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Dear Readers,
This is a very poignent issue for us. While we are 
very excited to go out in the real world and pursue             
our careers, the Inkwell will always hold a special 

place in our hearts. We will miss the people we had the         
pleasure of working with, those who we had the de-

light of seeing at our weekly meetings, and those whose 
work we had the honor of reading every month. 

In honor of all of the wonderful work we’ve              
gotten this school year, we wanted to open our fnal     

issue up to what we love most about The Inkwell and 
our contributing writers:  Anything and Everything. 

From the bottom of our hearts, thank you for a very 
special year that we will never forget.

Signing off for the last time,

Marina Lindland and Bridget Belfiore
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I Slept With the Windows 
Open Last Night

By Ellie Conklin

It smells like Field Day outside.
I can’t really explain it.
It’s the smell of hot pavement on a sunny morning,
 Mixed with the sudden bloom of leaves on the trees.
It’s the smell of allergies,
 The dandelion puffs that pass by you on a breeze.
It’s the smell of freshly mowed grass
 And the grease of sunscreen on your shoulders.
It’s the smell of graduation,
 Of things ending and things starting anew.
It’s the smell of a Florida vacation,
 Something that you’ve forgotten about,
 Something you can’t remember until you’re engulfed in it,
 But something that instantly comforts you when you do feel it.
It’s the smell of being a child again,
 It’s the smell of no responsibility,
 Of letting your hair get messed up by the salt spray and the gentle   
        wind.
It comes from the ocean,
 Passes through the fresh dirt that your parents just put down in the 
backyard,
 And it settles in your soul with a sense of familiarity,
 Assuring you that the summer sunset is soon on its way. 
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Home
By Katherine Klima

I miss the sun. 
I yearn for the scent of freshly cut grass and rubber against a track, 

the way a red and black flag furiously smacked.
I miss lazy afternoons. 

Flying off dizzying swing sets with rusty, broken chains, 
Finding new treasures on a wasteful lane. 

I miss the salty, bitter ocean. 
Broken beach chairs gathering around in a circular motion.

How the sand doesn’t just get in between your toes,
 it gets in your hair, your eyebrows, and your nose.
I don’t miss the inconsistencies and false promises. 
The waiting by a window for something to turn up. 

I miss the daydreams and the childish excuses, 
I miss my friends. 

I miss my bed. 
I miss my home.
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Game Over
By Diandre Clarke

This little heart of mine;

Cold and torn,

Battered and bruised

Transparent to tinted

From Cupids red to deaths true blue,

From soft to steel,

From compassionate to reserved.

Player-player, that’s what I’ve heard but if you knew the various hurt, the 
intense depths of the deep despairs.

Player-player, yeah I’ve heard. I play the game so I no longer lose. I play 
the game so now I give the bruise.

Player-player, I’m on defense. Player-player, I’m no midfielder.

He’s on the opposing team. He’s the striker. Quick and swift, here he 
comes. Standing tall, ready to build up my wall when suddenly he tackles 

me to the ground.

Player-player, yeah I’ve heard. I looked straight at him, rubbed his chin. A 
straight, thin cut where my fingers slid.

He jumped on his feet, with a slick grin.

The Ref called the play. I knew right away it was game over.
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A Moment
By Kiersten Bjork

Just for a moment
One,
I feel it
Sweet, blissful feeling
Joy

It is swift,
Fleeting
It is...
Gone

Why?
Thoughts, confusion
Conflicted
Angry, so angry

Why?
Questions
So many questions
Why?

Like a sudden breeze on a hot day
Returns
Breathing life
Joy
Doesn’t linger

Raging, burning
Pain
Tears, sweat, blood
Fire
Fury and destruction

Just for a moment,
One
I feel it,
Again
Once again

I know it will return.
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Untitled
By Diandre Clarke

She dreamed of a beautiful life 
A life embedded with true beauty 
Colors resonated well with her 
But she had no artistic imagination 
She yearned for an art brush, so that she may paint 
over herself
She imagined herself as a painter’s blank canvas  
begging to be beautified 
Her soul jumped on the canvas 
For a moment she thought she had created Art
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I Didn’t Party in High School
By Ellie Conklin

But it’s 1:14 am,

and I’m sitting on the bureau 
in the bedroom 
of the guy I’m sleeping with,

and I’m staring at his poster of the Chicago subway system,

and the overhead is off
but light floods in through the crack of the door from the hallway,

and Dexy’s Midnight Runners is playing faintly
from the speakers
in the living room,

and I’m wearing a ridiculous Hawaiian shirt
and sunglasses on my head,

and my mascara is drying out my eyes,

and his roommates are in 
the bedroom across the hall and
in the kitchen and 
in the bathroom
screaming and 
singing and 
spilling their beers,
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and my roommate is sitting on his bed
on the verge of a drunken panic attack
because her relationship with her best friend
is in peril over a mouth-breathing senior boy
who won’t remember either of them
when he graduates in three months,

and it turns to us laughing
about the night and
about class and 
about life,

and there we are,
each of us three shots deep in pineapple vodka, 

having a conversation entirely in Spanish,
debating about Foucault 
and Marx
and Derrida,

and I think to myself:

This. 
This only happens in the movies. 
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Mother
By Diandre Clarke

When it rains, it pours but your Presence is as significant as the 
Sun

Your soul outshines the storm

The rays from your radiant soul tries up overflowing river that’s on 
the verge of flood in many…

You’re elevated so high you can see all who pass by
And to all you say “Hi”, to all you smile

And that smile seems to come alive

As real as a rainbow in the sky, your smile touches all who pass by

 When it rains it pours but your soul is as powerful as the Sun that 
shines;  It interrupts the storm and shortly after the rainbow arrives

The rainbow, your smile, everlasting and rare

 Never forget you are like the Sun that continues to shine
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Are you interested in submitting your 
work to The Inkwell?

We accept enteries of all kinds, including

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

Original Lyrics, Visual Art, Photographs, 
and many other categories.

We also accept submissions for the cover 
art for future issues for all interested art-

ists.

To submit, or for more information, con-
tact us at:

inkwellliterary@gmail.com

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

~THE INKWELL STAFF~



COVER ART
Ellie Conklin ‘19


