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NOTE FROM THE EDITORS
Dear Readers,
 Whether you believe in a world filled with greed or a world filled with charity, it’s 
safe to say the world has a mix of both. This is inevitable--there will always be people who 
believe they deserve a world catered toward themselves. Thankfully, there are those who 
represent the good that our society can present and their charity towards those outside of 
themselves speaks volumes.
 Here on the Inkwell Executive Board, we believe our writers, and writers in general, 
hold the tools to make this world a brighter and better place. Writing, no matter the genre, 
has the power to circulate impactful ideas while also preserving traditions and memory. 
We hope you use your power to illuminate all of the charity that this world, through good 
and bad times, has previously brung and will continue to bring in the future. At the same 
time, we hope you use your power to highlight the greed in this world in order for society 
to recognize its detrimental nature.

Thank you for your continued support. We hope you enjoy this issue. 
 -INKWELL EXECUTIVE BOARD
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 “Every dollar goes to a child in need!”
 I’m seriously considering recording the line and playing it back on my 
phone. I’m basically an animatronic already.
 It’s a big day at the market. Everyone’s milling about in the cheery 
afternoon sun, moving from stall to stall, looking for the perfect match for 
the contents of their wallets. It’s a tourist destination, like a ton of others, but 
that also makes it good for some old-fashioned grassroots charity work.
 “Donate to Hope for Future Children! Every dollar goes to a child in 
need!”
 I’m about two pieces of flair away from turning into a literal cartoon 
mascot. Turns out people are more likely to look your way if you’re dressed 
like you’re from a bad dream about public speaking. But it’s still kind of a 
slow day.
 “Every dollar—” A frog catches in my throat. I take a big gulp from 
my bottled water, which I pointedly did not pay for with charity money, and 
continue where I left off. “Every dollar! Goes to a child in need!”
 Most of the families are ignoring me. Good for them.
 Just as I’m putting the bottle back down, that’s when I spot him. 
Shouldering his way through the crowd, marching straight at me. A cloaked 
figure, all in black, his face hidden in the shadow of a wide-brimmed hat. He 
stops just on the other side of my plywood booth, towering over me, and lifts 
his face. It’s covered by a Guy Fawkes mask.
 I open my mouth silently. What I want to say, because my brain is still 
on autopilot, is that every dollar goes to a child in need. I’m also considering 
slapping myself so I can wake up.
 The man reaches into his cloak, pulls out a cloth sack filled with 
something heavy, and slams it down on the table. He’s breathing heavily, 
purposefully, like he just finished a jog, or like he’s sweating to death in all his 
dark clothing. Out of morbid curiosity, I reach up and pinch the edge of the 
sack, and quickly realize that it’s filled with bricks of cash.
 “Are you donating all of this?” I eventually ask, since the Guy Fawkes 
man is still staring down at me and I’m not sure whether I’m about to die.
 “People should not be afraid of their governments,” the man breathes 
huskily through his mask. “Governments should be afraid of their people.”
 I reach up and undo the drawstring of the sack, pulling it open to look 
inside. The bricks of cash are made of 100-dollar bills. There’s a dull, topsy-
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turvy moment when I realize that I’m looking at more money than I make in 
a year.
 As I look, the man tilts his head ever so slightly to the side. The smile 
of his mask looks extra cheeky.
 “Is all of this money yours?” I croak, the frog having found his spot in 
my larynx again.
 “Bring liberty to the people. You have nothing to lose but your chains. 
Taxation, need I remind you, is theft.” I’m realizing that the man’s slogans are 
just as well-rehearsed as my “every dollar goes to a child in need.” But I envy 
his variety.
 “We’re not allowed to take stolen money,” I say lamely, while frantically 
trying to remember if Hope for Future Children actually has a rule against 
taking stolen money.
 In the distance, a man points at us and shouts in Spanish, “¡Ahí está! 
¡Vamos! ¡Manos arriba, ladrón!” He’s dressed like a federal agent, but there’s 
a Mexican flag on his shoulders. Two more guys are following him carrying 
assault rifles.
 Before I can react, the Guy Fawkes man shoves the sack of money 
over the edge of the plywood counter, then books it for the nearest alleyway 
entrance. I’m expecting some wall-jumping parkour for him, but his cloak 
snags on a dumpster and tears away, and I realize that underneath he’s 
wearing a black spandex body glove. It reveals much more of his figure than 
I’m prepared to try to describe.
 I turn slowly back to my stall as the Mexican feds run past me, fighting 
a wave of nausea and general misery. Since there’s a pretty good chance that 
all of the money I was just given came from either a cocaine deal or another 
charity, I decide to leave it where it is and take the rest of the day off. No one 
even notices as I walk away from the stall.
 Today seems like a pretty good day to quit my old life and start over. 
But instead of feeling inspired by anything from today, I’m mostly thinking 
I’m going to reopen a charity booth somewhere on the other side of the 
planet.
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 It was a brisk September morning and the air was ripe with trickery. 
Emma had been working at the food bank for years, loving every minute of 
her charitable acts, but she was close to the edge. One day, she had enough of 
the poor receiving all this food and decided to take all the Swedish meatballs 
away from them and hide them in her car. For months, she took numerous 
meatballs and stuffed them in her trunk, eventually filling it to the brim. She 
had built an empire off of selling illegally-obtained meatballs, which was so 
massive that it had become the number one meatball criminal enterprise in 
all of Connecticut. While she was building this criminal operation, she had 
made many enemies, one of whom was the Department of Justice.
 In the media, while everyone had assumed Special Counsel Robert 
Mueller was investigating the Trump Campaign’s connection to Russian 
oligarchs, he was actually thoroughly researching meatball fraud in the 
northeast. CNN and the liberal fake news media spent all of this time
focusing on Russian collusion when instead they should have been focusing 
on the epidemic that is meatball-related criminality in this country. Every 
minute, 1,000,000 meatballs are stolen from food-banks and are illegally 
exported to African warlords for use as projectiles. One such example would 
be in the nation of Wakanda, wherein mutually assured destruction via 
nuclear arms had been deemed insufficient to deal with the rise in radical 
Islamic terrorism. 
 Nowadays, Emma is behind bars at Guantanamo Bay after being tried 
at the Hague for crimes against humanity.

“The Rise and Fall of the Greedy Menace” | Connor O’Rourke ‘20
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 “I’m a modern day Robin Hood!”
 Thomas Hobartoger glowered at me indignantly from across the desk. 
I didn’t know what to make of him. If the word ‘wily’ had a picture by its 
definition in the dictionary, he could’ve used it on his driver’s license. His 
penthouse office was full of burnished wood from the highest-end antique 
auctions, and he wore a bowler hat indoors. He even sported one of those 
classic twirled handlebar mustaches on his face, all dark with wax. And he 
was declaring himself a Robin Hood.
 “We are the Thoughts of Charity Association,” Hobartoger said, taking 
the pipe out of his mouth and stabbing its end at me. “You know what that 
stands for? T. C. A! And you know what that’s short for? Thievery. Cures. 
Anything! Give me one problem in this world you can’t solve by stealing the 
right something from the right someone. Go on, I’ll give you time.” He made 
a show of pulling up his sleeve and staring at his gold wristwatch. With the 
city skyline behind him, he looked more like a movie CEO than a charity 
director.
 I was here as a journalist, to interview him for the local paper. Armed 
security had escorted me in from the front doors, and now I was across 
from the charity director himself. At least, the organization was officially 
recognized as a charity, which presumably protected it from some sort of 
taxes.
 “Uh,” I said, trying to gather my thoughts. The notes I’d taken on my 
pad so far looked destined to end up presented as evidence in a high-profile 
court case. “World hunger?”
 “Steal food from the rich,” Hobartoger said without missing a beat.
 “And … give it to the poor?” I suggested.
 Hobartoger waved his non-pipe-holding hand impatiently. “You’re 
missing the point, my boy. You understand why we’re so successful at T.C.A.? 
Thoughts for Charity Association. We’re successful because we don’t need 
anyone to give us their money! We’ve got that all figured out for them, no 
muss, no fuss. All we need from people is their thoughts.”
 One like equals one prayer, I thought to myself, without saying out 
loud. I thought I was beginning to grasp what kind of person I was talking 
to. I asked, “If you only want thoughts from people, what’s the point of, uh… 
collecting … so much money?”
 “What’s the point!?” Hobartoger looked outraged. “Did anyone ask 
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‘what’s the point’ when we liberated that cruise liner off the coast of Italy? Did 
anyone ask, ‘oh, what’s the point’ when we liberated the wealth of the world’s 
largest bank? No, they never did, and I’ll tell you why. They were too -- damn 
-- impressed. They were so impressed by our charity that they didn’t mind the 
point.”
 I opened my mouth silently, then closed it again and returned my 
focus to writing down what I could. I wondered if the armed security here 
was going to seize my notepad and throw it into some kind of incinerator.
 Hobartoger, who was unconcerned by my fretting, continued on his 
grand monologue as though I hadn’t tried to speak. “The fruits of our labor 
speak for themselves. This grand compound is part of a far greater effort to 
spread the work of charity around the globe. We are in talks right now with 
a very prestigious aircraft manufacturer, whose name I won’t mention but 
whose CEO I have a few exceptionally juicy photos of, to give T.C.A. its very 
own commercial jet airplane. Imagine what we could move with such an 
asset in the right hands!”
 Obediently, I did, in fact, try to exercise my imagination on the matter. 
Most of the things I came up with had to do with either illegal drugs or Guy 
Fawkes masks. I extinguished the line of thinking before it could lead me into 
some kind of suspiciously dark alley.
 “Here’s something for you to put in your publication,” Hobartoger said, 
after returning his pipe to his mouth long enough for a good satisfied puff. 
“TCA. The most accessible charity on the planet. You want to make the world 
worth living in? All you have to do is make it known, to all your friends, that 
your thoughts are in the right place. That’s all you need to do! That’s the kind 
of world we need, and only you have the power to do it.”
 I nodded numbly. “Thank you,” I said. “I think I have everything we 
need.”
 “Excellent! Now let me show you out the press exit.” With that, 
Hobartoger stood up, shook my hand, then turned around and opened the 
window.
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Associated with selfishness

Limitlessness. 

Stealing from others to fuel evil purposes.

The desire to acquire

Lights a soul on fire. 

But is this need for more, always pertaining to what’s yours? 

Yes.

There are those who are greedy for personal gains.

There are those who elicit happiness from others pain. 

But

There are also those who are greedy for acquiring and spreading more love.

Those who are able to look above.

To see the bigger picture. 

Who relentlessly seek to better their surroundings.

These people are the ones who keep our hearts pounding. 

Sadly 

These are the ones who are overlooked. 

Therefore the meaning of greed, is often mistook. 

“G r e e d” | Erica Lynch ‘22



Greed is a monster,

A slimy, little goblin,

Crouched in the dark,

Protecting its stolen wares.

It is rabid with desire.

Hiding within our deepest recesses,

It eats away at our hearts if you let it.

Do not feed it.

Let it starve.

7

“In a Cave” | Ellie Conklin ‘19



8

Craving, wanting more,

Greed is like insanity,

Never satisfied

Always taking all

Never giving anything,

Unsatiated

Balance must exist.

One can’t take without giving,

It’s always a wheel

Replace greediness

Cultivate all charity

Give of yourself freely

It is from the heart,

Charity is compassion,

Offering the soul

Bridging the divides

Helping all people in need

Saving everyone

Strive for all possible good,

Charity can defy greed.

“Cultivating Charity” | Kiersten Bjork ‘21



Greed and charity are like oil and water.
They coexist in the same place,
But they are very different
And don’t mix.
Greed wants for nothing
And expects to keep getting more.
Charity serves those who need everything,
Expect little to nothing,
And are grateful for the smallest gifts—
Necessities really—
That others are willing to bring and give.
Greed sees recipients of charity
Getting items for free
And is jealous.
Greed has it all,
And then some,
But would donate nothing.
Those in need
Possess very little
And would give it all
To help others.
Greed is every person for themselves.
Charity is women and men for others—
It’s about adopting all of the planet’s people
As sisters and brothers.
Greed is an addiction
Of materialistic lust
That is hard to break.
Charity never gets old—
It always fills the heart
With joy
Found in the actions
That it inspires one to take.
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How can I live with my ugly organ
when it tells me to feast?

Mice beg cats for cheese to fill their
hungry bellies & settle on poison.

Ants are in poverty’s cycle:
failed pilgrimages for crumbs

send them back to the colony
with dust on their abdomens. 

A harbor of souls have swollen bellies,
they sift through trash bags of 

guts & pounds of skin, empty 
vodka nips & kidney-shaped mitochondria.

We tell ourselves we did our best 
& that the world’s delicious hidden things

are unreachable by those who don’t fight for it
in an attempt to purify our conscious.

Sometimes I wish I’d never felt the sun—
It’s the only way to stay pure 

like an unborn baby’s stomach

“The Ugliest Organ” | Alyssa Vigorito ‘19



There’s a big difference, 

between you and me. 

I gave everything, 

the glances, 

the talks,

the laughs, 

even the smiles. 

But you took. 

You take. 

You keep taking,

and took it all, 

all of it from me. 
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Feeling blue, with nothing to do.

A deep and emptying sadness. 

Thoughts about having no purpose.

With no purpose to serve, life needs a swerve.

Take those feelings of blue, and channel it into something new.

Feeling blue, is a feeling which you do not want to start.

Spreading love, will effectively rid the blue that plagues your heart.

Spread love, through acts of kindness and charity.

These genuine gestures will provide your stained heart clarity. 

Giving to others, makes people feel purposeful.

It is a feeing that is pure and wonderful.

So when you feel blue and dull.

Charity will ensure that your heart is full. 

-It is better to be selfless than to be selfish. 

“Colors of Charity” | Erica Lynch ‘22



Take from the poor

And give to the rich

Or was it take from the rich

And give to the poor?

I’m getting confused

Between the giving

And the getting

How did it go again?

Was it getting milk

From my family

Or giving milk

To my family?

Am I supposed to give something

So I can get nothing?

Or get something

That results in nothing?

Was it donate money

For all the orphans

Or get the money

From all the orphans?
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I think it’s giving

To get nothing in return

Or maybe it’s vice versa

And there’s nothing to learn.

Who cares?

I don’t give a damn

Maybe I will

If I get something that’s not a sham

ART: Kiersten Bjork



[un] Happiness, how-do-you-do?

Letting language mangle me 

but beautiful freedom feels

like looking at armor

waiting wistfully 

and always forever fading.

I intertwine

confusing concerns with winsome 

disgusting delicacies until usurpers

see sunsets expanding effortlessly 

filling futures

getting greedy masking modesties.
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I’m greedy for Beth

Beth is great

Death/Beth is better

Greed I do hate

Unless it’s for Beth

I once stole from a food bank

I was looking for Beth

But there were only cheerios

I tried to smoke them

But it was no good

For they were whole wheat

“Take this Mary Jane” | Trevor MacDonnell ‘20
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