeply for a moment. She was not mourning over the ending of her 

life, but rather the fact that she had nothing left to look forward to. She 

never got to see her little sister get married and have a pack of wily 



C O A S T L I N E S     7 2 C O A S T L I N E S     7 3

children just like her, nor did Lux ever allow herself to relax and trust 

again in her older years. It is easy to theorize about the end in response 

to the standard zombie apocalypse dinner talk—sticking to the forest, 

taking up archery, always saying you love the people in your life “just 

in case,” etcetera. To actually endure this kind of loss was a pain so 

insurmountable that the grief felt like it had a body separate from hers.

Just as the angel had thought before, Lux was becoming viscerally 

aware that she had been living on borrowed time for quite some time. 

She supposed they all had. Even still, she didn’t think she would ever 

be ready to give up. 

Lux stood and heard nothing but the rustle of fallen oak leaves and 

the friction between gravel forced against one another. She closed her 

eyes and stretched out a hand in the direction of Tenebris, hoping 

and dreading that it would take her hand. Wherever she was going, 

it was all over now. Lux had done a lot of surviving. Surviving her 

childhood, surviving her premature ascent into adulthood, surviving 

the end of the world that she did not yet know was happening. And 

still she did not live. 

Tenny clasped their hands together, radiating more heat than Lux had 

ever felt in her life. It would have scalded her, she thinks, if not for the 

pleasant and comforting glow that brushed against her closed eyelids.

Finally, it was time to rest.

—

“And the kings of the earth, and the great men, and the rich men, and the 

chief captains, and the mighty men, and every bondman, and every free man, 

hid themselves in the dens and in the rocks of the mountains; And said to the 

mountains and rocks, Fall on us, and hide us from the face of him that sitteth 

on the throne, and from the wrath of the Lamb: For the great day of his wrath 

is come; and who shall be able to stand?” (Revelation 6:15-6:17).
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Artists’ Statements

Darlene Antoine grew up in Boynton Beach, Florida where 
she spent years scribbling fantastical stories in the margins 
of homework assignments and composition notebooks. She 
studies Political Science and English with a Concentration 
in Writing and Rhetoric. She’s been the second-place winner 
for the 2021 Arnold Kossoff Pen-to-Paper contest, Features 
Editor at the University Press, a published short story writer 
for the Canon Future Authors Project, and a student in the 
FAU English Honors Program. When she’s not writing, she 
can be found watching anything from post-apocalyptic tv 
shows to Marvel movies.

Brooke Bailey is an English major entering her final year 
as an undergraduate. Her specialty is neurodivergence and 
LGBTQ+ culture within multimedia content—which is also 
the subject of her upcoming Honors thesis. As an incoming 
graduate student, she will be tracking the intersection between 
these topics as it pertains to both canonical and contemporary 
literature. Her impact, hopefully, will be in tracing the influence 
of these subjects on modern conversations of gender equality, 
the inequitable roles within systems of oppression, and our 
further room for expansion within scholarly discourse.

Natalya Betancourt-Castro is an eighteen-year-old poet and 
short story writer who has been writing seriously for a little 
over ten years. Her works mainly focus on themes of her 
identity, both as an artist and as an individual, mental illness, 
and relationships with others when she writes. She enjoys 

drawing inspiration from her personal life and molding her 
own experiences into stories she can tell other people. This 
will be her first publication, and she is very excited to be a 
part of this project.

A passionate writer who specializes in fiction, Libby Ennis 
is a second-year student at Florida Atlantic University. Her 
major, unfortunately for her peace of mind, is currently 
all over the place as she is still exploring her interests. She 
enjoys Computer Science, Fantasy, and spending time with 
her amazing friends and wonderful family. This is her first 
acceptance into a literary collection, and she cannot be more 
enthusiastic about working with Coastlines.

Camille Janawitz is a first-year music education major at 
FAU. She began to write poetry in 9th grade because of her 
literature teacher, Mr. Williams. Her work is often inspired by 
her family, friends, educators, music, and artists she admires. 
Helen Watches Me Swim is based on her experience coming to 
college and her beautiful great grandmother, Helen. When 
not writing poetry, Camille enjoys playing the French horn, 
working out, and over-analyzing Ray Bradbury’s writing. 
You can find more of her work on Instagram (@cami_writes_
poetry)

Shaquera Johnson, who goes by Shaya Israel, recently 
graduated with her BA in English from FAU (class of 2021) 
with a minor in communication studies and concentration 
in writing and rhetoric. She is currently seeking an MFA 
degree in poetry. While waiting for acceptance letters, she is 
participating in another community poetry workshop at FAU.
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Macie Krumenacker is an up-and-coming writer from Lake 
Worth, Florida. She currently is working towards a Bachelor 
of Arts degree in English with a concentration in writing 
and rhetoric and is expected to graduate with honors. Before 
becoming an author herself, Macie spent most of her time 
reading novels, comic books, short stories, and other pieces 
of literature from various genres. Her debut piece, Television 
Killed My Marriage, is part of a larger literary universe which 
she hopes to expand upon in future work.
 
Wayne Lockwood is a writer, editor and musician based in 
Washington, D.C. He is now an MFA candidate in writing at 
Vermont College of Fine Arts and is at work on his first novel, 
Perfect Circles.

Noreth Marquez was born in Caracas, Venezuela. She’s 
always loved reading and writing. Here, she was inspired by 
Latin American culture and art.

Arman Naim is currently a senior at FAU. He is pursuing a 
B.S. in Biological Sciences and aims to become a physician 
assistant in the future. Arman is the son of two immigrant 
parents, who both hail from the Bengal region. He enjoys 
writing primarily fiction, with his favorite genres being 
horror, science fiction, and action. In his off-time, he likes to 
write, play video games, workout, and spend time with his 
loved ones.

M.J. Pennell is an aspiring environmental lawyer majoring 
in Biology, minoring in English, and attempting to build 
a social life through involvement in clubs like the National 
Organization for Women and the Owl Write Creative Writing 
Club. A writer, harpist, photographer, and pretentious sci-fi 

enthusiast, MJ can often be found chasing cool birds in local 
natural preserves or starting (but never finishing) her own 
novels in the quiet corners of the library.

Charlotte Rego is a Sophomore at FAU this year majoring in 
psychology. She was born and raised in Florida and came to 
FAU to continue exploring her career path. She has always 
had a passion for poetry and plans to create other works in 
the future while on her journey at FAU.

Sydney Richner is a senior at Florida Atlantic University 
and an English major who writes poetry in her spare time. 
She is fascinated by the written word. She hopes to indulge 
this passion moving forwards; her long-term career goal is 
to eventually become a professor. This is her first publication 
but will hopefully have many more to come!

Laura Saintil is a freshman at Florida Atlantic University 
pursuing Business and Psychology; she’s a proud Haitian 
born in the astounding island of Hispaniola. Although 
the arts are not her major, she finds that creativity and 
learning is necessary in everything one does; with this, she’s 
immersed herself into artistic activities such as theatre, vocal 
performance, dance, illustration, design, and writing. Not 
only that but she has found engagement in athletic, social, and 
educational opportunities in order to broaden perspective 
and her horizons. She’s appreciative of her parents, teachers, 
and God for such opportunities that she’s encountered in the 
past  and what she will attain in the future. She especially 
can’t wait to view the other works of her fellow, creative 
classmates!
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Allison Segalini, from Oakland, Florida, is an Elementary 
Education major going into her second year of college. From a 
young age, Allison has loved stories. She grew up reading and 
writing in a family that nurtured her love of books. However, 
this is Allison’s first attempt at writing a poem. She grew in 
her appreciation for poetry after taking a class about it at FAU.

Cidenna Smith is a Sophomore at FAU and is planning to 
receive her masters in Secondary English Education. Outside 
of her love of reading and writing, she has a passion for theater, 
art, and animation. Post-graduation, she hopes to spread her 
love of literature through teaching.  

Editors’ Note

For our Spring 2022 issue, we requested works of literature 
and art that amplify FAU’s diverse student body—and 
also reflect the unequivocal circumstances we are living 
through. Due to an unforeseen pandemic that has altered 
our social conventions, we decided to make this our first 
completely digital issue for accessibility purposes. We 
asked that student submissions be inventive, expansive, and 
demonstrate creative practices that reach far beyond the 
institution’s framework. We ultimately hoped to uncover 
linguistic possibilities, emphasize the need for vulnerability, 
and challenge dominant systems of thought by presenting 
nuance. It was our intention to use this issue as a vehicle 
for empathy, imagination, and community during a time of 
severe disconnection. 

 - The Coastlines Editorial Team
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About Coastlines

Coastlines Literary Magazine is produced by  
the students of Florida Atlantic University.

If you would like to submit your work to Coastlines,  
you must be an undergraduate student currently enrolled at FAU.

We are open to submissions from  
April 1st to November 1st 
of each year.

You can find out more about this magazine
and the submission process here:
www.fau.edu/coastlines


