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A Note From the Editor

Dear Reader,

In a 1958 interview with The Paris Review, Ernest Hemingway explained that he rewrote the ending of A Farewell 

to Arms 39 times. When the interviewer asked Hemingway what problem he was experiencing that he had to revise so 

many times, Hemingway famously responded: “Getting the words right.”

As we’ve learned from famous writers, our professors, and our own writing experiences, revision is an essential part 

of the writing process. It was the importance of the revision process that influenced the formation of Inklings. 

After my semester abroad in England, I was inspired by C.S. Lewis, J.R.R. Tolkien, and the other writers who hosted 

the original Inklings, a casual literary discussion group at Oxford University. My goal was to create an active com-

munity of writers on Colby’s campus comprising students who are eager to engage in creative writing. We’ve met in 

workshops focused on fiction, creative nonfiction, and poetry throughout the semester; we’ve attended lunches with 

and readings by published authors, as well as shared our own work in student readings on campus. Seeking advice about 

the craft of writing, we’ve interviewed writers from our Creative Writing Department’s Visiting Writers Series and our 

own Colby professors. Most of all, we’ve been writing and revising. And revising. And revising.   

The pieces you’ll read in this magazine are the result of an entire semester’s worth of work. They are by students who 

are passionate about creative writing. Some of these students had taken every Creative Writing course offered at Colby; 

some had never shared their work in a group setting before. Our workshops are author-driven: a writer brings a draft 

to workshop, poses questions about the piece, and revises based on feedback from his or her peers. We’ve also been 

maintaining a blog throughout the semester, with writing samples and interviews with published authors.

In this magazine, we have poems, personal essays, short stories, and selections from longer works-in-progress. Some 

of the authors have written a note to accompany their work, explaining where their inspiration came from, their writing 

process, and how the workshop helped them revise. The authors whose writing appears in the magazine have all been 

through the workshop process. We wanted to represent as many of these writers as possible, so some of the selections in 

this print edition are shortened versions of longer pieces. An extended edition of this issue is available on our blog:  

<web.colby.edu/inklingsmagazine>.  

I’d like to thank everyone who helped with Inklings throughout the semester. Specifically, thank you to our advisor 

Professor Debra Spark, the members of Colby’s Creative Writing Department, Student Government Association, and 

Colby Libraries and Digital Collections. Thank you to Maurice Manning, Debra Spark, and Jennifer Finney Boylan for 

sharing thoughtful advice in interviews. Finally, to all the students who participated in the workshops and contributed 

their work to this magazine: Thank you for being part of this community and for your endless effort in revising your 

work. I hope you feel that you’ve finally gotten the words right. Enjoy!

               Laura Rosenthal 

         Inklings Founder and Editor-in-Chief
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You’ve heard it. The i-just-fucked-this-guy-and-he-
doesn’t-remember-but-this-will-remain-one-of-the-
most-significant-experiences-of-my-college-career 
poems. The he-filled-me-with-desire-as-his-skin-
brushed-against-mine-and-i-lost-my-breath poems. 
Hell, you’ve written it. I’ve written it. And I will again. 
Soon. Very soon. Within a matter of a few pages actu-
ally. Those and the first-encounter-with-grief poems. 
I mean, let’s be serious. When you look at old poets, 
you know, the ones they bore you with before you’re 
actually able to appreciate them for how fucking beau-
tiful their sounds are, they write about sex and death, 
too. It’s kind of a natural human thing. Sex enchants 
us, even after we’ve had it. Why else would erotica be 
so popular? I used to tell him that I didn’t need to read 
about someone else’s sex life because I had my own. 
Have. Different guy. But have.  

 Have you ever had those creative writing classes 
where—even if it’s fiction—you’re reading a piece 
about sex and you’re like and now you’ve made it per-
fectly clear exactly what your sex life with your boy-
friend is like. It’s a tad bit awkward. Or, on the oppo-
site spectrum, you write something that is complete 
fiction and then a guy from your class messages you 
and says hey, i just want you to know that i’m here if 
you ever wanna talk about what happened with that 
guy since i know you said you feel like he’s the only 
one who will ever love you and i want you to know 
that that’s not true and you’re not sure if he read the 
same piece that you wrote or if you should be proud 
that your work was convincing or if you should be in-
sulted that someone thought you wrote that “he’s the 
only one who will ever love me” because that’s the sort 
of thing you wrote in your journal in sixth grade be-
fore you even knew what the roof of someone’s mouth 
tastes like. Idiot. 

Those are also the classes where the death stories 
come up. I wrote waaaay too many of those. Especially 
after Nana died. I read it back the other day for shits 
and wasn’t as repulsed by myself as I had first assumed 
I would be. I was kind of impressed how fucked up 
I made my family. That was the one that my parents 

read because of course they had to read something that 
their sweet daughter had written about her dead Nana 
so of course mom felt odd reading about her own al-
coholism and dad didn’t like the fact that I highlight-
ed his nasty temper and the fact that Uncle was never 
able to get over that girl who dumped him twenty 
years ago—all of these things earned me a phone call 
and stern don’t-you-think-you-should-write-about-
how-resilient-we-are? Perfection is overrated. Writ-
ers crave imperfection. Because that’s where reality is 
hiding. You think Toni Morrison would have become 
popular if Pecola’s father baked her cookies and told 
her bedtime stories then went and made love to his 
wife?

That said, Toni Morrison writes about death and 
sex. We’re kind of hardwired to care about them since 
we’re all gonna die and college students have lots of 
hormones and lots of stress that needs relieving. Also, 
they’re both real. As in if you’re going to write about 
stuff you care about, you’re probably not going to 
write about Natty Light. Although I must admit, I did 
read a hilarious “ode to natty light” poem once. Some 
of the love poems you’ve read have actually made you 
feel something. Like the one about the girl walking 
home holding her heels in one hand as the earliest 
golden hour caresses her shoulders. It was from the 
point of view of the guy who couldn’t sleep and saw 
her from the bench he was sitting on and you prayed 
oh god please don’t turn this into a cliché and have 
these two get together and they don’t and you’re inter-
nally cheering the writer he.could.go.all.the.way as the 
guy watches the girl but doesn’t go after her and the 
fact the he is a human noticing another human pres-
ence is enough for you because even though you can’t 
quite figure out why that moment is so significant, the 
way the writer told you about this non-interaction-
interaction makes you feel like you’ve just witnessed 
something important. Because you have. [im]

this piece is continued on the inklings blog 
(wed.colby.edu/inklingsmagazine)

First Fuck Poems and
Dead Nana Stories 

by Elise Ozarowski 
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45 Months as Twins
by Catherine Kapples 

My heart is jumping. I pat my hand 
on my chest to calm it. I look down at 
the cold bottle of Dr. Pepper tucked 
under my arm. I don’t like the taste of 
coffee yet. I don’t think I ever will. I 
prefer cold drinks or any drinks cool 
enough to drink from a straw. I drink 
a glass of Dr. Pepper with ice every 
morning, usually from a travel mug, 
so people just assume it is iced coffee, 
but this morning I have to settle for a 
bottle and no straw. I try to slow down 
my breathing once the elevator doors 
open. My brother Edward is asleep 
on the wooden bench outside of the 
entrance to the hospital’s neurological 
wing. His breath hums as evenly as a 
cicada. I sit down on the bench beside 
him and scan the eggshell walls lined 
with pictures of green landscapes and 
smiling babies. I exhale a long breath. 
My heart still feels jumpy. I fold my 
arms over my chest and stare at the 
end table filled with TotalHealth, 
Brain-Mind, and Scientific American 
magazines. The table’s dark mahoga-
ny makes me think of coffins.

“Hi, Grey,” Mom says. Edward 
awakens at the sound of her chirpy 
voice. “Mallory’s conscious. She has 
seven staples behind her ear now, but 
fortunately they only had to cut a few 
strands of hair. She’s lucky to have 

such good roommates. You know 
they’re the ones who took—”

“Those girls didn’t take her,” Dad 
says. My parents frequently inter-
rupt each other and talk one after the 
other, mother, then father, as longtime 
couples do. They started dating during 
their freshman year of college, when 
they were still called Neddy and Mary. 
Before gray hairs. Before square-toed 

therapy shoes. Before they were old 
enough to be my grandparents.

“Those girls could’ve easily been 
the ones with the head injury,” he said.  

I look down at my feet and rub my 
fingers along the stitches that left a 
faded outline of railroad tracks above 
my left eyebrow. I hear him fold the 
Sports section of the Boston Globe 
and drop it on the coffee table. My 
dad is the kind of man who lashes 
out at strangers if he has to wait for 
a table or anyone who drove only five 
miles above the speed limit in the left 

lane on the highway, but is always for-
giving of his children. His rage is the 
kind of overenthusiastic rage of fans 
at baseball games after the umpire 
makes a call against their team or the 
suppressed rage of people waiting in 
long TSA lines in airports while late-
comers, whose flights have already 
begun boarding, cut to the front of 
the line.

“So Mallory’s totally okay?” I try 
to hide the disappointment in my 
voice. I feel so low. All I want to do 
is crawl under the waiting room’s 
scratchy couch and lie there with the 
clumps of dust bunnies, balled-up tis-
sues, and spearmint wrappers. I had 
hoped Mallory would need more 
than an empty stomach and seven 
staples. I had hoped she would be in 
the Intensive Care Unit or in a more 
critical condition at least. She has had 
enough success stories.

“She’s going to be fine. She’s not 
feeling great right now, but she’ll be 
fine. She was just over served last 
night, that’s all,” Dad says. Edward 
shakes his head slightly. Because of 
his fifteen-year seniority, Edward 
takes his role as big brother seriously. 
Growing up, he gave me piggyback 
rides and carried my duffle bags. He 
got me through calculus, called on 

Eighteen 
years of 
stories hung 
in our shared 
closet. 
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my birthdays, and learned the right 
things to say about my experiments 
with home hair color kits. Today he 
seems surprised about our sister’s lat-
est escape from punishment, though. 
Mallory, who always buys the orange 
properties in Monopoly and only en-
ters a pool using a ladder, never gets 
in trouble with our parents. 

Two and a half months a year, Mal-
lory and I are the exact same age. 
We’re Irish Twins. But this month and 
the past two months we haven’t spo-
ken to each other. This month only I 
am eighteen. This month I could sleep 
in fourteen-hour marathons without 
waking up to the cock-a-doodle-doo 
from Mallory’s rooster alarm clock or 
the fans from her blow drier or the 
steady creak from our closet doors 
opening. Eighteen years of stories 
hung in our shared closet.

I want Mallory to not remember 
the summers of sleeping out on the 
dock after playing gin rummy on the 
porch. Those nights on the dock, ly-
ing side by side under the bright stars 
and above the murmur of the ripples 
of the bay, we would worry about 
our parents dying before the end of 
our tennis seasons, ring ceremonies, 
proms, and graduations. We would 
wonder to whom they left us in their 
wills. Our only aunt or our only 
brother? Or one with each? I didn’t 
want Mallory to remember how she 
would wrap her strong arms around 

me and tell me they would never split 
us up. She would always fall asleep 
with her right arm next to my shoul-
der. I told her that I wouldn’t roll off 
the dock because of the ladder she 
propped up against the pillars that 
resembled the gates parents put up 
to keep babies away from stairs. She 
kept an arm around me anyways. I 
want her to forget summers on the 
docks, but I want her to remember 
our forty-five months of being the 
same age. Forty-five months as twins.

Mallory’s room is just a couple doors 
down from the nurse’s station. The 
last time I saw her was nine and a half 
months ago. The last time I talked to 
her on the phone she yelled at me and 
I wanted to cry after I hung up.

As I trudge into the room, Mal-
lory rolls over, turning her face away 
from me. The room smells of latex and 
clothes worn too many times before 
washing. Her sandy hair presses against 
her pillow and sticks together in greasy 
strings. I can see the top of her spine 
through the split in her hospital gown, 
each vertebra extended, and two small 
bumps for shoulders. I sink my hands 
into the front pockets of my jeans. Ex-
cept for her darker, greasier hair, she 

doesn’t look all that different.
“Mallory, honey, someone’s here to 

see you,” Mom says. She strolls over 
to the side of Mallory’s bed and bends 
down to her eye level. She tucks a loose 
strand of hair behind Mallory’s ear. 
Then she wraps her long, skinny arms 
around Mallory’s neck. She pulls Mal-
lory close against her tiny frame and 
burrows Mallory’s greasy head into 
her consuming embrace. I can almost 
smell my mother’s vanilla scent. I can 
almost feel her soft, dry hands, which 
were always red from scrubbing pots, 
rubbing my upper back.

“Hi, Grey,” Mallory says automati-
cally. “When… when did you get 
here? Did I see you…were you…last 
night?” Her voice is thick and cool. 
She is not one to let butterscotch can-
dies melt in her mouth. I watch her 
as she kicks her feet under her cov-
ers, as if her legs are swimming the 
sidestroke. Listening to Mallory talk 
is like watching a fresh coat of paint 
begin to harden. Her sentences are 
slow to formulate. Words blended 
together. Her pale blue eyes are quiet, 
empty, and ranging. I want to see into 
her, through her, but I can’t. Instead 
I look at the bandages and IV lines 
that run up and down her arms. I had 
wanted her to suffer, I had wanted her 
to not remember everything, and I 
had wanted her to survive, but what 
if she hadn’t remembered anything. 
[im]

You Call Them

by Megan Lasher

step-gremlins,
because you just hate them for
spilling Sunny D orange juice on your beige bedroom carpet and
because your mom buys them
pizza lunchables and Lucky Charms cereal
 
(you were stuck with Raisin Bran when you were their age.)
 
They smell like crayons and jam and
they squeakily scream overplayed pop songs in your shower and
they steal most of your red lipsticks and
you have to help them add negative numbers for their homework,
 
but you can’t.
Because you’re reallybusyandstressedandyouhaveyourownproblems
o-kay, mom?
 
And then
you find yourself,
a thousand miles away,
 
remembering that you are somebody’s idol,
wanting the silly step-sistery steadfast love
 
(the one you’re afraid to admit, because you’re not done hating your mom yet)
 
calling the same ten numbers that’ve always been home,
hoping that a high-toned voice answers the phone
and tells you about how much her friend Paige sucks
while you don’t tell her
 
that you just hate living in a room
without an orange stain on its carpet.

She is not one to 
let butterscotch 
candies melt 
in her mouth.
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Canoe Trip
easy camaraderie as the sun rises,
strokes of paddle in sync.
wind sloughs off the week’s stresses.
 
 osprey twists midflight,
 snatches fish in talons,
 wheels through upper air, triumphant.
 
mist lifts from river’s surface,
sky clears, blue trailings of summer.
drift in current, content.
 
 make camp where wind-whipped
 waves busy the ears,
 let sun steep into skin.
  
time stretches.
sun dips low on horizon –
take shelter behind rock.
 
 crackling campfire –
 driftwood pops, snaps,
 burns hot.
 
loop round the flames and spin tales,
sprawl back onto rocks,
ponder atop the expanse of universe –
 
 stars spin with the earth,
 trees recede, sky opens up,
 bask in your insignificance.
 
sleep, with your dreams lapping gently
against the shore.
they rise with the mist in morning.

Author’s Note: 
I wrote this poem one afternoon during the fall break canoe trip 
Ryan Linehan led. We’d paddled across Chesuncook Lake that morn-
ing, and spent the afternoon sunning ourselves on the rocks by our 
campsite. It was so peaceful and reflective – I wanted to capture that 
moment, that feeling of contentment. When we returned to Colby, I 
brought this into the Inklings workshop – Laura helped me iron out 
some kinks and inconsistencies in it. I feel like it now truly portrays 
my experience on that trip, my first foray into the Maine wilderness. 
It was a beautiful moment for me, and I hope you can feel it, too.

Party Girls
by Cam Matticks 

I met a party girl last night. At least she told me she was in between drags on her cigarette. That 
dive bar makes me uncomfortable, but I was finding solace in some budget pints and deafening 
renditions of ‘Margaritaville’ on karaoke when I met her. She kissed me at the end of the night and I 
wanted her. I didn’t get her and I didn’t get hurt but I did learn some things. Don’t go to Frank’s on 
5th street when you are feeling sad was probably the biggest lesson.

--
I called the party girl again, and I was drunk. Again. She picked up this time and talked to me for 

the better part of four hours. The call ended abruptly when my wake-up alarm screamed against my 
sweaty temple and I had to go to work. I find that she makes me do things I wouldn’t normally do; 
I recognize that the party girl did hurt me.

--
We hung out for the first time in two months today. I found out her real name was Jen and she 

was batshit fucking insane. 
--

Her cold hand slid into mine as we walked down the street. I was trying to play cool back when 
she turned to me and asked why I had kept calling. I told her I didn’t know and she punched me. It 
wasn’t hard but it was angry and she asked again why I called. I was lonely. She kissed me and told 
me that I was an asshole. I laughed and she laughed and we kissed again. A homeless man passed 
by and told me he would fuck her if I didn’t and she tried to be friends with him. I still think she’s 
crazy but I like it. She brought me back to her apartment and we fucked on her roommate’s bed. She 
asked if I wanted to do coke, but cut my answer off with a ‘let’s just talk’. We talked until I had to go 
back to that paint store and employ myself to a liveable degree. I’m gonna see her later.

--
I had sex with her again. It was great and it wasn’t on her roommate’s bed. I spent the night in her 

bed, sound asleep, recoiling from my second all-nighter in four days. 
--

Jen and I went on a date back to Frank’s. I bought her a tequila shot because she wanted one and 
I had a glass of coke. It was my lunch break and I still think she’s crazy. I think I like that though - 
more than I like her nose ring, shy glances, or smooth legs. Her hair is always uncharacteristically 
neat - dark and pulled back with glasses that sit on a freckled nose. Today she is wearing sandals and 
a dress, but I mostly imagine her naked. She drank two more tequila shots and we left the otherwise 
empty dive bar. 

--
I bought a motorcycle today. Jen makes me impulsive.

--
Jen cried today when she found out she was pregnant. I probably should have used condoms but 

I was careless. I like to think I’d be a great father. She told me she is getting an abortion and I cried. 
I didn’t think I would cry but I did and it came pouring out. She bought a greyhound bus ticket for 
tomorrow to go wherever people go for abortions. 

--
We broke up. She told me once that party girls don’t get hurt but I don’t think thats true. She lied 

to me about being pregnant and moved to New York. I probably shouldn’t go to Frank’s tonight.

by Alyssa Lang
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For the Days When You 
Mistake a Dime for a 5P

by Laura Rosenthal 

Write about the cold lost nights in London when the rain 

soaked through your leather boots and the light from the top 

of the Regent Street buildings made the whole city feel com-

fortable. Write about the couple sitting across from you in the 

Tube, arguing in broken English, insisting that the other is in 

the wrong because I just want to chill with my friends, baby, I 

thought that’s what you wanted, too—no, why would you can-

cel our date to chill with everybody? He needed a haircut, but 

maybe she liked his hair that way. Maybe that was the only 

reason to stay with him. Or maybe that was the biggest rea-

son to leave him, and the parties of his friends smoking in her 

house was just an excuse.

Write about the night you went to the bar, just the two of 

you, and you didn’t drown in Guinness but you almost did, 

and by some chance they played every single song you had 

ever danced to.

Write about the barista at Costa who, when you ordered 

a medium hot chocolate and raspberry jam biscuit, asked if 

your father owned a gun.

Write about standing in the yard at Shakespeare’s Globe 

and buying a tiny blue copy of Romeo and Juliet to give to 

Ellie, who’d bought you a tiny red copy of Romeo and Juliet 

for your 18th birthday because you both can still recite the 

line, “Tybalt, the reason I have to love thee doth much excuse 

the appertaining rage to such a greeting. Villain am I none. 

Therefore, farewell. I see thou knowest me not.”

Don’t write about how when your plane landed, you were 

greeted with, “Happy New Year! Welcome to London! Good 

morning!” which made you seriously consider walking right 

back onto that plane and, when you got back to your mother, 

announcing that you could handle the new year and the new 

city, but the morning was simply too much for you. Write 

about how you stayed because a girl with the same name as 

you was your roommate, and you both agreed to nap and not 

to set an alarm.

Write about the day where you explored the city by your-

self, how you walked in yesterday’s clothes from Piccadilly 

Circus to Oxford Street to Hyde Park to Harrods—where 

you spent 20 minutes inside the store before you realized you 

were staring at £200 scarves when your jeans were fraying at 

the thighs—to the Natural History Museum to the cheap-

est Thai restaurant you could find in the city, where you ate 

subpar Pad Thai at a table alone and wondered whether the 

women at the next table were old friends or lovers and what 

could they be thinking about you?

Write about the photos you took of food. How you don’t 

care if a picture is worth a thousand words or a thousand dol-

lars (although you might care more if it were worth a thou-

sand pounds) because the pictures don’t taste like the Heav-

enly Halloumi Veggie Burger from Borough Market that you 

woke up early and traveled half-way across the city to eat. 

They don’t taste like the monkfish you ordered at the top of 

the Shard, which you ordered because Charlie explained that 

monkfish were hideous, bottom-eating fish, but renowned as 

a delicacy, and you liked the culinary proof that what mat-

ters most is what’s on the inside. Still, you should write about 

the photos because you insisted on interrupting every meal, 

every meal you cooked yourself or with friends, every meal 

you bought from a stand or restaurant or market, to take a 

photo of the food. 

Don’t write about 2:00am when your flatmate Polly banged 

on the walls, pounded on the doors, your door, and you 

opened it to find her screaming, “I’m going to die” as she col-

lapsed on the floor. Don’t write about her shaking, eyes pop-

ping, arms flailing. About frantically searching the halls for a 

British student because you couldn’t remember the London 

equivalent of 9-1-1. About the calm voice at the other end 

of the line asking questions you didn’t know the answers to, 

like “how long ago did she consume the drugs?” and “Is she 

on any medications?” Leave out the hour and a half it took 

for the ambulance to arrive, the EMTs who responded to her 

“I’m going to die” with “well, we’re all going to die someday.” 

Although by that time she was lucid enough to insist that she 

doesn’t do drugs when they argued that, apparently, she does.

Write about coming back drunk to Charlie’s flat and him insist-

ing on making you a snack. How you wondered what he could 

possibly pull together with the cheese, eggs, sour cream, and white 

bread he kept as regulars in his fridge. How he crowned himself 

Emperor Chef and concocted the fried-egg-grilled-cheese. You 

both fell asleep on the couch, and when you went home maybe the 

next day, maybe a few days later, you went out and bought yourself 

white bread and eggs.

Write about how every time you passed a Subway, you felt a 

strange sense of comfort and pride even though you never eat 

at Subway at home. You smiled at the familiar green awning 

with yellow font. Write about how Charlie got food poisoning 

from their sandwich and was sick for a week, and now Sub-

way doesn’t make you think of America; it makes you think 

of waking up at 6:00am and running to the 24-hour conve-

nience store to buy orange juice and ginger ale and Gatorade 

and dehydrated noodles and a banana because you didn’t 

know what to buy but you wanted to help.

Maybe don’t write about London at all because Virginia 

Woolf wrote about London, and even though a Buzzfeed 

quiz told you that Virginia Woolf is your soulmate, you are 

absolutely positive she is not.

Write about the moment you almost gave up your vege-

tarianism at Portobello Market because you had never seen 

burgers that big before; and at the Shard because you saw 

venison on the menu and thought if you ordered it the waiter 

might believe you belonged at a restaurant with a view like 

that; and at Borough Market because you had never tried 

caribou or crocodile or snake meat and you were pretty sure 

eating one of those would be more rebellious than being 

vegetarian. Write about the soot-covered field mice in the 

Tube. Write about the Dixie Chicken where you all gathered 

at 3:00am to buy onion rings and combo deals. About pay-

ing eleven pounds for a five-minute cab ride and posing for 

pictures in a telephone booth and feeling 100% tourist. And 

your grandmother’s friend Gill who took you to John Keats’s 

house and showed you that some parts of the city are silent. 

And the café named Zieferblat where you grab a clock and 

pay by the minute to sit in a flat that is not your own and 

eat toast with jam. And the cookies the size of your face that 

you never bought for yourself but always snagged a piece 

from someone else. And trying to adjust to words like “take-

away” instead of “to-go” and “top-up” instead of “add-more-

money-to-your-account.” And the tipsy trip to Chinatown at 

11:00pm for cheap noodles.

Write about it all because if you forget which pub has the 

raspberry cider you like, you might forget where you bought 

the sepia tone painting of people walking without umbrellas 

in the rain by Tower Bridge. And if you forget that, you might 

forget whether you turn left or right at Bond Street to get to 

the 25 bus route. And if you forget that, how will you ever get 

home? [im]

this piece is continued on the inklings blog
(web.colby.edu/inklingsmagazine)
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The Chyron Academy Chronicles:
Gideon Castor

by Madison McLeod 

Today was not the day that he was going to 
die, especially not at the hands of those flower-
pattern-wearing crones. They’d shown up at his 
doorstep demanding he come with them and, 
after his refusal, had been chasing him for days. 

He was getting really sick of their cackling and 
wheezing coughs. He’d managed to squeeze his 
way into a full diner by pretending to be a part 
of the family in front of him and he hoped it’d 
afford him a little peace. 

There’s no way they’d attack him in a diner 
full of people, or at least they’d never attempted 
it before. He managed to grab an empty seat at 
the bar and order some strawberry-banana pan-
cakes with the little money he had left. They 
were incredible, he’d been surviving on Special-
K bars and Caprisuns for far too long. They tast-
ed like buttery, golden brown deliciousness and 
as he reached for more syrup, he smelt that aw-
ful, over-powering flowery perfume and knew to 
duck. He crawled his way to the end of the bar 
and squeezed through the kitchen door. 

As soon as he could get to his feet, he spotted 
the back door, slammed through it and ran. It 
was only as he sped towards her that he noticed 
evil old woman number 2, which he’d named 
Doris, holding a trash can lid in her hands. The 
last thing he saw was it heading towards his fore-

head.
 When he came to he realized three things; 

one, that he was in a very comfortable bed; two, 
that he still smelt that awful flowery perfume; 
three, that he was pretty sure Doris was whis-
pering about him to a man who looked like a 
mix between a mad scientist and a sweaty high 
school history teacher.

“I’m sure it’s him, Gerald. Do you doubt my 
abilities?”

“Of course not, Phyllis.” She turned towards 
his bed.

“He’s up now. Come along Gideon. Time for 
your entrance exam,” she said.

“My what?” said Gideon as he opened his eyes.
“Your entrance exam.”
“Where am I?”
“You’re currently in the infirmary of Chyron 

Academy. I think it’s time we found out whether 
or not you’ll be staying with us.” She motioned 
towards him with her withered hand and pointed 
towards a door at the far end of the room. “Go 
through that door when you’ve dressed. Instruc-
tions will be delivered when you get there. Good 
luck,” said Phyllis, and with one last glance at 
him she left through the door opposite the one 
she had mentioned. [im]

I spread myself thin and all I get is dirt and concrete.
I branch out and find new ground,
All I get is darkness and chaos.
Then when it gets cold, bundle up
And freeze – I wait until the time is right.
Right? When is time right?
 
But time is walking away
Slowly and steadily
Just out of the grasp of my hands,
Terrifying yet soothing
Knowing that in the darkness
Still nothing will be ok
Nothing will be fine
Everything is what you make it
No, how you make it
Because when I spread myself thin,
There’s no support
There’s no structure
There’s nothing for me
Thick will help me
Thin will tell me that
No matter how branched out you are, it’s whether you’re close to your roots
Because when leaves fall in the fall,
We might as well all transform and hibernate and go with it all,
Just go with the fall. 

Falling...

by Jocelyn Ng 

Author’s Note: 
I started writing this poem on the bus to Freeport because I had 
nothing to do for an hour and a bit. I decided to write on the con-
cept of time and the season: fall, coupled with the idea of friend-
ships. Right now, this piece is on its own, but I will continue to 
work on other parts that symbolize the other three seasons. 
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I think of you when

I get water from the vending machine and my eye catches the

logo for the orange soda that you always drink.

 

When my feet are cold and my hands are cracked and red, 

and the snow on the ground is a gray, crunchy heap.

When I wake up and

         I can’t

                     breathe

in.

 

When the air tastes salty,

and the sky is a ripe peach above white sails;

when I see cracker-crusted haddock on a menu.

 

When I stay up late, coated in soft tungsten light, 

cuddled in with a good book 

that I want to read to you 

when we stop living through memories. 

by Megan Lasher

A Piece About Matt
by Sean Madigan

We start work everyday at 7 AM.  The job is neither ter-
ribly hard, nor too boring.  For unskilled physical labor, the 
work is varied enough, and at times even fun.  It’s not the 
most meaningful work for a twenty-year-old college stu-
dent, but it pays fine.  It makes for a good summer. 

We often split into teams.  The old men, Tom and Lloyd, 
spend most of the day cutting grass on their tractors.  Adam 
and I usually take the Bobcat and do whatever hands-on 
work needs to be done on the ball fields or disc golf course.  
Matt and Evan, another high school age boy, do as little as 
they can.  We work for the township parks and recreation 
department.

Every morning, the old men take one of us younger guys 
around in the pickup to collect all of the trash and clean 
the bathrooms around the park.  Today, Adam goes off in 
the truck.  Tom tells me to blow out the barn with the leaf 
blower.  It’s raining, so Matt and Evan can’t go cut grass like 
they’d want to.  They’re young.  Fascinated by machines, es-
pecially tractors and cars. 

It doesn’t take me long to finish with the leaf blower so I 
return to our small garage where we keep our equipment 
underneath the barn.  Matt and Evan are sitting on tractors, 
eating a breakfast of beef jerky and cheap soda, talking about 
a girl Matt claims to have had a sexual encounter with.

“I brought her up here,” Matt says. “It started as just a 
handjob but I knew she wanted more.”  He pauses.  “So I 
took her and bent her over in those pines.” He points to the 
woods outside the garage door. 

I sit down in a lawn chair and close my eyes to block out 
their conversation.  I’m hoping to get in a quick nap - it is 

raining after all – but their talking disrupts me.
“You get any pussy, Sean?”  Matt spits from between his 

teeth like he has a pinch of chewing tobacco in his lip. 
I look up at Matt, but I don’t say anything.  I stand up and 

go to check if the barn bathroom needs to be cleaned.
Some of the larger park maintenance projects require 

more than two of us younger guys working together.  
There’s a national disc golf tournament held at the park ev-
ery July that we need to help prepare for.  A lot of local play-
ers volunteer to cut down obstructive brush, but they leave 
all of the branches in large tangled piles on the course that 
we have to gather and dispose.  

Adam and I carefully lift handfuls of thorny brush into 
the pickup until the bed is full and we drive off to dump 
it in the woods.  While Adam drives, I kneel down in the 
truck bed, keeping hold of the sharp mass of branches and 
leaves with gloved hands to keep them from tumbling out.  
We repeat this process a few times until the section of the 
course we’ve been working on is all clear. 

We drive over to Matt, who’s further down the course.  
We see him standing next to the parked Bobcat.  There’s a 
small pile inside the vehicle’s bed, and a very large pile out-
side of it.

“Have you done anything Matt?” Adam yells.
“This stuff is sharp and heavy, I can’t do it by myself!”
“You aren’t even wearing gloves!”
“We should put the front loader on one of the tractors and 

get this stuff out of here that way.  It’d be faster,” Matt says.
“Matt.  Sean and I just cleared half of the course with our 

bare hands.  You’ve just been standing here doing nothing!”
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“I’ve been waiting for you guys to help me. You expect 
me to do this by myself?  I’m not as strong as you!  Why do 
we have to clean up for these Frisbee faggots?”

He’s small for his age.  5 foot 3, maybe one hundred 
pounds.  He always wears a camouflage hat, an auto racing 
t-shirt, blue jeans, and clunky work boots.

We watch The Price is Right during our lunch breaks.  If 
the contestant wins a car, Matt will talk about its specs like 
he’s a mechanic.  Evan, who actually takes classes at the 
technical school on auto mechanics, calls him a dummy 
and says that it’s actually a V8 engine or something like that. 

Matt’s lunch bag contains plastic bags full of popcorn, 
potato chips, and cookies.  He also has a small sandwich – 
mostly white bread and ketchup. 

“Does anyone want my cookies?” Matt asks.
No one does.  He throws most of the food away.
Our workday ends at 3 PM, but we usually finish our jobs 

early and spend the last half hour sitting around the barn. 
“Did that waste of a human being give you any trouble 

today?” Lloyd asks Adam and me.  We’re standing inside 
the garage.

“What do you think?” responds Adam, “he didn’t do shit.”
I walk outside and see Matt looking at his cellphone. 
The barn above us extends a couple yards beyond our lit-

tle garage and there are some rafters where a bird has made 
its nest.  It flies around, feeding its babies while they chirp.

“Those birds are so annoying!” Matt says, picking up a 
rock.  He throws the rock and it hits a wooden beam.

I tell him not to throw rocks at the birds, but he continues.
“Shut up!” he says and throws another rock.  This one 

grazes the edge of the nest.  The chirping stops and the 
mother bird flies away.

We interact with the men who work for the public works 
department pretty frequently.  Sometimes we have to bor-
row their equipment and sometimes we see them while on 

the job, and they’re all hardworking, friendly men.  Adam 
and I are working with Lloyd to assemble fourteen new 
picnic benches for the park.  The current benches are all at 
least twenty years old and a lot of them are covered in ob-
scene graffiti.  These new benches are much lighter weight, 
but assembly is fairly challenging, and it takes us a few days 
to finish them all. 

The parks and recreation director and one of the public 
works employees watch us efficiently put together one of 
the benches.

“Those boys deserve a raise,” the worker says to our boss, 
“they do good work.  Unlike Matt.  Where is that kid anyway?”

“Be nice,” she responds, “I told him to water the flowers 
around the playground for me.” 

I ask Adam why all of the public works employees hate 
Matt.  He may be insolent, lazy, and annoying, but there 
seems to be a deeper hatred.

“His dad’s a drunk,” he tells me, “he used to work for 
public works but he showed up hammered on the job and 
crashed a truck.”

Midsummer, the township decides to pave over the grav-
el driveway that leads to our barn to make it nicer.  Large 
men with cutoff shirts and bad tattoos show up with their 
asphalt-laying truck to spread the hot black tar.  There isn’t 
much that we can do to help but we lay new soil and seed 
on the shoulders of the driveway to make the transition 
from asphalt to grass more natural looking.  

Adam and I figure that it’s best not to bother the workers 
while they create the new driveway so we stay away from 
the barn after we finish with the soil. 

 At the end of the day we come back to find the work-
ers watching Matt, asphalt spreader in his hands, smooth-
ing over the fresh mixture that pours out of the back of the 
truck. [im]

this piece is continued on the inklings 
blog (wed.colby.edu/inklingsmagazine)

X 
by Kathleen Carroll

Chapter 0.5, Year 2772
“Governments are sending clones into the army 

and are forcing them to fight with early 20th cen-
tury weapons.   They say it is to decrease the num-
ber killed in battle, since today’s technology is 
capable of wiping whole continents off the map.  
But, the truth is, they are creating a genocide no 
one knows about because few care enough to see 
it.  That is why we must all band together-” I cut 
myself off, unable to keep droning on.

“Keep going,” my First Lieutenant, codename 
One, urges.  “We need to get this take and send it 
to Sector 9 to finish the deal.”  The voice echoing 
through my left ear is distorted to an abnormally 
low register, which I know mine is as well, but that 
doesn’t make me any less annoyed by it.  Unfortu-
nately, it is the only way we can hide our identities 
in the off chance that our conversation is picked 
up.  I take a deep breath and flop back onto my bed 
from the stiff sitting position I was in while I read 
the speech.

“The script is… I would say awful, but that 
doesn’t fully express how strongly I feel about it,” 
I reply, holding the piece of paper over my head.

“You wrote it.”  One’s sigh is audible through the 
micro attached to my left eardrum, and the im-
plied eye roll that accompanied that sigh might as 
well have been.

“All the more reason I should take some time and 
fix it,” I explain, quickly forcing the paper into a 
ball and hurling it at the incinerator shoot across 
the room.  Part of me is upset that I am wasting 
paper, as it is an expensive commodity that is 
rare in our current day full of holographs and few 
trees, but if the speech X is about to make to the 
rebellion troops is found in my handwriting in my 
room, I will be executed.  I’ll take wasting precious 
paper over public hanging any day.  Our technol-
ogy may have improved light-years since the days 
hangings were common, but the government still 
makes use of it to make a mockery of enemies of 
the English Alliance before death.  And, being the 
head of Sang Egal, the soon-to-be universal rebel-
lion group against the Alliance System, I would get 

strung up in a heartbeat if anyone knew who I was.
“Fine, then what is most vital to get across?” One 

asks, again sighing.
“Clones have been wrongfully enslaved, the war 

is a ruse, the clones are being forced to kill each 
other in trenches, we have to stop this, and more 
violence won’t end this war,” I respond without 
much thought.  This group has been in the works 
for four years now, and we have almost every pro-
clone rights group across all three alliances under 
our control.  All I need is to convince the pro-vi-
olence Blunt Gleich group of English Sector 9 to 
agree to our peaceful ways.  After that, I can finally 
set the bigger plan into motion.  We are at the final 
moments before the curtain can rise on the drama 
I have spent my whole life writing.  I wish I could 
say the ending will be a happy one, but I am sens-
ing a tragedy.  If that is the case, though, I am go-
ing to make sure it will be the most jarring tragedy 
seen since Oedipus gouged out his own eyes.

“I can only guarantee this connection will re-
main secure for another thirty seconds,” my Sec-
ond Lieutenant, code name Two, chimes in.

“One, we need to talk more about this,” I growl.  
Deadlines are not my favorite, and the fact this one 
is breathing down my neck on top of everything 
else is causing me to go a bit crazy.  I just want to 
get all the players in their positions.  “Two, can 
you ghost us for an hour?”  Two may be my second 
in command, but I am not too proud to admit that 
Two’s hacking ability is the most vital part of my 
entire operation.

“No problem, X,” Two responds.  “I’ll continue 
looping the sleeping tapes on both your primary 
micros as well as the video feeds to your rooms.  
I’ll give you the go ahead once everything is set 
up.  Then, One, you can head over to X’s room to 
fix this.”

“Merci,” I smirk.  I know it annoys them when I 
use dead languages, but I cannot help but feel like 
they sound more poetic than English.  “Signing 
off.”  I quickly push down on my left ear to end the 
call.  I take a single deep breath in through my nose 
and out my mouth.  “Que les jeux commence.”[im]

Author’s Note: 
Due to the fact I had never written science fiction before, my first instinct in writ-
ing this prologue was to do an introduction similar to the Star Wars movies. When 
I brought the piece to Inklings, the advice that stood out to me was to bring in more 
dialogue and not to give the readers all of the information from X’s point of view right 
away. With that in mind, I decided to try and write a dialogue to incorporate more 
of X’s voice and interests than the academic sounding paper of the original draft.  
Through this process, even though the prologue is a very short piece that is only one 
part of the larger work, I feel like I was really able to find X’s voice as a character.
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Somebody that 
I Used to Know

by Kayla Turner

 Gram always liked music. She didn’t sing much but would often hum or whistle. She 
would waltz around the kitchen to “Blue Suede Shoes” and “On The Road Again”.  She was the 
kind of woman who always wore pantyhose and believed pink lipstick never went out of style. 
She was the epitome of refined domesticity.

 On the day of my graduation from middle school, Gram had set a battered stool in the 
middle of the kitchen. As a little girl she would prop me up onto it to wash my hair in the sink 
and caress my hair into braids tied with bows.  In commemoration, I wanted my hair in braids 
that day. 

 “We’re doing two French braids, right, Gram?”
 “Yes, of course,” she said as she let out a smoker’s chuckle. She ran her spotted fingers 

through my hair. “How about a comb, though? Can I have a comb?”  
 I produced a comb from the bathroom down the hall.  Then waited. And waited. I felt 

soft hands occasionally touching my hair, picking it up, moving it, and then letting it go. I re-
mained silent. After a few moments, I realized she was no longer touching my hair at all. Was 
she done? I stood still for a few more moments unsure of what to do.

 “Gram?” Silence. “Grammy?”
 I looked at the floor and saw her white and blue Velcro’s backing away. Confused, I 

looked up at my bewildered grandmother. She had now backed all the way to the mauve coun-
tertop. Her lip quivered, the short pointed hairs beneath her nose prominent.

 With a sense of panic I had never heard from my grandmother, she whispered, “I’ve 
forgotten how.” 
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Last Call at Shakespeare’s
by Jacob Adamson

 According to the bartender, Shakespeare’s jazz club was al-
ways just an hour away from peak time. The bar wasn’t a seedy 
place. Calling it so would have been a compliment. At some 
point in the past, back when I was in my twenties and the 
world was in the fifties, the bar was seedy. It had now moved 
beyond seedy, it was just sad. I’m in my late fifties and the 
world has moved on to the nineties. What the nineties would 
be looked at as, I wasn’t entirely sure of. What I was sure of is 
that they wouldn’t be considered the Golden Age of Jazz. No 
one listened to jazz anymore, hell, this may have been the only 
place in the city that still had live music, but, again, it would be 
a stretch to call it live music. I would call it dead music, dead 
music in a dead bar.

Back in the fifties, this place had been hopping with thugs, 
mobsters, and the various scum of the era. There was a differ-
ent crowd at the bar now. There were the old men who had 
traded their dreams of success for dreams of another beer. 
They would sit at the end of the bar nursing their drink, staring 
into its murky depths trying to see the happiness that might be 
found at the bottom of the glass. They were as much part of 
the scenery as the stools they sat on. There were suits hiding 
from their wives. Their ties loosened and top buttons undone 
they drawled to the bartender about their boss and the mar-
ket and how they would probably be fired the next day. They 
muttered about the end of the Regan boom and stocks and 
the Federal Reserve. They complained about Iraq’s invasion of 
Kuwait, but only about how it affected the market. The com-
plaints bounced around the walls dying before they found the 
ears of anyone who gave a damn.  Their wives would probably 
value the conversation more than anyone at the bar.

At one end of that room, on a faintly blue-lit stage, sat the 
faintly beating heart of Shakespeare’s. She clutched the micro-
phone in her hands like it was the last source of warmth in the 
whole gray city of Philadelphia. Sweet melancholy notes es-
caped her lips. Her slender, silver dress was spotted with ciga-
rette burns masquerading as bullet holes. When she ended her 
song and stepped off the stage, not a person in the whole place 
so much as glanced away from their drinks.

She walked over to me, balanced precariously upon her 
6-inch heels.  As she took a seat, her hand fell upon mine so 
casually it may as well have been an accident. She turned to 
me, her face the same as the last hundred times I had seen 
it. “Would ya like to go upstairs suga’ ?” she asked. Given her 
family’s name, it seemed unlikely to find her here. If I were a 
rich man I would call her old money. Of course this meant 
she had a name, but nothing else. However, I am just a sad old 

detective in sad old jazz club in the sad old city of Philadel-
phia, so I just call her Debbie. I’m getting awfully tired of her 
also. When she talks she betrays the fact that her teeth have a 
speckled look, and for a jazz singer, I find her voice remark-
ably annoying. Still, we’ve been doing the horizontal mamba 
for the better part of the last two months, and I’m not one to 
turn that down. 

I can’t stay with someone that long and not get bored, not 
notice her flaws. Once I discover them, they’re always there; 
they grow and become the only thing I can focus on.

“I sure would hun.” My stellar mimicry of her accent went un-
noticed. 

She took my hand and led me through the crowd. A dog on 
a leash, I followed her to the room upstairs. 

An hour later, she was putting her clothes back on. It had 
been similar to the other times, but with even less emotion and 
passion, if that were possible. It was probably time to move on 
from this relationship and find one with some emotion in it. 

Wind berated the large window on one side of the room. In 
the darkness, I saw Debbie walk up and stare into dim streets 
below. I got up, put my pants on, and walked up behind her. 
I contemplated how I should tell her that I didn’t want to see 
her anymore, or if I even should tell her at all. A loud sound 
shattered the silence as a bullet burst through the window. In-
stinctively, I turned and raised my arm to cover my face. Glass 
sprayed over it and drew thin red lines across the surface. 

I waited a moment, felt my chest, and realized happily that 
I was still alive. I allowed a sigh of relief, whoever was trying 
to kill me had missed, terrible shot. I rose up and realized my 
terrible misinterpretation of the situation. By the entirely shat-
tered window lay the still body of Debbie. The glass shards 
covering her body glittered like pure white snowflakes. A cold 
wind was pouring unabated into the room, taunting the red 
curtains to move. I approached hesitantly and rolled her body 
onto her back. I single red hole in the center of her forehead 
had ended her life. 

At least now I wouldn’t have to find a way to leave her. I’m a 
glass half full kind of person.

I wondered why anyone would want to kill Debbie. It real-
ized that, in the months that I had known her, I had neglected 
to learn anything about her. All I knew is that she was a jazz 
singer at a bar where no one listens to jazz. I unclasped her 
purse and searched through it for something that resembled 
a clue. [im]

this piece is continued on the inklings blog
(web.colby.edu/inklingsmagazine)
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Where is Everybody?
by Faiyaz Islam

I walked down the middle of the gray suburban 
street, looking left and right at every cute little house 
I passed. It was one of those newly constructed 
neighbourhoods where all the houses looked pretty 
much the same. It always made me a little uneasy, 
going into another person’s house and having all the 
architecture be the same but the furniture different. 
The sky was a blue-gray, as though the color from the 
sky was leaking into the thick, fluffy clouds above 
my head. It felt dreary, but not in a sad way. It was 
cozy but at the same time cool, relaxing me in a way 
that just couldn’t happen on a warm day. Something 
about the clouds seemed strange, though; they were 
moving too fast.

What time is it? I slipped my hand into the pocket 
of my jeans and pulled out my phone, clicking the 
screen on as I brought it up to my face in one smooth 
motion. 2:38. I had slept in for a long time today. 
I could have sworn it was 10:00 when I first woke 
up; I remember the clock on my desk telling me that 
anyway. I think there were some kids playing in the 
street outside; they must have woken me up. I could 
hear something through my bedroom window. I re-
member being glad the sun wasn’t shining onto my 
face. I probably just went back to sleep.

Everything was quiet. In the morning that seems 
normal, but at 2:00 in the afternoon? The little kids 
in the neighbourhood were always riding around in 
the street on their awkward, brightly coloured plastic 
tricycles, screaming and laughing and annoying ev-
eryone in their houses. The street was empty.

I kept checking the houses for signs of life. The 
dim light passing through the clouds made the green 
of the tiny lawns even greener, the red on the trees 
more accentuated but at the same time also grayer. I 
had expected to be blinded when I walked outside, 
but it really was the nicest weather I had ever seen.

The whole street was deserted. The whole neigh-
borhood was deserted. I went up to a couple doors 
and rang the doorbell, but no one answered. I could 
hear the muffled chime through the door, breaking 
the eerie silence.

“Hello?” I called out, but again no one answered.
I got to the house right at the end of street, right 

before the main road that led into the heart of the 
town. I always thought the house was odd; it wasn’t 
symmetrical for one thing. The right side of the 
house ended abruptly as one solid, straight wall 
from the top of the house right to the ground. The 
other side had an inclined roof and a balcony and a 
porch and clear indications of different rooms, like 
a regular house. On the right side, it just looked like 
someone had chopped the end of it off and put up 
a wall. On the lawn, at the foot of the wall, was an 
apple tree. Again it was a little bit odd, because it 
wasn’t a dopey, dying crab-apple tree like the rest 
of them, it was a proper apple tree. I never met the 
people who lived there, so I don’t know how or 
why they had that tree. It was very tall, brushing 
up against the house at the top; maybe it was there 
before they even moved in.

I realized I hadn’t eaten anything yet, but going 

all the way back to the house didn’t seem worth it. 
It looked like no one was home, and I was sure the 
owners wouldn’t mind if I grabbed an apple off the 
tree. There was a collection of rotting apples all over 
the lawn, smashed open by the elements or by some 
kids or animals. It must have been annoying having 
to clean those off the lawn every time. The red of 
the apples on the tree looked redder, but the ones 
on the ground just looked brown against the beauti-
ful green. I noticed that there were actually a lot of 
perfectly good apples on the grass, like someone had 
reached up and plucked a number and then just laid 
them down. I looked at the tree to see which apples 
I could get; a lot of them were too high up for me to 
reach. I could probably climb a little ways up and 
grab a good one. 

The top of the tree was actually very close to the 
edge of the roof, and it looked like I could also climb 
up the house. It looked like it was done on purpose, 
like it was meant to be, because if I were sitting on 
the edge of the roof on the right side, it would be ex-
actly the perfect place to pick apples from.

Sigh. I walked around to the other side of the tree 
and found an apple I could grab if I stretched a little 
bit. I plucked it and inspected it for anything obvi-
ously bad, like worms. Finding nothing, I took a bite 
as I walked back to the road. It was pretty good, way 
better than crab-apples anyway.

The main road towards town went uphill and didn’t 
have any sidewalk on it, just a gravel shoulder that I 
always used. There were no cars on the road the en-
tire time I was walking, and no sound of other cars. 
It was peaceful, actually. The loud, obnoxious sound 
of cars driving by while I walk is very stressful, and 
I don’t want to constantly be looking behind me for 
approaching vehicles. It was just a relaxing stroll into 
town. I calmed my body down, relaxing my shoul-
ders so I walked with a slouch and took deep, full 
breaths of air through my nose. I finished most of the 
apple and tossed it into the grass to rot. I could see 
the street light coming up, changing just then from 
red to green, and I knew the town would be right on 
the other side of the hill.

Everything was empty. Houses can be empty, but 
the center of a town can’t be empty on a Saturday 
afternoon. I walked down the sidewalk, looking left 
and right at every restaurant and store I passed. There 
was no sound, no sign of life. There were still cars in 
the parking lot, so people must have shown up, but 
they were all abandoned. I walked into the parking 
lot and looked around at the stores in the strip mall. 
None of them had the “Closed” sign, but they were 
completely empty. I walked the length of them, peer-
ing in through every window, taking a couple steps 
in through every door. It didn’t look like a horror 
movie; there was no blood or sign of struggle. There 
were no papers lying on the floor in a mess, no panic. 
There was just no one there anymore.

“Hello?” I called, but there was only silence in an-
swer.

 That’s when I saw them. [im]

Page 18 Fall 2014

For the Widow
Poseidon took it upon himself
To prove to a poet the power of
Prayer, and with his waves like hands
Strangled an unprotesting
Percy Shelley.
 
For need of public safety
They burned the sea-swelled body
So his pearl eyes and coral bones
Would spare from cholera
The others.
 
They built a pyre on the beach
To honor Percy like Patroclus,
And the smell of the ashes appeased
The sea god, who left un-singed
Shelley’s heart.
 
Mary Shelley fought her friends
For possession of the calcified organ,
And winning her husband’s remain,
Held it in her living hand, like a pot
Of basil.
 
She could have placed it
Under her pillow or in her pajama drawer
Or displayed on a shelf for all women to envy
Or planted in her garden in place of
A radish.
 
But she went out at night to the graves
Of men who died too young and stole
From them two arms, two legs, two feet,
Two hands, one face. She brought them to
Her bedroom.
 
Mary sewed the limbs together
And left a space in this borrowed monster
Body for Percy’s heart, which she tucked
Under stolen skin and prayed
It beat.

by Laura Rosenthal

Author’s Note: 
I wrote this poem after a class on British Romanticism, where we learned about 
Percy Shelley’s death. Shelley drowned in the sea, and when his body washed up 
on shore, his friends and family were forced to burn it because of the fear it would 
spread cholera. However, Shelley’s heart had calcified and did not burn on the pyre. 
Mary Shelley, author of Frankenstein and Percy’s wife, ultimately kept his heart. 
My poem borrows imagery and language from the British Romantic poets, Shake-
speare, and Homer to imagine what Mary might have done with the heart. 
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An interiew with 
Jennifer Finney Boylan

Jennifer Finney Boylan, our be-
loved former professor of Cre-
ative Writing at Colby College, has 
moved on to new adventures as the 
inaugural Anna Quindlen Writer 
in Residence at Barnard College of 
Columbia University. We already 
miss her animated leadership of 
class workshops, her singing dur-
ing readings, and her insistence 
upon bagpipe performances and 
séances as part of the Colby experi-
ence. Trying to fill this hole in our 
creative writing lives, we reached 
out to her to ask a few questions 
about what she’s been up to and 
what advice she has to offer about 
creative writing. Thanks to Faiyaz 
Islam for interviewing Jenny, and 
to Jenny for taking the time to an-
swer our questions!

Inklings Magazine: How did you 
get into Creative Writing?

Jenny Finney Boylan: Oh, I think 
I have been a writer for about as 
long as I can remember.  I mean, 
maybe not in the womb, but right 
after that.

IM: How would you describe the 
department and the students here 
at Colby? What was the best part 

of your experience as head of the 
department?

 JFB: Colby has one of the best 
English departments in the coun-
try, period.  I never walked up 
those stairs without feeling a tre-
mendous sense of anticipation 
about whatever was going to hap-
pen to me next.  I was co-chair 
with Peter Harris for two years, 
from 2002 through 2004, I think. 
The best part of that experience 
was working with Peter, who is a 
lovely man. He is a talented poet, 
a legendary teacher, and just a de-
cent human being all around.

IM: How important are work-
shops for the writing process?

JFB: The thing that workshops 
do, actually, is to help young writ-
ers learn how to be better critics 
of each others’ writing.  It’s easy, 
when you’re young, to see what’s 
wrong with what someone else has 
done— but harder to recognize 
your own failings.  Learning to talk 
diplomatically and graciously—
but firmly and honestly— to other 
writers about their work means 
that you have to read with tremen-
dous care.  And in time, with any 

luck, you learn to turn that eye 
upon your own work.  That’s an 
essential thing to learn— how to 
be your own critic.  It’s the most 
essential tool for a writer.  If you 
don’t see your own work clearly, 
you can’t revise. And if you don’t 
learn to revise, you’ll never learn to 
make your work shine.

IM: Any funny workshop stories?
JFB: Most of my funny workshop 

stories involve my own question-
able behavior in class, like the time 
I kind of randomly made waffles 
during a lecture, and no one knew 
what was going on.  Eventually a 
student asked, “Excuse me, Profes-
sor Boylan, why are you making 
waffles in class?”  I believe I said, 
“Because I am driven by an un-
speakable inner joy.”  Like I said, 
these aren’t stories that reflect par-
ticularly well upon me.

IM: What are your thoughts on 
Inklings, the student-run writing 
workshop?

JFB: Anything that gets you to 
write more, and less naively, is 
great.  Make sure you are tough on 
each other, but be loving, too.  No 
one can listen, even to the most 

Page 20 Fall 2014

Oasis 
I sit on a stair that reeks sour and alcoholic,

And I look up at the stars, washed out pale by city lights.

I wish the streetlights would turn into trees,

And that the bump-thump bass would become thunder,

The kind that collapses the clouds, dumping out all the rain.

 

The feel of night is thick in my lungs.

by Alyssa Lang

The ticket was already booked
I was lying: I am, in fact, good at goodbyes
and if ours is on a night like this
 
we can talk about the weather-
not how the air is so thick that the scent
 
of peach-sweat and the neighbor’s cheap weed
stays in our clothes
 
not how the sidewalk hums
or the heat-dreams we wake from, your fingers
 
still tangled in my hair.
 
but we can talk about how strange it is:
thunder at this time of year

by Maya Ramakrishnan
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reasonable of criticism, if they 
don’t feel respected.

 IM: What’s something that you 
always try to get students to im-
prove on in their writing?

JFB: Revision, Faiyaz. It’s all 
about revision.  It’s the most im-
portant skill, and it’s simultane-
ously the thing that no one wants 
to do, at least not when they’re first 
starting out.  And it’s not exactly 
easy to teach.

IM: Your work as a professor has 
touched a lot of people. Have any 
interesting stories come up from 
former students getting back in 
touch with you?

JFB: You are nice to say that, but 
every professor at Colby touches 
people in some way, I hope.  It is 
nice, though, to hear from students 
whom I’ve been out of touch with.  
The very best thing is when some 
of those students turn out to have 
become teachers their own selves.  
A former student of mine came to 
a reading by Edward Albee a few 
years ago;  Albee had been my 
teacher, back at Johns Hopkins, 
and so there was a way in which 
my student— I can only remember  
his nickname, which was Nickles— 
was Edward Albee’s grand-student.  
Nickles, of course, was using the 
same jokes I had been taught by 
Albee.  His own students—some of 
whom he’d brought with him, must 
have thought of Albee as their great 

grand-teacher.  It really is pretty 
great when you find a student is 
teaching.  It really is like a torch is 
being passed, hand to hand, gen-
eration to generation.

IM: Can you think of a prompt 
you gave that resulted in a particu-

larly memorable student work?
JFB: I don’t use “prompts” in that 

sense—  but one time a student 
who was on the football team was 
just apologizing to me in my of-
fice, saying, “Well, I’m not that guy 
who’s ever going to write a great 
story.” And somehow I was able 
to shake him loose of that convic-
tion.  I asked him, “Who is that 
guy?  Why not you?” That very 
summer he got a job working for 
the Waterville Sentinel.  Then he 
headed west.  Today he’s a journal-
ist.  That’s pretty great, although I 
can also assure you it wasn’t me.  I 
just happened to be on hand right 
at the moment he needed a shove.

IM: What are you up to now, if 
you don’t mind me asking?

JFB: Your own Jenny Boylan 
is off to California, then Seattle, 
then back, as the second of the 
new Amtrak “Writers in Resi-

dence.”  I am spending 17 days 
on the train— mostly writing, al-
though I’m jumping off the train in 
Indiana to attend a meeting of the 
Board of Trustees at the Kinsey In-
stitute.  I’m working on a novel, as 
well as the third installment in my 
young adult series, Falcon Quinn, 
and writing an op/ed for the New 
York Times.  And you know I’m the 
co-chair of the board of directors 
of GLAAD, a job which sucks up 
every possible moment of my spare 
time like Kirby.

 I start teaching at Barnard as 
the new Anna Quindlen Writer in 
Residence in January.  I’m on leave 
from Colby for two years while I 
test those waters.  It’s an awfully 
sweet position they’ve come up 
with for me.  But even if I end up 
with a serious continuing relation-
ship with Millie the Dancing Bar-
nard Bear, I will always love the 
Colby Mule.  My first wife.  I am 
hoping I can come up with a good 
way of staying connected to this 
community.  I’m continuing to live 
in Maine 7 months of the year, May 
through mid-January, and I hope 
I’ll be able to be part of the life of 
this wonderful and very special 
place.

 More info about the Amtrak resi-
dency is at my blog, jenniferboylan.net. 
[im]

“It’s all about 
revision.”
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