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NOTE FROM THE EDITORS

Dear Readers,
This semester, you may be blue with sadness or tickled pink by the 

start of the new year - we all connect and react to different colors in 
different ways. Here on the Inkwell Executive Board, we want to allow 
writers to embrace their connection with color and to showcase their 

amazing talent. We hope you enjoy the issue!

-- THE INKWELL STAFF
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Black and White
Martina Goda ‘20

My child loves to color the drawings on the page,
Wild Horses, magical wizards, tiny fairies, and rippling waves
Seeing his wide smile, I can’t help but wonder,
What it is like to see in color

Wow son you have the best designs!
I say to his scribbles in and out the lines
I love the colors that you choose!
I say about his purple and yellow shoes.

You have a gift, don’t you know?
I’m no artist, I’m too slow
You have the greatest gift of all, son
So dear and precious, a true phenomenon

Hold it dear and near to your heart
The gift you have, that is art
You can be a great artist one day my boy
You can use your skills, give people joy

Color me the sunset, the sand beneath my feet
Color me a cupcake, ever so sweet
Color me the bird, flying up so high
Color me the star, in the night’s sky

Color me the woods, color me the plains
Color me my skin, color me my veins
Color me your face, the twinkles in your eyes
Color me the heaven, up in the skies

You could have been a great artist my boy
You could have given many people joy
I put down my flowers, black and white
I wipe my tears and walk away into the night

I remember your beautiful colors
I can’t get them out of my mind
But without you my boy…
I’m colorblind
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Grey
Marina Lindland ‘18

I woke up, and I was grey.

It wasn’t even noticeable to me until I put on my glasses and stared at my-
self in the bathroom mirror. The circles underneath my eyes seemed deeper, 
darker; probably because all hues of pink and blue were gone. My fingers 
absently weaved through my hair, needing to feel that I hadn’t evaporated 
in my sleep. The strands were still soft from my shower the night before, twist-
ing around my knuckles until pulling away. It was still there, I was all still there. 
But the color was just gone, I was just grey.

Everything else was fine. The bathroom walls were still a sickly beige, my 
hand towel still bubblegum pink with black smudges from my mascara the 
night before. My t-shirt, even, was still vibrantly red. It was just my skin, my 
hair, my eyes, everything that I had spent the last twenty years cultivating 
and refining. Especially my eyes; once a kaleidoscope of color, they were 
muted and faded, like the printer had run out of ink before it could finish 
them. I stared at them for a few moments, and they stared right back at me, 
without the slightest hint of surprise.

My friends didn’t notice anything either. They all talked about the weather 
first. It was too dark out, too cold, too rainy, too dreary. They begged the sky 
for summer, pleading for a warm, dry day, one that they could go outside 
and bask in the sun. They wanted those beams of light to kiss their lips, to 
feel those rays of light baking their skin in the best of ways. I glanced down 
at my pale, grey hands. It had been a while since I had seen the sun, too.

Maybe my clothes would help. If I wore red, or blue, or purple, maybe 
the dye would leak into my skin and begin to become a part of my being 
again. My hands found my favorite pink blouse, and I slipped it on before 
returning to the bathroom mirror. I was instantly reminded of a flashing neon 
sign of a woman outside a run-down strip club, reflecting off shallow puddles 
on an abandoned street. Thick fog rolled in off the bay, caressing her hair as 
it carpeted the town in a thick blanket of smoke. I touched my cheek, my 
skin coarse beneath my fingers, and watched as tiny flecks of ash floated to 
the floor. I went back to my room and threw on a black sweater.

I opened a drawer in my desk and pulled out my make-up. Out came the 
sponges, the foundation, the lipstick, the eyeliner, the bronzer. Halsey belted 
so loudly the bathroom walls began pulsating, and, for the first time that 
morning, I could feel my heart beating in my chest. I began to paint, dab-
bing at my face gingerly. The contrast was stark, as if someone had spilled 
bleach on their grey jeans. But the more I painted, the more the grey faded. 
With masterful brushstrokes, I brought color to my eyebrows, my lips, my 
cheeks. I brought color to my ears, my neck, my breasts, my hands. With 
each touch, my skin tingled, as if it was slowly coming alive, sensing the cold 
liquids on its surface.
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I looked back in the mirror, and I was still grey. Not at a first glance, sure. 
Probably not even if you stared at me for hours. I could see it, though. My 
skin still looked sickly. I couldn’t put any make up in my hair, or on my irises. 
If I focused on my mouth, though, I couldn’t see my ghost anymore. I saw 
a cherry, mashed and pressed on my lips. I saw the door of my dad’s old 
1960’s Chevy that I used to ride around in when I was five. I lost my favorite 
horse figurine somewhere between the seats right before we sold it. I saw my 
graduation cap that would be resting on my head when I crossed the stage 
in one short year. I saw the blood that was flowing through my veins, forcing 
my heart to beat once, twice, three times more. It carried a surge of oxygen 
to my brain as I took a deep breath, fighting the easing weight on my chest.

I might’ve only been whispers of grey, but my ghost was starting to under-
stand that my body was still alive

Take Gold Out On A Date
Alyssa Vigorito ‘19
 
take gold out on a date;
don’t ask him why fools are on his tail,
attached like parasites sucking golden
blood through their silver tongues;
do ask him when he turned to Midas—
a compliment;
buy gold a $14 mojito
empty bottle requiem
another round;
kiss gold in the Penn Station Auntie Anne’s
golden pretzels twisted like our
lives—a Jenga masterpiece
cadence of the footsteps
another round;
plan a tattoo about how he’s all you see;
fall in love with gold in the same manner
we shower: what was once claustrophobic
is an act we wish to
savor—
in torrential downpour or
remaining drops
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For My Mother.
Kaitlin Boyle ‘18

You might have thought
She was the sea. 
Maybe it is the blue of her eyes,
Or the golden sun of her hair,
The gentle tide of her voice,
But the sea is not quite a home.

She is not the sea.

She is the mountains. 

Her eyes are the clear skies,
She is beauty in all seasons.
Mystery and magic rest in
The soft snow of her voice,
And warmth and light glow 
From the spring of her smile. 
She holds an old wisdom within her
That neither kings
Nor gods
Can conquer or fathom. 

She is to behold, 
For she is great.
She is great,
She is great.
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Feeling in Color
Katherine Grosso ‘17

She saw red. Not a red like the cheap dollar-store lipstick Mrs. Kratz paints 
her smile with, but a deeper and more meaningful color. More like if you tore 
your heart out of your chest for a second, held it in your hands and let some-
one take it from you—The color your palms might be after the trade was the 
only thing her mind registered in those brief seconds when she caught him 
with another woman. 

There was a purple at her toes. Not a plum or periwinkle but an eggplant, a 
purple so dark that it could be switched to black with just two more drops 
from the squeeze bottle of paint, made her shoes too heavy and her steps 
clumsy. 

An acidic lime green sludge was creeping up her throat, scorching the sides 
of her throat as it climbed and poked at her uvula with its sharp talons. She 
could smell how close it was to parting her lips and spilling her disbelief all 
over her immobile feet.

There was another red, bright, like the color of the first drop of blood that 
pools after the doctor pricks your finger. She let it burn in her chest and fuel 
cries of agony and once stunted emotion, screaming ‘how could you do 
this to us?’ without reserve. 

When he failed to answer, a grey cloud shrouded the pale features of her 
face like the veil she planned to wear in just a few months, and sent a chill 
that caused gooseflesh to rise in mounds on her forearms.

And when he said ‘I don’t love you anymore’ a black nothingness wrapped 
itself around her heart and choked it.
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Cinematic Synesthesia 
Dylan Winsick ‘20

As my vision fades, 
my surroundings become desaturated;
seats, people next to me
red cushions on the white walls,
brown doors on both corners of the room,
stale popcorn on the tiled floor,
backpacks and half-full Slurpee cups. 

Graying, stale air penetrates my sweater,
giving me cold shivers.
But I only think of shutting my eyes
and crawling inside my mind
to make up for lost sleep.

The movie playing appears in color. 
A woman is under the shower
thinking that everything is normal.
Until someone rips open the curtain 
and thrusts a kitchen knife at her bare body; 
Her attempts to defend herself prove futile. 

Everyone’s eyes turn forward
as the woman falls on the floor,
Her pasty blood is washed down the shower drain
and her lifeless body stares at us. 
Her world is washed out
while the room appears to have reverted to normal.

I can’t turn away from the screen. 
My body feels ready to fall off my seat. 

My stomach churns as if I’ve been cut open by a shiv,
leaving my guts exposed.
I’ve never felt so awake before.
But did I need to see someone die first?

Is human awareness only triggered through tragedy?
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Two Generations of Prom
Katherine Klima ‘20

 My mother’s prom dress was purple. Not just any kind of purple though. 
It was this flashy kind of eggplant purple. As I try to think back on the details 
of the dress, it’s all kind of a mush. But, there are two things I am one hun-
dred percent certain about. The dress was extremely vibrant, and there was 
a ton of fabric.

 In her youth, my mother used to be the epitome of 1980’s fashion. For 
example, besides her dress she also had an enormous perm that lasted from 
1984 to 1995. The small, curly ringlets would bounce with each step and 
would take up the entire space around her. 

 Then, there was my dad. I can’t help but roast him for his poor stylis-
tic choices. At his prom, my father wore a snow white tuxedo with match-
ing shoes. The best part of this whole outfit was the fact he had bleached 
his “mullet” for the occasion (he still claims it was not a mullet, but that’s his 
deal. In my opinion, it was totally a mullet). Thankfully, when my mother in-
vited him to her prom he didn’t dress like a platinum snowball. He wore a 
simple jet black tuxedo and his hair was it’s normal color. 

 Unlike my parents and their classic 80’s fashion, my prom attire was 
completely different. For my senior prom, I had a seafoam green, mermaid 
style dress. It wasn’t flashy, but unique in its own way. My hard to tame hair 
took two hours to pin all together while my makeup was done in a jiffy with 
the help of a family friend. 

 There are days where I like to watch my parents’ prom video from 1986 
and smile knowing how far they’ve come. Not only did they go to prom 
together, but they’d get married six years later, and would then go on to 
have two children; me, their amazingly perfect fantastic first born, and then 
the other one who’s alright. They’ve been together for twenty-five years and 
things are still going great. 

 And now, being out of high school for a year, I’ll look back on my prom 
pictures and smile, wondering what it’s going to be like in thirty years when 
my own son or daughter goes to prom. Will everything be chrome by then? 
Will big hair ever become popular again? What about fanny packs? And 
will they find my choices in style to be wild? I’m curious for the future, but 
until then I’ll enjoy looking at our very different, colorful proms. 
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Gold
Bronwyn Kelly ‘19

Shimmering translucent air as the glitter is frozen 
mid-fall toward the grey tile,
tumbling through space but solid in time.

Dilated iris of a lover when the sun shines through
their blue prismatic window,
breaking a barrier that shines to an inner core.

Shining dance trophy now collects dust and
silver cobwebs on your mantel,
dramatic irony for your youthful dreams.

Newly waxed nameplate carved with the identity
beloved by a colorful multitude,
a fixture on a sickly sweet smelling casket.

Cold necklace draped around your long neck dips
into your freckled and tanned chest,
the closest anything is allowed to your heart.

Polished doorknob turned at a slight angle to grant
access to the rich brown mahogany library room,
a marvelous display of knowledge.

Rolling coin as it leaves its owner only to fall
down the dark black storm drain,
even the deserted path has a destination.

Elemental Gold is incapable of being tarnished
by the green natural environment.
It is pure.
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A Tie-Dyed Life
Margaret Moore ‘19

A splotch of blue here,
The shade of the limitless sky,
A dash of red there,
The color of beautiful roses,
Of Fairfield pride,
Of symbolic clown noses.
Splatters of yellow—
The hue of the shining sun,
The type that brightens the day for everyone.
Greenness drizzled throughout,
The symbol of newness,
Of Earth,
Irishness,
And a world of new adventure.
Its trusty sidekick orange 
Boldening all objects in sight.
There’s a soft shade of pink
That makes one think of love and of Spring.
And,
Finally,
There is purple,
The best one of all.
It’s the color of royalty,
And,
In my opinion,
It goes with everything.
All of these colors represent who an individual is.
Blended together and shown as a cloth collage,
They show his or her uniqueness,
The one-of-a-kind factor in the human race’s life and entourage.



The Color of Home
Gabriella Minos ‘19
 
Golden yellow, shining through
past the leaves in the evening
and the windows in the morning
 
The color that echoes in the evening sky
gleaming brightly, daringly
instilling a foundation in you like the roots of a tree
wrapping it’s warmth around your shoulders
like a blanket, holding you tight
like a lover
 
Yellow, light and airy, dancing
gracefully, across faces
like ballerinas, turning and leaping
Playing on the top of a child’s’ head
and flickering in her eyes
 
A yellow, soft and small, the reflection of purity
glancing off a smooth, irreproachable (blameless) cheek
and playing hide and seek like a smile
 
The color of better days, yet to come
tracing your body, flickering images
of what could be, teasing you
filling your head with hope
and thoughts of serenity
 
Burnt yellow the color hidden deep inside
our desiring bodies, burning
 
The yellow of honey, sweet and sticky
rolling down the edge of your cup
 
The color that begins and ends
each day, waking us up every morning
and putting us to bed each night
 
Yellow the color of familiarity
and home

11
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Adam and Eve
Jessica Romeo’17

It is such a beautiful garden. 

Brilliant green leaves crowd the undergrowth, rough and dense. Silky flowers or-
nament the bushes and the soft grass. Enormous trees, with their branches out-
stretched, scrape at the sky. Clusters of fruits and berries create blooms of satu-
rated colour. Smooth brown vines tie everything together. The air is imbued with a 
warm, sweet fragrance.

At the heart of the garden sits the Tree.

The bark is mottled green and brown. Among its pink flowers, there is an Apple. It 
sways on an outstretched branch, red, round and gleaming.

Beneath the Tree are two humans. One - male - sits cross-legged, knotting flowers 
together into a garland. The other - female - rests her body against the trunk; she is 
gazing up at the night sky through the branches. 

“The stars are so beautiful,” she says to him. 

“Indeed. They are as God made them,” he says, pausing to glance up. 

“They seem so close,” she continues. “So close that I can almost touch them.” She 
reaches up and traces the air with her fingers. 

“Try to grab them,” he says. “You’ve been complaining about being bored. That’s 
something to do.”

“Maybe I will.” She lowers her hand. Her eyes shift from the stars to the apple di-
rectly over her head. She sighs. 

“I named something new today,” he says. “It was this small, four-legged thing. 
Covered with hair. A little snobby looking. I called it a ‘Bop.’” 

“Sounds good. Maybe I’ll see one, someday.” She sits up straight, and her wild hair 
is teased by the gentle breeze. In this moment of pause, a symphony of birdsongs 
surrounds them. She pulls her legs into her chest and rests her head on her knees. 

“Have you heard anything from God today?” she asks.
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“No,” he says, looking slightly disappointed. “You?” 

“No. I thought he was trying to talk to me while I was getting water from the 
stream, but it turned out to be nothing. I think it was just you humming to yourself.”   

“Huh.” 

“Do you think he forgot about us?” she asks, picking at the grass. 

“No,” he responds. “Of course not. He’s just giving us time to enjoy this beautiful 
place. He told us this is paradise, after all.” 

“Yes, right,” she says. “Paradise.” 

The apple continues to sway, bathed in the blue light of the moon. 

———————————————————————————————————————

“When are you going to release the snake?” 

Dr. Horner doesn’t respond. He continues to gaze at the wall of the video screens, 
his glasses down at the tip of his nose. His hand rests absently on a remote. 

Someone coughs. 

“Hm?” says Horner, after a moment. He doesn’t turn around.

“I said, when are you planning to release the snake? Garden Module B55 seems 
to be almost ready for it.”

“B55? Oh no. Not even close. Look at them, they’re just babies.” Horner focuses 
on a screen in the lower right corner. He squints. “Still, they are following the proto-
col-narrative rather closely. Soon, perhaps.”

Dr. Horner turns and looks directly at the boy next to him. “And who are you?”

“Oh. Um, I’m James. I’m new.” The kid gestures to his pristine name tag, clipped 
onto the pocket of his stark white lab coat. 

“Okay,. James,” Dr. Horner says, nodding. “Welcome to Eden.”

———————————————————————————————————————
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The male stands up and brushes the grass from his knees. She is still laying on the 
ground, panting. Beads of sweat slide down her smooth, dark thighs. Tears are in 
her eyes. She did not even try to yell; for who would hear her? God? 

———————————————————————————————————————

“I remember there was one narrative… the female wanted to be on top during 
sex. The dolt refused, so she just up and left. Refused to return. We had to termi-
nate that module prematurely.”  

Dr. Horner takes a sip of his coffee. He and James are sitting side-by-side, in front 
of the wall of monitors. 

“There was another scenario where our Adam and Eve kept missing each other. 
For months, they each thought they were the only one in the garden. We eventu-
ally had to have God explicitly tell them that there was another person, and we 
manipulated the topography until they found each other. What an utter disas-
ter.”

James laughs politely, sifting through the stack of files laid out before him. He 
opens one particularly thick folder. He cocks his head to one side as he reads. 

“Did these two really…?”

“Not once. Never had intercourse. He didn’t even seem to have the inclination. 
Very unusual. When she finally encountered the snake, you can’t imagine how 
easy it was for him to tempt her. Fell almost instantly.” 

James leans back in his chair. “And there’s never been a successful run?”

“Not yet.” Dr. Horner pinches the bridge of his nose. “No matter the circumstanc-
es, no matter the variables. They always Fall. Every time.” 
———————————————————————————————————————

She leans against the trunk of the Apple Tree. Her nails dig into the bark. She is 
shaking. 

The apple, which had tasted so juicy and good, now leaves only the dry taste of 
rot in her mouth. 

He had eaten of the apple too. Together, they had shared it. Now, he clutches 
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his stomach and falls to his knees. The pair of them wail in agony as the juice of 
cursed fruit works its way into their veins.

The talking snake disappeared long ago. 

———————————————————————————————————————

“The new pair in cryo is almost aged to release,” James says, looking down at his 
clipboard. “We’re going to try two females.”

“We have the garden module completely prepped for them?” Horner asks stir-
ring cream into his coffee. 

“Yes. It’s all set. We altered the God-script slightly for this new narrative. It’s going 
to be a feminine voice. See how that changes things.” 

Dr. Horner examines the monitors each showing a different angle of the Garden, 
perfect in its plastic state. 

They were going to find them. If they had to perform the experiment a hundred 
times, in a hundred different ways. The rights ones would be found. 



NOTES



Are you interested in submitting
your work to The Inkwell?

We accept entries in the categories of:

Poetry, Fiction, Creative Non-fiction,
Essay, Comics, Graphic Literature,

Original Lyrics, and more!

Please send all submissions to:

inkwellliterary@gmail.com

and be sure to check out our weekly     
section in Fairfield’s campus newspaper, 

The Mirror!

Thanks to all of our readers and writers!

-- THE INKWELL STAFF
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