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NOTE FROM THE EDITORS

Dear Readers,

Opposites and contradictions are not only ever-present in 
our lives, but they also provide a wealth of material for writ-
ers. Examining those differences is just another way to make 
sense of this crazy and unpredictable world that we live in. 
As we prepare ourselves for the exhausting week of finals, 
the stress can be so overwhelming, and it can be hard to 
see the light at the end of the tunnel. Our writers took on 
the challenge of understanding this contradiction, and we 

couldn’t be more please with the result. We hope you enjoy, 
and wish you all the best on your finals. Good luck!

~THE INKWELL STAFF~
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Untitled
By Diandre Clarke

Bitter nights, how I love the taste 
Cold nights how I love the feel -the feeling of needing, needing warmth to 
cover me 
Dark nights how I love the sight, to see nothing by choice yet envision it all 
Lonely nights how I imagine how lonely it could seem 
But the night is never lonely, for I'm always comforted by my thoughts 
Then again the nights are never bitter, because my rum sweetens my mouth

The nights are cold, yet my wrath, my rage, my anger warms  
I lay in the nights resting on the pillows of agony
Bitter nights yet sweet
Cold nights infused with the heat of animosity
Dark nights as always, the sun must go to sleep
 No more lonely nights, misery keeps me company
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Free Write
By Diandre Clarke

Intoxication, that’s the feeling that overwhelms my body; a feeling of 
wonder, excitement, sorrow
As the room becomes engulfed in a black and white depiction 
As my vision becomes unstill and what appears in front of me truly looks 
like a gentle soul

As my eyes roll back, I feel him or it run through my body, invading 
my bloodstream luring me in to feel that sexual emotion that elevated         
hormonal level that encourages promiscuity 
Intoxication, that’s the feeling that overwhelms my body
A feeling of wonder, excitement, sorrow
Wondering will this gentle soul enter my kingdom unwelcome yet wel-
comed 
Will this gentle soul push further as my eyes roll back deeper, as the room 
becomes too dark for me to vision?
Intoxication, that’s the feeling that overwhelms my body 
Present, yet absent, how could this be?

You gentle soul; you’ve entered my kingdom without alarming me 
I feel him, run through my body engaging with me in sexual seduction 
The room still spins, yet my eyes remain close.
Gentle soul, I did not invite you to lay with me 
The Hennessy called but I hung up when it was too late.
Hennessy, you cause me such pain, yet you’re my only coping mechanism 
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I Found Him in the Dark
By Bronwyn Kelly

Flashing, blinding lights and sickly sweet air hit my face,
Curls tousled from dancing and chapped lips smacked with liquor,
Staggering down familiar hallways that reflect crooked lines in my haze,
Turquoise eyes adjust to the falling darkness in the room as I close the door.
They all tell me to be careful and mindful of his ways;
He’s here. Silhouetted and lost in a crowd, yet commanding attention...

Night is in love with me and stays close like a lovesick Eros,
He is absent of any light yet unattainably gorgeous, sprawling and                 
all-consuming,
The only one allowed to hold me and he forces the beaten red cup to my 
mouth,
Splashing quaking red liquid in the cup goes down my throat and spills on my 
ripped jeans.
He helps me move, swaying to a heartbeat that matches the pounding bassline;
Altering my vision and yet I’ll never forget...

Utter obsession and crushing feelings,
Such admiration for a man who now cradles me,
You came back into my life this past summer when the cosmos were smiling 
so wide,
Never have happiness and freedom tasted so ridiculously delicious and         
addicting.
It captivates my soul and spins my world rotating on a skewed sideways axis;
Pure ecstasy.

Fate has aligned our stars in ways that I only believe to be authentic.

God, help me to understand before I become hallucinogenic.
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The Goblin Men Will Claim You Asked 
For It

By Ellie Conklin

They’ve always warned us against the darkness.
We were taught to fear the night because that’s when the monsters come out.
Ghosts and ghouls and goblins all creep out of their hiding places,
From their bogs in the woods and around deserted corners,
With hideous claws outstretched in search of a lovely victim.

We heard their steps behind us,
Crunching on leaves, splashing in puddles, heavy heels stomping menacingly.
We heard them laugh at our fear, taunting, teasing, testing us.
But we were never able to see them.
Like all the best villains, they hid under cover of darkness.

So we adapted.
We narrowed our eyes and perked up our ears.
We slid around corners and carried our keys in between our knuckles.
We learned to hiss and scratch and claw.
You don’t cross the path of a black cat.

We learned to defend ourselves,
And the monsters didn’t like that.
We got a name for ourselves.
Medusa. Jezebel. Circe. Lilith.
Witchy woman, see how high she flies.

We are not afraid of the ghosts in our attic.
We are not afraid of the skeletons in our closet.
We are not afraid of the monsters under our bed.
We are the ones they should be afraid of.
We are the thing that goes bump in the night.
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Here and Gone
By Marina Lindland

What if I told you I was already
gone
Flowing down the river
the waves gently kissing the nape of my neck
Wash away this world
Move onto the next
you see me here
Standing in the light
Hands steady
Shoulders back
but I am floating
Head back in the current
Here
but 
already gone
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Pitch Black
By Martina Goba

She was so accustomed to living in darkness
that she shuddered at the sight of light
For in the darkness, her flaws seemed

masked by the shadows,
but in the light, they were exposed,

one by one,
as if she was baring her skin for the world to see

Under the soft blanket of the night,
her grandiose dreams seemed reachable

so close that she could nearly touch them,
but in the chaos of the light

they were gone
The darkness was a haven for her

distressed heart,
wild thoughts,

her relentless spirit
And in her mind

Darkness is not the absence of light
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Beautiful Darkness
By Kiersten Bjork

People have always been afraid of the dark
Since ancient times it was always the disappearing of the light that sent us 
into hiding,
We locked our doors behind us to keep out the shadows,
The inky blackness that threatened to swallow up the world
We ran from the creatures that dwell in the night

However, we were never told to be afraid of the light
We didn’t know of the dangers that lurked in the glittering brightness
Nothing can hide in the light,
Everything is laid bare,
No secrets, no lies, no solitude;
You can never be alone
The shining brilliance reveals you to the world,
You cannot run from it,
No matter how hard you try

And yet, after you do everything in your power to escape the light,
You realize that the darkness is waiting;
Welcoming
Darkness is safe,
It will protect you,
It will hide you from the prying eyes that exist in the light



It is a thing of beauty,
Ready to wrap you in its arms,
To shelter you from the harsh glow
The light that threatens to expose you
Do not be afraid of the dark,
Instead, be wary of the light
In truth, darkness is beautiful,
It will hide you from those that wish to do you harm.

You cannot hide in the light.
But the darkness will protect you
It will hold you in a loving embrace,
It will protect you from the terrors of the light

The terrors of the light.
They told us to be afraid of the dark,
But you can see no terrors in the night.
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Lighting My Future
By Diandre Clarke

Dark as my past may be, my heart remains light as the 
best days

The shadows that stalk me, no longer scare me
The hate that enraptured me is now fleeting

Dark as my thoughts could prevail, hope still found its 
way through

I opened the cordless blinds in my life and the sunlight 
began to seep in

Not enough light to nurture the houseplant that is my 
past

But just enough light to illuminate the pathway that led 
to my future



Are you interested in submitting your 
work to The Inkwell?

We accept enteries of all kinds, from

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

Original Lyrics, Visual Art, and many other 
categories.

We also accept submisions for the cover 
art for future issues from all interested 

artists.

For more information, contact us at:

inkwellliterary@gmail.com

Thanks to all of our readers and writers for 
your support!

~THE INKWELL STAFF~
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