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Once upon a time there was a little Goop boy 
called Inkfinga. He was full of wonder and
mischief and he was well loved by all the Goops.  
Inkfinga always wanted to know how things 
worked, so he took them apart and put them 
back together again just to see the insides.  
AAnything he could get his hands on, Inkfinga 
would disassemble and then rebuild. Watches, 
computers and phones were his favorites, but he 
loved to tinker with anything mechanical.  His 
grandfather had taught him how to take things 
apart and fix them.

Inkfinga had recently developed a certain 
obseobsession with an old typewriter that lived in his 
front hall closet. The typewriter had belonged to 
his grandfather, who used to write on it everyday.  
It had been discarded years ago and sat at the 
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back of the closet gathering dust.  Inkfinga liked 
to sneak into the closet with a flashlight and play 
with the typewriter. Every time he touched it, he 
could feel an exciting little chill run down his spine. 
 
One dOne day, he decided to take the typewriter apart 
and discover how it worked.  He had just begun to 
unscrew the bottom when he heard his mother 
call out, “Dinner time.”  Never one to be late for 
dinner, Inkfinga quickly shoved the typewriter to 
the back of the closet and ran off to dinner.  His 
fingers were full of black ink, but he didn’t wash 
his hands. his hands. 

He just couldn’t be bothered.  He got black ink 
everywhere and his mother wasn’t very happy 
about it.  After dinner, she made him clean up the 
messy fingerprints he had left everywhere and 
sent him straight to bed without dessert. She 
chided him saying, “If you would have just washed 
your hands, you wouldn’t have to spend all this 
time cleaning things utime cleaning things up.” 



3

INKFINGA VS. MEDUSA, IN ANCIENT GREECE - Maria Calanchini

Inkfinga knew his mother was right, but it didn’t 
mean he was going to wash his hands the next 
time. He lay in bed thinking about the typewriter. 
He knew there was something very special about 
it and he was determined to find out what it was. 

TThe following evening, when Inkfinga snuck into 
the closet to continue taking apart the typewriter, 
he was shocked to find the typewriter was put 
back together and there was a blank piece of 
paper sticking out of it. To the side of the 
typewriter lay two crumpled balls of paper.  
Inkfinga Inkfinga was mystified. He knew he had left the 
typewriter in several pieces and he also knew no 
one else had visited the closet.  He picked up one 
of the crumpled balls and unfolded it.

He sHe saw a smeared message that had been typed 
out.  It said, “My birthday.”  Inkfinga held the note 
and said, “‘My birthday’?  What does that mean?  
Whose birthday?”  His thoughts were interrupted 
by his mother calling him for inner.
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“Inkfinga, dinner time!  Don't be late,” she called.

Inkfinga Inkfinga could smell the meatballs his mother had 
made. He looked down at his fingers, which were 
covered in smeared ink, and then he zoomed off 
to dinner without washing his hands.  Once again 
Inkfinga got black ink all over everything he 
touched. 

After dinner his mother made him clean up his
fingerprints as she sfingerprints as she scolded him again. “Inkfinga, I 
don’t know why you just don’t clean your hands 
before dinner.  It would be so much easier for you 
and you wouldn’t have to spend your time cleaning 
up your fingerprints after dinner.  Your grandfather 
would not have been very impressed with this
behbehavior.  You know it is his birthday tomorrow,” 
said his mother.

“His birthday is tomorrow?” asked Infinga.
“Why yes it is, October 29th!  And now it is time
for you to go to bed.”
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Inkfinga went off to bed, but he could barely sleep.  
He was desperate to get down to the typewriter 
and type in his grandfather’s birth date.  He waited 
until everyone had gone to bed and the house was 
silent.  He crept down the stairs and into the closet.  

TThe typewriter was sitting exactly where he had 
left it with a fresh sheet of paper inside. Inkfinga 
lifted his finger and tapped out O-C-T-O-B-E-R 2-9 
one keystroke at a time.  As he hit the final key on 
the number nine, he could feel himself being 
sucked into a black tunnel that was illuminated by 
tiny white lights. He spun around as he moved 
ththrough the tunnel. Lights came and went and 
then everything went dark.
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Inkfinga could see time flying by as he spun.  
He could see figures and numbers and gears 
spinning around. He felt as if he had shrunken 
down and was inside one of the many watches 
he had taken apart and time was moving very 
quickly aquickly around him. It was impossible to tell how 
long he was inside the passage of time before he 
landed inside a very unfamiliar room. Inkfinga 
could feel his feet hit a marble floor and 
everything stopped moving. 

As he looAs he looked around, he saw that he was in a 
vaulted room made of gears. He was in a time 
machine. He looked down to check his watch but 
it was gone. Inkfinga noticed his fingers and they 
were black and full of typewriter ink. He began to 
rub away at his fingers but the ink didn’t budge.  
Then he heard a voice.

CHAPTER 2
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“It’s Father Time here. You won’t need your watch 
for now. You will want this one instead, Kairos, to 
guide you. When your fingers are no longer black, 
your watch will reappear and you can go back 
home.”

Inkfinga looInkfinga looked down at his hands again and there 
was a small shiny gold pocket watch, named 
Kairos, hanging from his fingers.

“Father Time?  Where am I and how do I get rid of 
this ink on my fingers?” asked Inkfinga.

“You’re in ancient Greece. The ink will disappear 
when the time is right. Go now,” replied the watch.

Inkfinga closed his Inkfinga closed his eyes and shook himself. He 
jumped up and down. He tried to jump right back 
into his hall closet, but when he opened his eyes, it 
was sunset and he was outside amongst Greek 
ruins. He looked down at his fingers. They were still 
black. He reached out to touch one of the large 
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stone towers in front of him and he left a giant 
black smudge on it. He quickly tried to wipe it 
away but it only made things worse and the mark 
got bigger. 

“Stop it,” said a small voice.

Inkfinga felt the gold watch in his pocket and took 
it out.

“H“How am I ever going to get rid of this ink on my 
fingers?” he said as he stared down at Kairos.

“Well, you’ve come here for a reason. I’m here to 
guide you but you must figure out the rest,” said 
Kairos.

Inkfinga looked down and saw that he was 
standing on a mosaic tile floor. It was full of 
ppatterns and intricate designs formed by tiny tiles.  
He knelt down and began to trace the tiles with 
his fingers. One of the tiles came loose so Inkfinga 
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pulled it from the mosaic and then he began to 
pull up one tile after another. Soon he had a pile of 
loose tiles and the mosaic design had disappeared.

“Please put the tiles back together, Inkfinga,” said 
Kairos.

“O“Okay, you’re right,” said Inkfinga as he quickly 
shoved the tiles back into the floor. He didn’t do it 
very well and he misplaced several pieces. The 
design was different than when he had started, 
but Inkfinga hardly noticed as he was already 
wwandering away from the ruins. Inkfinga walked 
along and pulled Kairos from his pocket, getting 
black ink everywhere.

“Oh Kairos, my fingers aren’t getting better. They 
seem to be getting dirtier,” he cried out.

““Well, perhaps it is because you hastily shoved 
those tiles back in the floor instead of taking just a 
little longer to place them correctly,” said Kairos.
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Inkfinga thought about this for a minute and then 
he said to Kairos, “Okay, I got it. I understand.”

“Excellent, then the rest of this journey should be a 
breeze and I’m sure we won’t encounter Medusa,” 
replied Kairos as they walked on.

“Who is Medusa?” asked Inkfinga.

“She lives here in ancient Greece and she is a 
monmonster with a head full of snakes. If you look upon 
her, you will turn to stone. She can only 
come after you if she knows you are here,” said 
Kairos.

“Well, how could she possibly know I’m here? This 
place is huge and I haven’t left any clues,” said 
Inkfinga. As soon as he said this out loud, Inkfinga Inkfinga. As soon as he said this out loud, Inkfinga 
thought about the tiles he had hastily shoved 
together and the black smudges he had left on 
the ruins and a wave of panic came over him.
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Finish the story and tell us how Inkfinga gets
back to Goop World.

Make sure and submit your story ending to
GoopTales.com/Inkfinga

so the rest of the world can read it!

NOW IT’S UP TO YOU!



Maria Calanchini lives in the San Francisco Bay 
Area. Goop Tales are inspired by “The Goops”, 
which were a childhood favorite of Maria's.

She uses her travel experiences and grown up
imagination to breathe new life into the Goops with 
the Goop Tales series. She loves integrating world 
geography, cultures, and music into the Goop Tales.

Her goal is Her goal is to ignite the imagination of children 
while introducing them to unknown places all over 
the world.

To learn more about the author you can visit her at 
GoopTales.com/about

Copyright © 2016 - GoopTales.com

ABOUT
THE AUTHOR


