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A poem  
is the thing 
that floats up to the ceiling  
on a single string 
as I wait for it 
to fall back down 
to me.
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About Young Writers Project

Young Writers Project (YWP) is a creative, online community of teen writers and 
visual artists, based in Burlington, Vermont, since 2006. Our community is free and 
welcoming to young people seeking inspiration, encouragement, and the opportunity 
to be published. 

• The heart of the community is found at the YWP website, youngwritersproject.org. 
Powered by the energy and ideas of our middle and high school youth, the site 
offers an immersive, inclusive, and interactive experience that includes individual 
blogs, peer-to-peer comments, chat forums, publications, art features, podcasts, 
online clubs, and events. 

• Every month, YWP publishes a digital literary magazine, The Voice, a beautiful 
showcase of the most recent writing and visual art posted on the site. 

• The Community Journalism Project engages young people to write and respond 
to the news, trends, and events that are shaping their world. Current events 
challenges, projects, and contests spark thoughtful opinions and commentary.

• ArtSpace, new in 2022, is a central gathering place on our website for all visual 
art and related projects, where aspiring artists come to explore and experiment. 

• YWP’s longtime Newspaper Series provides our writers and artists a direct path 
to publication in Vermont communities. YWP writing, photos, and art appear 
weekly in the Burlington Free Press and VTDigger.org, and monthly in the Barre-
Montpelier Times Argus and Rutland Herald.

• The Anthology Series celebrates outstanding poetry, prose, and visual art each 
year in YWP’s signature book. This edition is our 13th collection, drawing on 
some 10,000 submissions to our website from July 2021 to July 2022.

Katherine Moran, Bristol, VT



54

WRITERS and ARTISTS

Lauren McCabe, South Burlington, VT

Sam Aikman ......................................................................7
Narges Anzali ................................................................ 50
Bella Bailey ...................................................................... 31
Grace Batsie .................................................................... 10
Eden Anne Bauer ........................................................ 27
Maria Beaulieu ............................................................ .34
Zoe Bernstein ...........................................................................6
Alden Bond ..................................................................... 14
Madeline Borowitz..................................................... 34
Lizzie Brown................................................................... 30
Scarlett Cannizzaro .................................................... 45
Isabelle Chen.................................................................. 11
Theresa Christiansen ...................................................9
Juni Cleary ....................................................................... 35
Elise Cournoyer ............................................................ 29
Sophie Cross .................................................................. 16
Evie Crowell ................................................................... 57
Nina Devine ................................................................... 32
Charlotte Dodds .............................................................9
Siri Dunn .......................................................................... 13
Whitney Dykstra ......................................................... 21
Willcox Elliott ................................................................ 53
Sawyer Fellows ............................................................. 21
Gretchen Fitzgerald .................................................... 20
Ashlyn Foley ..........................................................................16
Caris Gaito ....................................................................... 47
Roxanne Glassenberg .............................................. 61
Annika Gruber ............................................................. 39
Sophia Guo .....................................................20, 48, 51
Hanna Gustafson ........................................................ 19
Sophie Heidemann .................................................... 52
Eli Hoopengardner ............................................ 52, 57
Abrie Howe................................. front cover, 42, 60
Ibrahim Ibrahim .......................................................... 10
Emmett Jarvis ................................................................ 10
Lizzy Jutras ...................................................................... 52
Geri Kayingo .................................................................. 58
Ruth Knox ....................................................................... 12
Katie Ladieu .................................................................... 56
Amica Lansigan ............................................................ 49
Natalie Lewis .................................................................. 37
MeJo Liao ......................................................................... 22

Astrid Longstreth......................................................... 23
Rose Lord ......................................................................... 40
Molly Marino ............................................................... 31
Romae Martone ........................................................... 33
Lauren McCabe ...............................................4, 18, 32 
Lily Meyer ........................................................................ 56
Khizer Mir ....................................................................... 30
Katherine Moran ......................................2, 7, 21, 36
Callyx O’Donnell ......................................................... 16
Yejun Park ...........................................................................8
Willa Pelschoen ............................................................ 34
Lydia Perigo .................................................................... 55
Stella Peterson ............................................................... 26
Myrrh Pitkin .................................................................. 29
Molly Quavelin ............................................................ 53
Iris Robert ...........................................................................8
Ava Rohrbaugh ............................... 38, back cover
Imogen Sangha ............................................................ 13
Addison Schnoor ........................................................ 35
Eva Schwartz ................................................................. 56
Aurora Sharp.........................................................49, 54
Ella Sherry ....................................................................... 31
Maelyn Slavik ............................................................... 32
Margaret Smallwood ............................................... 15
Ellicott Smith .................................................................. 43
Vivien Sorce ...........................................................19, 48
Ramona Spelman ....................................................... 25
Quinn Sunderland ..................................................... 41
Maddie Thibault .......................................................... 47
May Thomasson ......................................................... 42
René Van Deusen ........................................................ 12
Amelia Van Driesche ................................................ 38
Marlo Viglas ................................................................... 38
Leah Vo .............................................................................. 17
Geneva Walker ............................................................. 33
Caroline Watts ............................................................... 36
Benjamin Wetherell .................................................... 28
Emilia Williams ............................................24, 44, 58
Maya Zankowski ........................................................ 46
Ariel Zhang ......................................... 59, back cover
Penelope Zygarowski ................................................ 61



76

The Witching Hour

Zoe Bernstein, Jericho, VT

It is the witching hour. All the good little children are tucked into their beds and 
only the crooked ones remain awake: the ones who stay up under the covers with 
flashlights, whose lips are sewn shut or glued open, who warble like songbirds and 
screech like records and whisper like nails on cellophane, the little girls who don’t 
comb their hair and who talk back to teachers and lead schoolyard attacks, the little 
boys who lend out all their hands and polish their spectacles and limp to and fro. 

It is the witching hour, and magic creeps in through the open windowsills of odd 
children. They wait in beds wrapped in cotton or in kitchens surrounded by cookie 
crumbs or lying on hardwood floors, breathing the soft song of lumber.
 
Magic stirs their restless bones and licks their hair and prickles the soles of their feet, 
and then they are all swept up in the magic like a child with a toy and they cannot let 
go.
 
The writers write whole novels and the singers hit the high C’s and the commanders 
plan invisible troops and the readers sink into cushions and fall through rabbit holes 
and fly broomsticks far away.
 
And for a bit, the witching hour brings them home, waters them like sun-starved 
flowers and pulses them through with vitamins of understanding and minerals of 
inspiration.
 
But it cannot always be the witching hour. And they must trudge back to school to 
fight with more teachers and protest more rules and refuse to write dull essays and 
draw pictures of fruit and sunsets instead of enchanted castles and how autumn tastes. 
And they wait at their scuffed desks and do their work indignantly until night falls and 
they rise.

For the witching hour will come again.

Birthday Cake

Sam Aikman, Richmond, VT

I’ve been thinking of you lately,  
and for the past four years.  
I’ve been thinking about that time 
you stood with your neck bent 
back, staring at the sky,  
counting its emptiness, 
how afraid you were.  
It took you so long  
to love me like a black hole:  
the way they collapse,  
how the seconds fall off the horizon  
and are gone 
forever.  
What happens after we grow 
too old for hopscotch and cigarettes? 
Will we still hang 
our hands out car windows? 
Will we remember seventeen when we’re 
forty? 
I keep telling myself  
we are much more than our own light, 
our own gravity.  

Will you still call me on the nights 
when my voice echoes off the 
atmosphere?  
Will you remember 
the way you are 
memorialized 
in my eyelashes, and my walls,  
and the letters under my bed?  
How long before 
we realize change is born  
from pain?  
Forget the insecurities 
and the old mistakes.  
Forget the times we crashed the car 
and said the wrong things.  
Forget that we never waved goodbye.   
Just turn around,  
see me,  
tell me this is the start.  
Here I am, 
on the edge of this cliff, looking down 
at all the years we gave up on.  
Blow out the candles for me, okay?

Katherine Moran, Bristol, VT
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To a Dreamer

Yejun Park, Tallahassee, FL

You are dreaming.  
You are dreaming, and isn’t that 
wonderful? Isn’t that infinite?  
 
Impossibilities have happened over and 
over again;  
they must have, because despite 
everything,  
we exist.  
Despite everything,  
there is a floating rock in a void where 
life can grow,  
where primates looked up and found 
stories in the shapes of stars.  
 
This is a dream,  
of course it is,  
how else can such wonder be real?  
We infused music in a universal energy 
field,  
found that sharp-fanged monsters liked 
being pet behind the ears,  
learned to hold hands and laugh and cry,  
learned kindness in the face of a cruel 
wilderness.  
We are made of iron and hydrogen and 
carbon and nitrogen and calcium,  
built from the skeletons of gods.  
 
This is miraculous. This is impossible.  
 
We are only dreams,  
but, oh,  
isn’t that the most beautiful thing to be?

Monopolized

Iris Robert, South Burlington, VT

You always took Park Place, 
cobalt tile weighted by your viridian 
buildings 
and crimson hotels. 
Meanwhile, 
I stumbled over the borderlines 
and railroad tracks, 
toppled over Baltic. 
Wheelbarrow balanced on one side, you 
skated seamlessly through the 
boulevards 
and avenues.  
Reckless pass while garish notes gathered 
under your corner, 
neat, muted stacks lined up, bill by bill.  
Alabaster hills sliding beneath the couch, 
crumpled roseate you passed conceitedly 
as I reluctantly traded tangerine trophies 
and another accolade 
for an arrogant – 
I paid my dividend, 
dissidence dismissed by 
unofficial bank teller 
who slickly slid gilded notes 
under palms as you and I bickered 
over ownership, 
until a misstep cost you 
your capital, and 
I cheered gleefully 
as you claimed bankruptcy 
and I claimed Boardwalk.

I Took the Candle

Charlotte Dodds, Burlington, VT

I took the candle from my  
postage-stamp-sized nightstand,  
cradling it between my hands  
and letting it guide me into  
my sister’s empty room.  
 
There was a better view of the stars 
from her window than mine, and  
I could see the reflection of the  
candle flame in the window, all 
orange and hot and repeating the  
same silly dance over and over again.  
 
But now the heat has disappeared:   
it snowed today, in the early morning – 
the first snow, which brought such a  
fullness to my heart that I fear I could 
not  
explain it without bursting into tears  
(the kind of winter tears that fall slowly).  
 
I look back out the window.  
 
The stars are always much clearer  
when it’s cold out, I think. The air  
thins itself to make space for them.  
 
I sigh. Giving the stars one last  
reconciliatory look, I scoop up the candle  
and allow it to guide me once again,  
this time back to my own bed.

Youth Is a Slippery Thing

Theresa Christiansen, Richmond, VT

We smell like backpacks  
and old smoke and earth, 
dirt-cheap perfume that 
grips you like Chanel anyway. 
 
We don’t have to worry about “pretty.”  
Our pretty is in our  
fresh skin smooth hands free love wide 
eyes. 
It’s all downhill from here. 
 
But your gorgeous comes out 
in a velvety record collection, 
biting side eye, and a perfect breaststroke. 
Thoughtless, haughty beauty. 
 
Youth isn’t afraid to say what it wants. 
“Know me like I’ve never known myself. 
Don’t be afraid to guess.” 
Not thinking, on purpose, 
to make the colors just that little bit 
brighter.  
 
Old flower tucked in the hand-cut hair 
of a pretty boy. 
Fresh tar scuffing the green-laced 
sneakers of a pretty girl. 
 
Everyone wants to wield time, 
cut out the bread, run straight to the 
fruit. 
Everyone wants to clutch this writhing, 
delirious summer 
and squeeze its breath right out. 
 
I watch your lips part. 
A sun-stroked morning glory. 
And we roll down the hill, 
grass sticking in my hair like a naughty 
child.
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Lunchroom Verse

Emmett Jarvis, Montpelier, VT

Lunchroom table, 
Monday’s pile of lost souls, 
me – among the missing.
 
Seconds 
walk me by,  
dragging their feet 
on the cold square tile.
 
Not boredom, 
these people 
carry the visage of indifference  
and insomnia’s face paint.
 
I’ve been here before. 
I will be here again. 
I will forget this place 
– eventually.
 
My gaze  
runs wild, 
runs from me, 
from my mind –
runs from this place.
 
Me – scribbling  
mangled verse 
into my frantic phone 
as if it were a time bomb
 
ticking down the seconds 
until I explode 
into freedom.

A Lovely Lesson

Isabelle Chen, Bradford, VT

 It was on those rare nights when my mother, after working long shifts, reserved a 
portion of her energy to comply with my request for a bedtime story. I don’t remember 
the book I picked out. It wasn’t the most important thing on my mind, as I was too 
preoccupied with savoring the moment that many of my companions at preschool 
talked about often. I barely spoke during conversations like those, but nonetheless, I 
would eagerly listen to the intimate connections my classmates had with their parents.
 
 On that particular night, when my mother read me a story, I was curled up in the 
bedsheets and lay on top of a pillow that I was profoundly attached to. For years I 
would refuse to sleep without that distinct comfort beneath my head. After a while, I 
appeared to be asleep to my mother because the next thing I felt was a light peck on my 
forehead. The gesture surprised me more than anything I had experienced up until that 
point in my childhood and to the present day as I write this. 
 
 My mother was never the type to explicitly show affection such as pecks on the cheek 
or warm embraces. I used to think that if someone truly loved another individual, it 
had to be represented with physical gestures. I was young, and so I believed that there 
was no love professed between my mother and me. I ignored the telltale signs of fatigue 
she displayed after extended hours of work. And although I couldn’t see it at the time, I 
overlooked her actions that defined her version of love to the best of her capabilities. 
 
 All those times when she silently cooked my favorite meals when I was struggling 
to get through the day, or when the appearance of my favorite snacks or essentials 
magically materialized in my room the next morning, they were all overlooked.
 
 That night was the moment when I redefined what love was to me, and I considered 
the abundant versions that display this powerful emotion. The night shared between my 
mother and me will stand as one of my fondest memories, but it also serves to remind 
me that love doesn’t solely exist in the form of affectionate kisses or embraces. To each 
their own on how to expressively display tenderness.

Foxtrot Charleston

Grace Batsie, Jericho, VT 

The ladies sit on park benches 
in little groups of three, 
all lined up in platform clogs 
plus glittering berets. 
They are ready to dance the Foxtrot, 
muster up a Charleston, 
the ladies who sit in rows of three, 
ready to stand up and dance.
But never will they find the chance, 
their glittering berets hung up on shelves, 
waiting for their moment to come, 
platform clogs locked away. 
The ladies’ fathers were mad about their 
ambitions in life 
‘cause no good Southern girl wouldn’t 
want to marry. 
So they hung up their Foxtrots 
and packed away their Charleston. 
The ladies now sit on park benches, 
adorned with their children 
from the men they never loved
because they were much better at the 
Foxtrot or Charleston 
than they were at being in love.

Ibrahim Ibrahim, Burlington, VT
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Her Monday Dump  
Truck Man

Siri Dunn, Morristown, VT

On Monday mornings, 
usually when it’s raining, 
I see her, 
long blonde braids  
tied with red, red that 
matches her raincoat, red 
like bleeding poppy flowers, red 
like Elton John lyrics.
 
On Monday mornings, 
usually when it’s raining, 
I see her 
perched on a gleaming,  
sky-washed rock by the road, 
a cloth-covered plate in her little hand, 
waiting 
for her dump truck man, 
waiting for him to pull up 
in his licorice red vehicle 
and wave down at her 
so she can walk up to the open door 
and hand him the plate of food she’s 
prepared. 
 
On Monday mornings, 
usually when it’s raining, 
I see her 
waiting with him while he eats 
the eggs and biscuits and 
sometimes bacon, 
asking questions and tilting her head just 
so, 
so that the whole word flows her way.

 
On Monday mornings, 
usually when it’s raining, 
I see her 
sitting in the cab, leaning into his 
shoulder, 
her dump truck man, 
as “Tiny Dancer” waltzes across the 
dashboard 
and trickles into the trees. 
 
On Monday mornings, 
usually when it’s raining, 
I see her 
touching his cheek goodbye, 
splashing through the tulip puddles on 
the slate pathway 
as the sky gathers and bundles together 
color 
of strawberry ripples and rose jam, 
and all that remains on the ceramic plate 
is crumbs, 
her dump truck man 
waving as he pulls away, 
gone again until 
the next Monday 
when usually 
it’s raining.

XXL 

René Van Deusen, Essex, NY

There is a store 
people usually buy hunting things at, 
and on our hands and knees, 
we released ourselves into the clothing 
section 
to collect the sizing tags 
that had fallen off the hangers, 
handfuls of colorful cylinders, 
plastic and worthless, 
filling our pockets  
to the brim. 
 
You told us 
about how the X and L  
stood for ‘extra’ and ‘love’ 
and that we needed to collect more. 
 
I asked you why, 
and you told me 
that they needed to go into Nana’s coffin 
so that she knew we were thinking of 
her 
when we went and crawled under the 
aisles 
of clothes  
in the sporting goods store. 
 
‘Nana needs extra extra love,’ 
you said, and we went  
without a moment’s hesitation 
to tear the remaining labels off of the 
hangers 
in the aisle  
of extra-extra-large rain jackets. 
 
My fingertips were sore by the end of it, 
raw and bleeding under my nails 
from how many plastic circles we had 
tugged  
away from their metal grip. 
 

But it was so worth it 
by the end 
to see the carefully placed row  
of colorful plastic messages 
lined up neatly 
beside Nana’s fingers, 
each one blessed 
with extra-extra-love 
and a small kiss 
from you.

Forgotten Name,  
Forgotten Meaning

Ruth Knox, Essex Junction, VT

Worry has arrived. 
He sits at the open door 
to my tired mind, 
waiting, not coming in. 
Ivory teeth grind together 
in thought as a 
small bird 
flies through the door. 
He is a robin, 
perched precariously on an old oak 
that has managed to grow inside 
the unlocked door. 
Worry looks in, 
in wonder, in confusion, 
as the bird breaks 
into song. 
The rhythm wraps around 
the unwanted figure 
until he 
is gone. 
And I am free 
of the thought of someone 
at my door, 
in the shadows, the closet, 
of the people in  
the peripheral blur, 
in the idea that their thoughts 
change me.

Me: The Novel

Imogen Sangha, Hanover, NH

I am the rough draft of a person 
riddled with messy mistakes, 
underlined adjectives that don’t fit, 
chapters filled with people 
who come and go 
but won’t end up in the final edit, 
memories I’m sure to forget 
with parts of me no one will get to 
know. 
I am the rough draft of a person 
and I don’t know when I’ll be complete.
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Eating Ice Cream Out of the Container  
in the Early Morning

Margaret Smallwood, Thetford Center, VT

 You wake up early on Saturday, the windows dark like your father’s coffee. It tastes 
bitter but exciting, like sour candy with a hint of sweetness in the back of your mouth. 
 You stumble into the living room, the brightness of the TV blinding like the first 
taste of food in the morning when your mouth waters with the shock of flavor. Your 
brother is already awake and watching cartoons, his excitement tropical like papaya 
and mango. 
 You slip into the kitchen, realizing your parents are still asleep. It tastes sly like cold 
spaghetti and mischievous like licorice jelly beans. 
 You open the freezer, a blast of cold air hitting you like a maraschino cherry, sweet 
and devious. You spot the ice cream, Neapolitan, and reach for it, excitement growing 
stronger and tasting like too-sweet birthday cake, a little bit wrong. 
 You open the silverware drawer quietly and take out a big spoon. It tastes like 
nearing the end of a Tootsie Pop when you crack the hard candy shell and start to 
taste the Tootsie Roll. 
 Finally, you open the ice cream and start to eat spoonfuls of it. The freedom is 
euphoric, like gulping cold water on a hot day. The ice cream freezes your mouth and 
you’re worried your tongue will get stuck to the spoon. The slight fear tastes like sushi 
with tangy ginger. 
 Suddenly, you hear footsteps coming down the stairs. Your parents. The taste of 
panic washes over you like wasabi, the spicy fear of getting in trouble. 
 You rush to lick the spoon clean, put the ice cream back in the freezer, the sheer 
terror tasting like sour milk that you accidentally poured into your bowl of Cheerios. 
 Your dad walks into the kitchen and stops, the realization tasting like oranges, 
nostalgic. He remembers doing this when he was younger, the citrus fruit memories 
wafting through his mind. 
 You’re frozen, spoon midair, reaching for the ice cream lid, your stomach knotted 
and tasting like pretzels with too much salt. 
 Your dad just says, “Make sure to share some with your brother,” and walks out of 
the kitchen. Relief floods over you like vanilla pudding, friendly and always welcome. 
 You decide you’ve had enough excitement for the morning and put the ice cream 
away. You didn’t really want to share with your brother anyway. You feel good, like 
you’re doing the right thing by putting the ice cream away, and it tastes like snap peas, 
fresh and crisp.

Alden Bond, Middlesex, VT
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You Are a River

Ashlyn Foley, Burlington, VT

You start young and small, 
moving through life as a river moves 
through the woods, 
as the river laughs and plays. 
With time, you grow, 
gaining power and strength. 
But on the inside you are still young and 
small. 
 
People all see you differently. 
Some appreciate you, admire you. 
Others will step all over you without a 
care. 
This makes you feel sad, 
makes you feel young and small. 
 
Over time, you learn more about the 
world. 
You grow up, become wiser. 
You learn more about yourself. 
The river inside of you becomes wise. 
 
After a certain point, there is a fork in the 
river. 
You must decide which way to flow. 
Time to make a big decision. 
Do you follow a path of growth 
or do you wish to stay young and small? 
 
There is no right choice. 
As much as you wish to stay young and 
small, 
perhaps it is time to move on, 
go where the river takes you, 
even if the river cries along the way. 
It’s time to move on 
and grow into the strong river you know 
you are. Leah Vo, Burlington, VT

Missed Waves

Callyx O’Donnell, Hinesburg, VT

Hello.  
You wave at me, 
gently, like a swaying blade of grass. 
Seconds drag on 
and moments pass 
before I can think to lift my hand in 
reply. 
The regret will now linger, 
crawling in a hot shameful, many-legged 
entity  
up my spine 
and across my cheeks 
because before I could think to lift my 
hand in response 
you had already passed me, 
and I was too deep in my own 
frustrations to pay mind  
to the fact 
that to socialize fully  
would mean to wave back.

Winnipesaukee

Sophie Cross, Brooklyn, NY

Silhouettes of evergreen trees,  
I desire the lakeside wind 
instead of a delicate breeze 
to run through my hair, unpinned. 
 
I stare hungrily, eyes feast 
on the lamplight mirrored. 
Inky waters rolling east 
cushion all that was feared. 
 
Escape with me. 
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Lauren McCabe, South Burlington, VT

Vivien Sorce, Hinesburg, VT

Hanna Gustafson, South Burlington, VT
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On Your Deathbed

Gretchen Fitzgerald, Burlington, VT

 When you are on your deathbed, you won’t be worried about how cool you were 
in high school, how you look, and how other people think of you. The only thing 
that matters at the end of the day is how you treated other people. You can’t take your 
wealth or fame with you when you die. You can only take the memories and love you 
hold inside you. 
 When you are about to die, you will have regrets. You will wish you got to go 
there or keep that person. You will wish you were a better person, and that you made 
someone’s life better. You will wish that you went for it when you had the chance. 
 Right when you consider that we all will die, you will realize there is nothing to 
lose. So now, while you have the chance, go live in the moment. Go fight for your 
dreams because tomorrow you might not be able to. Go take a risk so you die 
knowing you did what you could, so you don’t have to think about what could have 
been. Go and try your hardest to get what you want, so you aren’t lying on your 
deathbed, wishing that you did something that you don’t have any time left to do.

Katherine Moran, Bristol, VT 

Memory to Canvas

Sawyer Fellows, East Burke, VT

I wonder if that’s how Picasso really saw 
himself, 
deconstructed shapes and primary 
colors, 
all meticulously placed in their seemingly 
correct 
spaces on that subliminal canvas.  
I wonder if when he looked in the 
mirror,  
he too watched his features float off his 
face, 
then take shape into a patchwork 
portrait.  
I wonder how he came to terms with 
this, 
and then made something beautiful out 
of it.  
I’m still working on deciphering my 
reflection.  
I wonder if I’ll come to terms with being 
a Picasso.

He

Whitney Dykstra, Monkton, VT

Two meters away, he sits at his seat, 
across the aisle from my stationed feet. 
Felicity sparks a fire within me, 
burning with passion I feel, but does he? 
I could watch him for hours 
with dreams filled with flowers, 
red roses in hand, 
dancing to the beat of the band.  
Gentle, kind, and extremely sweet, 
yet he’s flirtatious with others, with 
whom I can hardly compete. 
His very presence is the treasure I seek, 
yet his lack of awareness continues its 
streak.

Sophia Guo, Lexington, MA
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MeJo Liao, Irvine, CA

Where My Heart Lives

Astrid Longstreth, Jericho, VT

My heart lives in a place
in the middle of the beautiful and mysterious woods.
Sitting on a rock in front of the sparkling water,
my heart is at peace –
a pond full of life and memories,
the place that I know best. 
In the spring, the trees bloom,
the buds falling in the water 
to create a pastel display.
In the summer, the green, green leaves are all around
and over the water, the dragonflies buzz,
the water, full of life.
In the fall, the leaves turn to create their fiery portrait of beauty,
and the air turns brisk.
In the winter, the water freezes over to create Nature’s own ice rink,
and the sparkling, sparkling snow.
This place holds my memories, my heart, my soul.
My place of peace.

Astrid Longstreth, Jericho, VT



2524

The Palace in the Sky

Ramona Spelman, Thetford, VT

There’s a palace in the sky, 
peacefully drifting, 
swaying in the breeze. 
Its tall, vibrant green trees 
and the many houseplants 
sitting in pots on the sills 
have their leaves ruffled 
by a warm spring wind 
that brings sunshine 
and hope for the future. 
The clouds are like pillows, 
far away, yet closer than ever before, 
like giants dancing in the sky. 
 
There’s a palace in the sky, 
peacefully drifting, 
swaying in the breeze. 
I visited the palace once 
in the spring. I stayed with a family, 
they were bakers. 
Their smells were carried on the wind, 
carrying their love and kindness 
to the entire city. 
 
When you’re in the palace, 
everything seems so small, 
but when you look outside the window, 
giants wave and dance, 
and vines rustle gently 
against window panes. 
 

There’s a palace in the sky, 
peacefully drifting, 
swaying in the breeze. 
And suddenly, 
things are so small, 
but in a better way, 
in a simpler way. 
All your problems are small, 
not wrinkled and cramped like raisins, 
but simple and smooth like a marble. 
I visited the palace once. 
Bread carried its love on the air. 
I found myself mesmerized by the height, 
the oneness of it all. 
I was in the clouds. 
Nothing bad could touch me there. 
I could feel only love when I visited the 
palace. 
 
There’s a palace in the sky, 
peacefully drifting, 
swaying in the breeze. 
I visited the palace once. 
I watched myself falling in love, 
not with a beautiful man, 
kind and caring, 
but with myself 
and the world. 
 
I visited the palace once 
and I never left.

Emilia Williams, Thetford Center, VT
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Kisses

Stella Peterson, Eureka, MT

I am a romantic. I visualize things in my head constantly, flowers and slow dances, 
and nights spent beneath the glow of one hundred million stars. I play out scenarios 
in my mind — and have been doing this continually since I was young, dragging out 
a particular story for days on end, creating backstories and betrayals and personality 
traits. I get attached to these characters I create, though I have never written them 
down — nor written about them — in my life. These beings, who live and breathe inside 
my skull, a pounding of my imagination set aflame by my willingness to allow it to 
flourish, are my greatest creation. Pen and paper are thought and muscle tissue, the 
edges of words scraped against my brain matter. 
 
But I digress. Although I do spend countless hours daydreaming about these big things 
for my characters, there is one thing I have never been able to do.  
 
The kiss.  
 
I have never, in all my life, managed to imagine two characters kissing, though their 
chemistry is palpable, tangible, emotion thick in the air like sticking fragrance. I have no 
reason for it, or, at least, I could not come up with one, until tonight, at exactly 10:57 
p.m.
 
I cannot imagine it because I, simply, cannot imagine it. I have never experienced 
it! I’ve watched movies and TV shows and, hell, I’ve searched it on YouTube out 
of curiosity, but I haven’t done it myself. And how could I? The logistics of it seem 
incredible! Where would they put their hands on me? To cradle my jaw in both palms, 
hold my chin, curl their arms around my shoulders? To press the tips of their fingers 
around my hips, or grip my waist as though they are drowning, and I, the only lifeline, 
could pull them from an ocean of feeling, a sea of sound?  
 
What would I do? Grip their hair, long or short, and clench my fingers in? Hands 
around their rib cage, splayed open? If things got heavy, what would happen? Would I 
be against a wall or pinning them midair with a hand to the neck?  
 
Gah! Kisses! What shall I do with those?  
 
Ah, well. I am in high school, after all. If the time comes, and my first kiss happens, 
(no, not the almost kiss in my mom’s bedroom — a real, honest-to-goodness, lips-on-
lips, hands-somewhere-other-than-dangling-at-my-waist kiss) I’ll most likely go home 
and reimagine it. And twist it some other type of way. Give it to another girl, a girl 
dreamed up and brought to life by my imagination.

99.9th Percentile

Eden Anne Bauer, Houston, TX

Being tall means that I grew 5 inches 
higher than the doctor predicted. 
Being tall means that it’s hard to find 
pants that reach my ankles. 
    *Please let me know if you know 
of dress pants with an inseam over 32 
inches. 
Being tall means turning heads, being 
noticed, and small children gasping in 
awe. 
Being tall means being told you should 
model at age 13. 
 
Being tall means that you don’t always 
love being tall. 
 
Being tall means that I have been 
laughed at. 
Being tall means similes likes “Giraffe” 
and “Tree” and “Giant.” 
Being tall means boys feeling “threatened.” 
    *No, I wouldn’t give you some of my 
height even if I could. 
Being tall means rarely seeing girls like 
you onscreen. 
Since when does the treasured ingenue, 
the standing-ovation leading lady, 
tower over her male counterpart? 
Being tall seemed like the death of an 
acting career. 
So, so young, so, so passionate, and so, 
so impressionable. 
 

Being tall means creating conversations 
in general,
conversations in which it seems I’m not 
always included. 
 
But have they ever stopped to consider 
that maybe “tall” means something else 
to the girl who’s been graced with it? 
 
Being tall means I have a bigger heart to 
love with. 
    *Let’s ignore biology for a second and 
focus on poetry. 
Being tall means I was given a wingspan 
to soar 
and fingertips that brush the sky; 
I can grasp the stars. 
Being tall means seeing the world from a 
perspective 
that few are born lucky enough to enjoy. 
 
At the end of the day, 
yes, I’m tall. 
Yes, I’m so much more. 
No, for the thousandth time, I don’t play 
basketball or row for crew and I’m not 
interested in any other group sports. 
Sorry.
(I appreciate that you think I’m capable 
of making it on the teams.) 
 
Being me means being tall. 
Being me means being me. 
And I’ve come to the conclusion 
that being me 
is a blessing 
of pretty epic proportions.
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A Walk in the Woods

Benjamin Wetherell, Montpelier, VT

 A walk in the woods – with rises and falls, roadblocks, peaks, and gorges, a 
boulder you climb over, and triumph as you reach the top. The summits you touch 
along the path have views of green hills silhouetted against distant snow-capped 
mountains. The lefts and rights you could take lead to new ranges that seem like new 
worlds, full of things you didn’t know existed. People you meet in passing might be 
lifelong friends or strangers by the fire. You get lost, but you could be found – in 
yourself or someone else. The sounds in the trees let you know that you’re being 
watched, kept safe by the flora and fauna. You’re not alone. You’re surrounded by a 
place that seems like home. 
 
 A walk in the woods brings out the best and worst in everyone. On the steep 
uphills that shine with morning light, where the average person decides to give up, 
to the winding downhills that follow the streams and seem to go on forever, it’s the 
people who don’t just look out, but also in. And when you’re finally all by yourself, 
which, in life, seems to happen often, the trail might start to end into the stars you 
once stared at in the long hours after dusk before the animals finally awakened. And 
then, only then, you too might belong to this place you can call home. 
 
 A walk in the woods. All trails come to an end, as this one meanders its way to 
its final resting place. The signs are all around for only those who know to look. The 
once great trail narrows and shows its time. The sights from the weathered tips of 
mountain tops that now barely scrape the sky are lost in persistent fog. Those once 
mighty gorges have lost the rushing water that used to give them life. Those turns that 
you contemplated for hours, sitting on a stump with your head in your hands, come 
less and less as you follow the track that you hope will lead to home. 
 
 A walk in the woods has started to end, and dissolves into the sturdy oak trees and 
colorful maples, the stands of pines, the glades of ferns, and the rushing rivers. You’ll 
look back at the path you took, the stones you stepped on, the places you stayed, the 
people you met. You’ll look back with accomplishment because, as your wonderful 
journey slowly takes its last breaths, as you disappear when the spirits call you back, 
you know you’re where you long to be – a place called home.

I’m Looking for a Word

Myrrh Pitkin, Vergennes, VT

I’m looking for a word. 
It should be there, yet all there is is 
empty space – 
a word for when the colors in a scene 
don’t look quite right, 
a word for the lack of feeling you feel 
when you realize you don’t feel anything, 
a word for when you’re aware of sound, 
yet all you can hear is a low rumbling, 
the sound of your breath, 
a word for when you’re aware of 
everything, yet a second later it passes, 
a word for when every little thing feels 
insignificant, 
a word for a watcher, for a listener, but 
never a speaker, 
a word for when you feel like you’re 
merely observing the state of affairs, 
a word for a dreamer, a small creature 
with an imagination that is simply too 
big to fit in this world, 
a word that voices the desire to escape to 
nowhere, 
a word for the feeling that the world is 
incomplete, 
a word for when you miss the sun in the 
shade and the shade in the sun, 
a word for when your edges are blurring 
and swirling as you stand as a statue, 
a word that voices all of the crazy 
thoughts in your head, 
a word for the one who lives as though 
the whole world is watching, and makes 
them look when she realizes they’re not, 
a word that fits something both coming 
toward, and moving away from you, 
a word that sounds like the crunch of 
leaves and the evening sky, 
a word that slows time and untangles 
speech, 

a word for dark and light and all shades 
of grey, 
 a word for flowers and rain and fire and 
yellow eyes and old scars, and everything 
beautiful, 
a word for anything and everything and 
nothing. 

I’m looking for a word 
I’m looking for a 
I’m looking for 
I’m looking 
I’m 
I

Watching the World Go By

Elise Cournoyer, Richmond, VT

We popped open the trunk and inhaled 
the classic dank smell of the old car. 
We sat on its edge and grinned and 
pointed 
like they do in the movies. 
We awaited the brewing storm, 
already wet from the sprinkles. 
We winked at the clear night sky 
and counted constellations. 
We listened to the rumble of the thunder, 
rattling and preparing to rage. 
We waited for the lightning 
and the heavy slashes of downpour. 
We whiled away hours in laughs 
winding through our young 
imaginations. 
We sat there and smiled and leaned on 
one another’s shoulders. 
We were just there, just us, no phones 
or this or that, and the storm never 
came. 
We were content and, in fact, 
the happiest we had been in a while. 
We sat there with no expectations, 
just watching the world go by.
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Boston

Lizzie Brown, Thetford, VT 

As I stand in the middle of blinding lights and hundreds of people, I feel the warm, 
sticky air touch my skin. I smell the pollution, and maybe even some chicken wings 
that a guy is selling from his food truck down the street. I hear pigeons flying above 
me and dogs barking. I hear people talking all around me. I see buildings — tall, skinny, 
large, big buildings surrounding me, making me feel like an ant. 

And then I get this weird feeling, like I’m in the right place, like I’m supposed to be 
here. I’m here with my mom, my wonderful, amazing, caring mother. As I stand 
next to her, looking around, I start to get a sense of happiness rushing through my 
body. I’m happy that I’m here, in the wonderful city of Boston, Massachusetts.

Self-Appreciate

Bella Bailey, Milton, VT

I don’t love myself, 
not my typical length hair, 
my thin, pale lips, 
not my bitten-down fingernails. 

Typewriters, Literature, 
and Wildflowers

Ella Sherry, Palos Verdes Estates, CA

He makes tea when he tries to have  
conversations with himself. They never 
end the way he wants them to.  
Instead he leaves the world 
for crinkling leather books, 
tries to draw in coffee-stained notebooks.  
 
I don’t think he knows that there are 
other  
people like him, 
who love the sound of clicking 
typewriters, 
who sit in cafés to listen to rain, 
who spend hours in libraries and 
bookstores 
just because they love the feel 
of literature.  
 
I don’t think I know that there are other 
people 
like me, 
people who read poetry to feel 
something 
and love and live and die, 
people who press wildflowers  
into the pages of books 
because then they can look back 
on beauty 
and see that it 
does 
last.

In This World, We Are All 
Finches

Khizer Mir, Boston, MA

In this world, we are all finches.
We all line up on the branch like soldiers, 
side by side, 
ready to sing our hearts out for the 
hummingbird sitting by herself on the 
branch above. 
“Sing,” she says to us.
We sing, hesitating not once to speak our 
feelings. 
“Dance,” she says to us.
So, we dance, conveying our emotions 
through our movements. 
“Love,” she says to us.
And so, we love, expressing our affection 
for her.
The dashing finches have worked so 
hard to win her love,
but she must choose one,
only one.

It is not fair to choose.
How do you choose the one even though 
we are all equally eloquent? 
You can’t.
For the finch who is the strongest,
who has the voice that can reach all to 
hear,
who has the ability to sing the loudest 
and the longest and the hardest, 
will be the true victor.
Thus, the passion of those finches is 
wasted.  
Why must it be like this?  
Why can’t all our efforts be recognized? 
Why can’t everyone win? 
Perhaps this is love’s ultimate curse. 
The obsession of one person makes us 
all go mad,
only to see our hard work go to waste 
when that person is in union with 
another.

Fleeting Love

Molly Marino, Hinesburg, VT

How do you fall in love with a shooting 
star –
a tail so blindingly white
if you blink, you miss it,
here for only a moment,
only seen by those  
who are looking for it,
beauty so exquisite,
exhibited by a streak in the stars,
a flaming gem for select few to witness, 
a private symphony for those who 
watch to marvel at,
a fallen angel, a fallen dove,
a fleeting moment, a fleeting love?

I don’t love my body, 
my long but bulky legs, 
or my largely carved nose, 
the way my feet stand crooked. 
I wish I loved what I see in the mirror, 
but I don’t, and that’s okay, 
I’m working on it. 

What I truly love about myself 
is the way I think of rain, 
the sad Earth making its sorrows known,
the way I know the frogs will dance, 
maybe a waltz with Mrs. Frog,  
the way the desert only longs for it, 
how my old rainboots start to smile,
the way I love when it rains, 
when it snows, 
when a stranger walks in the dark, 
how I wonder about life – 
that’s what I love most about myself, 
the way my mind wanders.
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Reaching for the Sky

Maelyn Slavik, Burlington, VT 

Holding the hand of my dad, 
I stare at the sky,
watching our rocket fly up, up, up 
into the open blueness. 
It soars, free as a bird, 
powerful as a jet. 
It reaches for the stars, 
transforming into a tiny black speck 
like a pebble stuck in a hurricane, 
or a tiny thread woven into a blanket. 
The parachute releases, 
making it drift through the air. 
The wind carries it like a slide 
or a ride at the carnival. 
It looks peaceful 
and willing to go anywhere, 
wherever the chilly air takes it. 
It blows around,  
cooperative and willing. 
Eventually, it falls to the ground, 
landing softly in the grass, 
its adventure over. 
But there will be more to come. 
It will once again soar, 
reaching even higher, 
and go even farther.

Travel Spaces

Nina Devine, Ardpatrick, County 
Limerick, Ireland

I am drinking coffee in the hotel lobby. 
The carpets were once a rich red – faded 
now, I must admit. The young man at 
the front desk has not been at home 
within himself for years. 
I don’t think he notices me.  
Only one more body occupies the room. 
A woman. She stands by the window, 
looking out to the sea as though it is her 
lost love.   
I can see the melancholy flooding 
through her eyes. What I would give 
to flick through her thoughts at this 
moment. 
I stare into my mug. The dark liquid 
is no mirror. She must function as my 
reflection – whole, emotional.  
She is there. 
She is human. 
What does she think of me?  
What would she think of the things I 
have seen? 
What have I seen? 
I want the sea.

Fall Mornings

Romae Martone, Williston, VT

 The street lights are just turning off, the ground is wet, Vermont is soaked to the 
bone. A light wind that dares to disturb the otherwise still morning runs gentle hands 
through my hair; leaves that still hang on trees are holding on for dear life, not 
wanting to make the plummet. 
 The cold air tries to encompass us and we walk. Rotting pumpkins sit sadly on front 
steps, ready to be thrown in the trash. Rotten smiles and decomposing eyes watch as 
we walk in the early morning. 
 The ground is littered with shades of red oranges and browns. Not many colors to 
look at, the beauty has faded. The earth is getting ready for sleep; not even the geese 
that fly overhead make a sound. We tuck our hands into our jackets, trying to hide 
them away from the cold morning air. Our quiet murmurs and timid laughter seem to 
stand still in the crisp fall morning air. The fog is thickest in the morning, like a curtain 
keeping us from moving on with the day. It makes it seem as though the world has 
been put on pause all around us. 
 Some snow may fall during the day, but it never sticks. The earth is not ready to 
go to bed yet; it seems like it still needs a bedtime story. The sun has taken a day off, 
letting the dark clouds hang above our heads, threatening us with even more rain. 
We can’t hear the birds’ songs anymore. All that fills the air is fog, chilly air, and the 
rustle of leaves from a critter trying to stash an acorn. We get ready for the earth to 
be blanketed in snow, but until then, we settle for frosty mornings and blue cloudless 
skies.

Geneva Walker, Burlington, VT 

Lauren McCabe, South Burlington, VT
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Blue Patch Sky

Addison Schnoor, Weybridge, VT

 I’m sitting at this wobbly, white, fake wood table in the library, trying to finish my 
homework, but my mind just isn’t in it. Not only is the wobbling getting on my nerves, 
but when I drank some water earlier, I spilled a few drops next to my computer. Don’t 
freak out, the computer’s fine, but for some reason watching the perimeter of the little 
puddle of water slowly shrink as it dries is way more interesting than finishing my 
science. 
 There’s a piece of fuzz in the puddle that is so tiny, but somehow makes this 
dramatic tent pole effect. Also, since I started writing this, the puddle has shrunk like 
half the size. 
 In front of me is a grid of eight windows letting in the semi-bright afternoon light, 
and the sun just lit up the little sliver of snow on the roof. Two birds just flew by. I 
can see a small patch of blue shining through the clouds that make up the sky like 
a badly frosted cake. As I squint out the window and ponder descriptions, I can feel 
my eyebrows scrunch down on my forehead. That patch of blue has faded to almost 
nothing. Or maybe I should say, the clouds have covered the patch of blue, because 
the clouds aren’t really the background to the blue, the blue is the background to the 
clouds. 
 Anyway, my mind’s wandering, and I’m really not in the mood for the homework 
that I need to complete by tomorrow. 

Warrior Women

Maria Beaulieu, Milton, VT 

A warrior princess  
with golden armor  
and an aluminum core  
told me to keep my anger.  
 
Let it boil and let it rise  
until the steam hits your tongue, 
and when they chime how you’re too 
young, 
breathe fire from your soul. 
 
Let your words be the embers  
fallen at their feet. 
Don’t let your tears put out the heat –
watch it burn slowly. 
 
Warrior goddess princess queen,  
with armor that’s both palpable and 
strong,  
teaches me how my anger is passion
and my directness is professional,  
shows me that saying no is not being 
disagreeable,  
just as crying is not weak or womanly,  
but humanly.  
 
These lessons I know to be true,  
if they are the only facts that I’ll ever 
know, 
because warrior goddess princess queen 
is what I see

in tide pools on sunny days,  
and when her gaze meets mine.  
Mouth in a straight line – not smiling to 
appease the masses –  
my own reflection floods the frame.

I Found You

Madeline Borowitz, Etna, NH

I found you 
hidden in the dark, 
your face blazing in the yellow glow of 
my flashlight, 
your eyes staring, 
blue-streaked green, 
soft and hopeful. 
I reached out my hand, and – 
the stars in the heavens whirled, leaped, 
rearranged 
as our souls intertwined like string. 
I held you, 
and as I did, 
I felt I was holding your heart 
in my rough, calloused hand, 
keeping it safe 
until you wanted it once again. 
I led you out of your cold, dark place 
and into the light, 
created by millions of stars, planets, 
meteors 
forming a galaxy, 
purple-blue-pink-black  
in the sky above us, 
the space between our connected hands 
bursting with color, with hope. 
I found you, 
and you found me, too.

Slow Days

Willa Pelschoen, Bolton, VT

When the world is so entirely slow and 
beautiful,
it rains, and I walk for ages, 
picking flowers and ferns,
choosing to forget 
all that must be done when I return.

Juni Cleary, Burlington, VT
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The Graveyard Helper

Caroline Watts, Thetford Center, VT

The graveyard helper passes from moment to moment. 
Maybe he ran away from home. 
Maybe he really believed in the “small acts of kindness” lesson back in 1st grade. 
Maybe he went through something so sad he changed. 
He helps so many people, but not one knows his story. 
Maybe he was a genius, a kind-hearted soul, the epitome of grace. 
All they know is that he talks with grieving families and puts stones in the soil. 
He sees a struggling student doing her homework next to the father he buried. He 
offers a helping hand with history, and she later passes the test with flying colors. 
He always gives his half of the sandwich to the old people on the street corner. 
If he can’t help them with words or kind gestures, he’ll just sit. 
As they wait, all silent grey eyes seeing into a sadder world, he takes a chair across 
from them and just stays there. 
But no one speaks of him and nobody knows that other people know him too. 
He’s a random, friendly face in a sea of memories. 
I wish I could tell him that I remember him, that his story needs to be told, that he 
helped me then and is, in his own way, helping me still. 
He gives me faith in people. I wonder where he is now.

May 10, 2022

Natalie Lewis, Norwich, VT 

7:00-7:42 – Bleary eyed. Not yet awake. I had an oddly specific dream. I like the color 
of yogurt. 
7:42-8:10 – Winding roads. The radio. Dropping my sister off at school. Wishing I 
could go there too. My mom working in the front seat. 
8:10-10:00 – Tasting bread. Writing about it. Pretending I’m Mary Berry. Feeling 
surprisingly happy for a Tuesday. 
10:00-11:30 – Doing math. Unusually quickly. Maybe the bread helps. 
11:30-12:00 – Eating a cheeseburger. And fries. And best of all, an ice cream sundae. On 
the grass. In the sun. Away from everyone else. 
12:00-12:30 – Sitting in the sun. On the steps. Rereading a book. Perfectly at peace. 
12:30-1:15 – Singing. In a semicircle. With strangers I’m supposed to know. 
1:15-2:00 – Reading ahead. In a book for honors. It’s too good to read just three 
chapters a week.
2:00-2:45 – An awkward meeting. Everyone’s talking about me. Mostly they say nice 
things. But they try to make me talk to people. Crying. Trying to hide it. Succeeding, I 
think. 
2:45-3:10 – Pretending to work on my research paper. Watching a baking show. I’m 
too upset to research scams targeting undocumented immigrants. I’ll do it later. 
3:10-3:25 – Driving home. Feeling better now. Scratching the car on the garage. 
Laughing. Because the last time I drove this car, I popped two tires. 
3:25-4:30 – Watching more baking shows. Not doing my homework. Meeting my sister 
at the bus. Meeting an old friend. An awkward conversation. Catching up with my 
sister. 
4:30-5:00 – Eating Popsicles. Drinking lemonade. Laughing about our days. Playing 
Calico Critters. 
5:00-6:00 – Dancing Zumba. On Zoom. With my mom and my sister. Somehow, I’m 
less tired afterwards than when we started. 
6:00-7:00 – Pork chops. Quinoa. Broccoli. I’ve never tried chili sauce. I like it. 
7:00-8:00 – Finally doing my homework. It’s not that bad. My mom helps me. It’s 
actually kind of interesting.
8:00-9:00 – Sitting on the window seat. Then on my sister’s bed. Then on mine. Writing 
a poem about today.

Katherine Moran, Bristol, VT
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Morning Light

Marlo Viglas, Sandgate, VT

Peach light filters through green leaves 
shaped like hearts. 
A yellow and orange sun fills the sky 
with a pink and orange light. 
Soft pastel colors coat the world. 
White and pink clouds float across the 
skies of grey. 
As the light fills the sky, the summer is 
ending, 
a sleepy haze of peace. 
Birds awaken slowly. 
A soft, quiet chirping fills the silent haze. 
The cool night turns slowly honey warm. 
Alone in the peace and silence. 
The coyote howls fade into a distant 
dream. 
Small butterflies flit around drinking dew. 
They hover around the opening flowers. 
A hummingbird whizzes past. 
It lands on the red flower. 
Its green and red feathers shine eerily 
pink and orange. 
The moon sinks slowly past the 
mountains.

Umbrella

Annika Gruber, Charlotte, VT 

A girl bought an umbrella yesterday – to protect herself from the rain. 
It was a nice thing to have it. This way she could see the rain falling all around the 
umbrella, but not have to get wet. 
She was protected. 
She could walk up and down the sidewalk and people wouldn’t bump into her 
because the size of her umbrella gave her a bubble of air all to herself. 
People would compliment it sometimes – they would say that they liked the pattern or 
they just liked the way it looked against the grey sky. 
She seemed sophisticated – her umbrella made her stand out from the general scene, 
but in a good way. 
The girl across the street appeared in the opposite light. 
She blended in with the grey sky to a fault – to the point of almost disappearing. 
Her hair and clothes were drenched in rain. She had no umbrella. 
She was not protected. 
People bumped into her as she walked because no one noticed she was there. But it 
wasn’t her fault.
She didn’t have the opportunity to get dry because where she lived it was always 
raining. For her, there was no escape. 
The girl with the umbrella had noticed her, but she hadn’t said anything. She had been 
glad that she was dry unlike the other girl. She was glad that her clothes weren’t plain. 
Just then a car came down the street that stretched out between the two of them. 
It swerved to avoid getting the girl with the umbrella wet and instead plowed right 
through a puddle closer to the plain girl without the umbrella, soaking her even more. 
The moment was full of silence and the sound of falling rain. 
The girl with the umbrella expected the girl without one to yell or call after the driver 
for what he had just done, but instead, she just stood there. 
The girl without the umbrella let the rain wash over her with her eyes glued to the 
pavement, blurred by tears that could have been confused for raindrops. 
It was hard for the girl with the umbrella to watch. 
She called out to her: 
“Hey! You can share my umbrella if you want.”  
The girl without the umbrella looked up. 
She hesitated, then crossed the street, and whispered, “Thank you.”

Books

Amelia Van Driesche, Burlington, VT

Huge worlds in tiny pages. 
Lives lived and lost, 
all in those pages. 
A whole place 
to make you forget your own.

Ghost Fish

Ava Rohrbaugh, Charlotte, VT

Sometimes I have a terrible feeling 
that there is a fish 
somewhere 
I forgot to feed, 
in a dim room,  
dust gathering on the surface, 
looking like a ghost. 
I can see right through him 
to the other side of the glass 
and that makes me very scared 
because I swear I fed him 
yesterday 
watching him float to the surface 
and eat the three little pieces 
I dropped in for him. 
People say that dogs are the smartest 
animal 
but they are wrong 
because when I turn to leave, 
the fish is watching me 
and I want to cry out, 
I remembered! 
I really did this time! 
But he says in a quiet stream of bubbles, 
You forgot. 
You almost didn’t this time. 
I want to run out of the dim room 
away from the fish’s stare  
that feels like ants all over me 
but  
I will come back in a few tomorrows 
and cry a little to myself as the  
fish floats up with his awful eyes. 
The scariest thing 
is when the ghosts won’t die.
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True Cold

Rose Lord, Charlotte, VT

Every winter, I have a tradition. It doesn’t 
happen on a specific day, but at some 
point in the earliest months, I make my 
way down to the beach and walk into 
Lake Champlain. 
As I drift forward, the rocks roll together 
under my toes, unpredictable as always, 
but thankfully bare of their summer algae. 
I always thought it looked nice, worn like 
a sparse, fluttering coat in the currents of 
the sun-kissed shallows. Nice indeed, yet 
treacherously slippery.  
But today, there is none. The water isn’t 
warm, nor sun kissed. 
It is cold enough to bite, an electric shock 
to the soles of my feet. 
And still I walk on, letting it get used to 
me as I tread toward the horizon.  
Because I know that with time it will 
mellow, no longer nipping and sharp, but 
rather bumping my legs playfully around 
with its currents, lapping at my knees like 
an overexcited puppy.  
The pins and needles in my legs swell 
and fade away, until the brush and swish 
of clothes against my calves feels almost 
foreign.  
This is True Cold. 
 
That’s what I think, as it creeps up my 
stomach, curls frigid hands over my 
shoulders, and dips me breathless beneath 
the waves. 
And perhaps it isn’t wise or even healthy, 
this tradition of mine. But every year, 
some part of me yearns desperately for 
it. Because after you’ve committed, after 
you’ve walked and walked to just the 
right depth, after you’ve let it numb you 
from the edges in and picked up your 
feet and slipped under, breathing out just 

I make my way home with heat rising 
to my cheeks. I feel as though I am on 
two separate planes: my body, which has 
kicked itself into overdrive and moves 
towards its set destination, and my mind, 
still drifting through memories of dark 
water and silence, slow as molasses. 
 
The door flies open, and now I am 
standing in the mud room, frozen in an 
entirely different way now that I’m where 
I need to be. 
‘What now?’ my mind whispers, the first 
thought in an otherwise empty haze. 
My mom sees me from the kitchen, and I 
know exactly how I look. Bright-eyed and 
rosy-cheeked, standing in the mud room 
and soaked to the bone. Heart racing and 
head at a standstill. 
We both laugh a little. 
“How’s the water?” she asks, and she 

enough to sink and then float in the dark, 
calm waters ... 
Something special happens. 
Everything stops. 
Everything stops, and suddenly, I’m more 
aware than ever. 
There is no whistling wind under water. 
No road. No cars. 
No birds or dogs or strangers’ voices. 
Not a single rustling leaf.  
No ambient sound at all.  
Only the occasional click of stone against 
stone, and my own pulse rushing like 
static in my ears. 
And the water wraps around me on all 
sides, like a weighted blanket of ice and 
silence. Peace and serenity.  
 
Under the waves, it feels like the entire 
world has slowed to a standstill, and 
within moments my mind follows suit, 
completely quiet, almost reverent of this 
soundless other world. 
But I do not belong to this unfathomable 
quiet; my burning lungs are proof enough 
of that. I know that I can only catch brief 
moments of the silence, and so that’s 
what I do. 
I rise. Two or three more times, I go up 
and down, chasing that frigid yet soothing 
silence before my feet eventually come 
back under me. Time disappears under 
water, and when I’ve finally drawn myself 
out of the trance enough to look back, it 
could have been minutes or an hour. 
But at some point, I have to return home. 
 
And as I go, my body comes back to 
itself. My feet begin to ache again. My 
hairs stand on end. My chest shivers 
and quakes, thrumming as my heart 
kicks into gear like the world’s smallest 
generator awakened after a power outage. 
All rushing blood and stumbling limbs, 

knows exactly where I’ve been. 
And as I tip my head back, taking in the 
warm house air like life itself, I feel my 
chapped, chilly lips stretch into a feral 
grin. 
“Just lovely.” 

Later, I will shower, and feel the last chips 
of ice flake away from my veins, burned 
away by the scalding myriad of steam 
as I turn the temperature as hot as it 
can go. But no matter how hard I crank 
the shower handle, that True Cold, that 
strange and beautiful silence, lingers in 
my mind. Days pass, and my body is heat 
and warmth and all the things it should 
be. But my head is just another tumbling 
stone at the bottom of Lake Champlain, 
enamored with the soothing silence of a 
still world.

Quinn Sunderland, Charlotte, VT
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Umami

May Thomasson, Norwich, VT

I took a bite of tomato right off the vine. “Umami,” I thought to myself, “the fifth 
taste.” Umami is a delicious taste, unheard of by most people, but still, being the fifth, 
unheard-of-by-most taste didn’t make it any less delicious. 
 
The skies parted so suddenly you would’ve thought someone shot an arrow to break 
the clouds into rain. Oh, how it poured! It was as if Zeus were dumping buckets from 
Mount Olympus. 

I ran out of the garden. I turned a cartwheel. The wet grass felt good on my hands, and 
the feeling was strangely rebellious. I turned cartwheel after cartwheel. This moment felt 
as delicious as a ripe, fresh tomato. 
 
Umami.

Abrie Howe, Stowe, VT

Ellicott Smith, Norwich, VT
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COMMUNITY JOURNALISM PROJECT

Commentary about the issues and events of our time 

Emilia Williams, Thetford Center, VT

What You Erased

Scarlett Cannizzaro, Essex, VT

 I am young. I am still a teenager. I still have time to make choices. I still have time to 
figure out my future. I still have time to do what I want to do.

But there are now things that have been taken away from me – rights that have 
been taken away from me, that impact my youth, my life,  just like many others’.

I used to be able to live anywhere in this country, anywhere I wanted, and be able 
to make mistakes without being punished for them. As if writing with a pencil, I could 
erase if I wanted to, if I needed to.

Now, as the right to have an abortion has been taken away in many places, that 
pencil has lost its eraser. Now, that pencil can only write. Now, whoever writes 
with that pencil, whoever was born a female, cannot make mistakes, cannot change 
decisions. Now, females can only go down one path, without looking back, no matter 
the circumstance.

How is this alright? How, after seeing how much women have fought and 
contributed and discovered and lost, is this still alright? How is it alright to take away 
more? How is it alright to allow every other person in this country to write with their 
pencil, to erase anything they want with their pencil, and leave us with a piece of lead?

Taking away our choice is ridiculous. It is wrong, and it is moving us in the wrong 
direction. Leaving us with the fact that we have to fight again, that we have to fight 
harder, is moving us in the wrong direction. Knowing that there are so many who 
have suffered, diminishing this right is moving us in the wrong direction.

So please realize, whoever feels that the country is better when women are forced 
to do something that they may not want to do, when women’s bodies don’t have as 
many rights as they deserve, that taking away our eraser isn’t going to take away the 
mistakes. Taking away our right to an abortion isn’t going to take away the number of 
unwanted pregnancies that occur. 

It is going to take away the trust and safety and loyalty that many used to feel 
toward this country. That is what you took away from us. That is what you erased 
from our lives.
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Maya Zankowski, Reno, NV

Pro-Life

Maddie Thibault, Duxbury, VT

I am pro-life. 
I am pro the life of the children lost in schools, the places they should’ve been safe. 
I am for the gun control measures that failed that would’ve saved their lives. 
I am pro the life of the woman who tried so hard to have a baby, but when she got 
the greatest news of her life, she also got the worst. 
I am for the action of terminating her pregnancy because it was ectopic and would’ve 
taken her life if she didn’t. 
I am pro the life of the man who knew he was sick, yet still refused to seek medical 
help. 
I am for the universal health care that would’ve given him the means to reach out. 
I am pro-choice. 
I am pro the choice the girl makes to go on puberty blockers. 
I support her because without it, the dysphoria she feels makes it difficult for her to 
even speak. 
I am pro the choice to educate our children. 
I support them because without it, history is doomed to repeat itself. 
I am pro the choice women have to make the decision about what happens to their 
own bodies. 
I support them because it’s no one else’s business or concern, and no one should be 
trying to control them. 
To be pro-life is to be pro-choice. To be against choice isn’t to be pro-life, it’s to be 
anti-choice.

Caris Gaito, Burlington, VT
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Sophia Guo, Lexington, MA

Vivien Sorce, Hinesburg, VT

Long Live the Queen

Amica Lansigan, Hanover, NH

We steal her land, exploit her wealth, 
and claim it as our own. 
We build cities, we sever trees, 
destroying our own home. 
 
We do nothing to rebuild 
the ruin we create. 
We do nothing but watch 
as she cries, she burns, and breaks. 
 
We lie to faces, wipe out races, 
deny these lies and genocide. 
The truth cannot be silenced. 
We divide, we war, we side.  

 
Ourselves will be the death of us, 
burned in a fire we made. 
There will not be a second ark. 
This time we can’t be saved. 
 
Not one creature will mourn us, 
not one tree, ant, or swan. 
They’ll find freedom and happiness 
in a world with humans gone. 
 
We thought we were the kings. 
But oh, we were such fools. 
It was never our kingdom. 
The Queen of Nature rules.

Aurora Sharp, Moretown, VT 
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Bluebird Song

Narges Anzali, Weybridge, VT

I.  
I wish I hadn’t been born in the Age of 
Extinction.  
I really don’t think my origami heart was 
made for this, 
this list of things that disappeared into 
the folds long before I was 3, 4, 5.  
How many last ones am I throwing in 
the trash?  
How many last ones am I scraping on 
my tongue?  
Where are the last papyrus makers in 
Egypt?  
Where are the last speakers of my 
tongue?  
 
II.  
You didn’t know the spirits talk to me,  
but they do. You don’t know that there is 
a ghost following me,  
but there is. You ask me to define 
immigrant for a prompt in our English 
class 
and I say someone who doesn’t need an 
English class. You ask me  
to define broken in our English class and 
I say my butchered mother tongue. 
Then we go read an article about a 
species we will never see,  
a type of bluebird that I can’t remember 
the Latin name of,  
and that seems important, because if I 
don’t remember the bluebird,  
then who does? If the Library of 
Alexandria hadn’t burned down,  
would I know another word for 
bluebirds, now? 

If I didn’t spend so much time thinking 
about dead and dusty things,  
would I know another word for a 
lifetime, now?  
Maybe the spirits know another word 
for bluebird and that’s why they keep 
showing up  
in the reflection of my bathroom mirror.  
 
III.  
There are bones underneath the whole 
Earth,  
and yet we wonder why we are cursed.  
We put bones into our cars and we 
wonder why we can’t breathe.  
We put bones under our strip malls and 
wonder why people disappear into the 
trees.  
You tell me back in Ohio there was a golf 
course built on a Native American burial 
ground.  
I tell you that no one remembers what 
our traditional clothes look like now, but 
my grandmother.  
I was not built for the Age of Extinction.  
I was not built for the Age of  
Colonization & 
Degradation & 
Burned out forests & 
Dying languages &  
Dying people & 
Dying bluebirds.  
 

IV. 
I am watching the birds drop out of the 
sky,  
one by one by one.  
I am watching the humans fall into the 
sea, 
one by one by one.  
I wish that the last dodo hadn’t died 
long before I was born.
I wish there weren’t lists of all the 
beautiful things 
the light will never reflect off of again.  
My chest is filled with imaginary 
butterflies  
that disappear before they see the light of 
the sun.  
Our sky is filled with invisible poison 
that never seems to leave our lungs.  
 

V. 
I wish I hadn’t been born in the Age of 
Extinction.  
I wish these syllables didn’t trip clumsily 
off my tongue. 
I wish the ghosts of dead things would 
stop haunting my sleep. 
I wish I didn’t have a list of all the things 
I’ll never see. 
I wish every tendril of smoke didn’t 
remind me of this song, 
another bluebird gone,  
another bluebird gone,  
another bluebird gone.

Sophia Guo, Lexington, MA
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Regrouping

Eli Hoopengardner, Arlington, VA

Do you ever get the feeling 
where your body goes completely still, 
your mind completely silent, 
nothing feels quite right – 
similar to dysphoria but in a way more 
intense – 
and you just sit or stand, 
watching or listening to something, 
whether it’s the news or just the world, 
and at first, 
you have no clue how to react? 
 
To every kid who has died in a school 
shooting, 
to every kid who has been traumatized 
in a school shooting, 
to every woman who just got their rights 
to their bodies taken away, 
to every person who has been denied 
health care, 
to every person who now has a 
mountain to climb every time they try 
to vote: 
I am sorry. 
This should not be happening. 
We should have our rights, 
regardless of what they might be, 
regardless of which ones you might be 
passionate about. 
 
We’re all human, 
and yet, with the rights I have being 
taken away, 
I feel less and less humane every day. 
 
They’re degrading us, one by one. 
But we will come back, 
and when we come back, 
we will be stronger than ever before.
They may have won this battle for now, 
but we will win the war for human 
rights.

A Little Piece of Sky  
Falls Away

Lizzy Jutras, Putney, VT

When girls are told that they exist to 
please men and nothing more,  
and they believe it, 
a little piece of the sky falls away. 
With every star that shoots down from 
the sky, 
it fades into the darkness and dies with 
all hope the girl has for life.

Corner Lot

Sophie Heidemann, Southold, NY 

Someone finally bought the corner lot
right next to the movie theatre,
and everyone hoped it would bring a 
promise,
something the locals could appreciate.
But when the Porsches pulled up,
and built up that little corner lot,
that I could see quite clearly from the 
window of my dad’s office,
the view of the water was blocked. 
It was only for the wealthy 
who might have booked a room. 
That corner lot should have been for 
everyone. 

The Phoenix

Willcox Elliott, Hinesburg, VT

A single flower emerges  
from a forest of burnt wood 
like a phoenix rising from the ashes. 
The background is charcoal grey,  
stretching as far as the eye can see,  
a forest of pointed black toothpicks. 
 
Out of all the dead, little is alive. 
Even weeks after the fire, only a few 
lichens and moss live. 
But one flower, a fire poppy, begins to 
bloom, 

bursting upward and outward, 
reaching for the sky. 
 
The autumn sun bounces off the ground, 
shining off the fire poppy, a spotlight on 
a stage. 
I sit on the burnt front porch 
of someone’s house, someone I never 
knew. 
For hours I sit there, never moving, 
watching the flower in the waning 
sunlight,  
a beacon of hope for tomorrow.

Molly Quavelin, Burlington, VT
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Therapy Notes

Aurora Sharp, Moretown, VT

There are sixteen paper cranes hanging from the ceiling, dancing with the vertigo of 
sunrise panic. Wait for your organs to stop falling while you count them. One, two. 
Sixteen is smaller than you think. 
 
2. Leave your phone on read. Leave it face down next to the Christmas cactus and let it 
die next to the drying dirt. Consider water. Cacti are better alive. 
 
3. Wash your hair with argan oil or tea tree or coconut. Wash your face blank. Cover 
your body with your softest sweatpants, then a blanket, then your own arms. Add a 
layer of soft pattering rain. 
 
4. The curling iron will remind you of depression, so pull the old radio out of the 
blueberry box and listen to waves instead of wearing them. Skip the breakup songs 
and opt for ski resort ads. Skip car sales entirely. Dance, if you can. 
 
5. Bake cheddar bread with too many sesame seeds and not enough sugar. Powder 
the counter with flour like gingerbread snow and eat cheese like gumdrops. Lie down 
next to the dough as it rises under the wood stove, warm, and breathe in time with the 
yeast. 
 
6. Cheap nail polish doesn’t come with clever names. Invent them while you fill the 
room with toxins. Burnt toast. Computer screen. 2am sky. No one else is home to 
complain about your idiocy. You laugh all by yourself. 
 
7. Eat cold sweet potato fries from a box, but also eat peanut butter on apples and 
cucumber from yesterday’s salad. Drink. Your best friend wants you to read Sappho. 
Your mother wants you to walk outside and listen to the birds. Step, then breathe, then 
step. Cold air is catharsis.  
 
8. Don’t ask yourself what you mean. Ask yourself whether you should listen to 
jazz and drink lemonade in a wine glass. Ask yourself how many sesame seeds you 
dropped on the floor. Ask yourself whether you should turn off all the lights and stare 
out at the window-frame stars. 
 
9. Count the cranes again. Two, four, fifteen. One of them flew away. 
 
10. Sleep.

Lydia Perigo, Burlington, VT
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To All Shy People

Katie Ladieu, Enosburg Falls, VT

You may be shy 
or nervous 
or think people don’t like you, 
(they do, though) 
but that’s okay. 
Shy people are kind, smart, and honest.
They are super trustworthy, 
and they let you talk since 
they know what it’s like to be left out. 
They’ll be quiet, but amazing and kind 
and smart. 
They hear almost everything, 
every joke and whisper, 
but they won’t go and spread it around. 
They don’t get noticed too much, 
so they’d be great spies. 
Lots of people like them 
since they are not super loud, 
and they listen and give awesome advice. 
They are a little hard to read, 
but if you like them, just tell them, 
and they might surprise you and like 
you back. 
They make the best friends ever. 
Shy people are the same as all of you, 
so please remember that the next time 
you see one of us.

Bullies

Evie Crowell, Burlington, VT

 From a little experience of being in middle school, I’ve realized that people do get 
bullied a lot. I have personally seen people get bullied in the halls, cafeteria, the gym, 
and sometimes in their own classrooms. One thing I want to share is that I was bullied 
before and I was starting to doubt my self-image, opinion, and a few other things. I 
even started to ask my friends if that’s what they thought of me. Over time, I realized 
that I shouldn’t care what people thought, but it still hurt.

 At school, I’m always trying to be nice and welcoming to others because you never 
know how much it might mean to someone even if you just smile. But I believe that 
it’s harder for some people to open up because of bullying. I also know that people in 
middle school aren’t the only ones getting bullied. I’ve heard of people getting bullied 
everywhere – high school, college, preschool, and even elementary. I’ve also talked with 
people who said they’ve been bullied, and they weren’t even in school.

 But to whoever’s reading this, please know that it has nothing to do with you. 
Sometimes bullies do it because of other people bullying them, family issues, or they’re 
trying to fit in, and so many other things. So don’t blame yourself.

Things Were Different in 
First Grade

Lily Meyer, Montpelier, VT

The first day of first grade
is just like kindergarten,
but you are no longer the youngest kids,
and that, obviously, makes you really 
cool.
You skip in the halls, eyes closed, smile 
beaming, 
and you talk to people.
You are friends with all the people in 
your class,
no polite small talk required.
Just say what you think –
and all your thoughts are about recess,
and jail tag, and slides on the 
playground, 
so it is not really a problem.
And if you cry for the smallest reason,
someone will hand you a playground 
toy,
and that is it. You do not, for the life of 
you,
remember why you were in tears a 
minute before.
And now, in 7th grade, it is so clear –
things were different in first grade.

Eli Hoopengardner, Arlington, VA

Eva Schwartz, Burlington, VT
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Whitewashed Streets  
(Say My Name)

Geri Kayingo, Towson, MD

It’s easy to forget  
(say my name) 
 
Between the towers and bells and 
columns  
(Say my name) 
 
Wedged inside the George Washingtons 
and Thomas Jeffersons and Marquis de 
Lafayettes  
(Say My Name) 
 
Hidden among the yachts and music and 
Pomp and Circumstance  
(Say My Name) 
 
Drowning under the wave of careful 
cobblestones  
(Say My Name!) 

 
Littering the sands of history  
(SAY MY NAME!) 
 
We’re the dark-skinned ones,  
still smelling of salt from the ocean.  
 
When Trauma licked its lips,  
Oppression cackled in the corner,  
And Freedom hung her head with 
shame.  
 
Author’s Note:  I wrote this after a trip to 
Annapolis, MD. I was in awe of the State House 
and the memorials and statues. Then we got to 
the harbor and I saw plaques dedicated to the 
slaves, to the dark-skinned ones, to the Africans. 
I was and am still broken. I couldn’t enjoy the 
trip anymore or think of the historical buildings 
because the same people who walked the halls of 
the State House are the same ones who oversaw 
those terrors. They participated. 

The Railroad

Ariel Zhang, San Jose, CA

I followed the railroad home 
with the wind and the earth beneath me 
and 
the gilded stars dotted in the opaque sea 
above, stars of pearl beads scattered  
across the floor, tied together  
with Mama’s old broken  
necklaces like starlings’ eyes staring  
back at 
me. 
 
I followed the railroad home
with the stirring sea on my right and  
the faltering bits of city peeking through 
the 
strawberry hills to my left, as the rain  
melted city lights into a watercolor 
and soft dreams that  
came and 
went 
 
like the dream I had with the eight-year-
old girl  
on the other end of the railroad, for a 
home not  
haunted by the everlasting smell of dead  
cigarettes and vodka, no longer having 
to play hide 
and seek in the closet or asking,  
can I sleep over tonight again? 
to her best friend, 
 
like the dream I had with the Ukrainian 
boy 
on the other end of the railroad, for a 
home not  
cooked red from war, oil-stained walls 
charred  
black, traces of smoked pepper 
perpetually 
suspended in the air, 

 
like the dream I had with the invisible 
stranger 
on the other end of the railroad for a 
home not  
drowning in the land of tears, and if only 
I  
could paint the sky, I would reach into 
the  
glowing moon-bellies of bullfrogs and 
pull out  
crescents of their heart and paint firefly 
wings  
so that they would know what it feels 
like  
to fly. 
 
If I could paint the sky, I would dip  
my fingertips in the orange sunset and  
smear my blood across the canvas 
like it’s just chalk, 
and I would unwind my sinews that you  
cast of iron and steel 
to knit you a sweater because  
how could I hate you? 
 
And maybe, only then, 
only when you see the stains of blood  
lined against an angel’s wings, 
only when you see fireflies falling, 
plummeting from the sky like 
a meteor shower, only then 
will you see the rivers of dust and debris 
bleeding at your feet. 
 
If only I could paint the sky, 
but I walk along  
the railroad tracks,  
pebbles soundlessly, wordlessly  
weeping beneath my feet 
across the frozen wasteland and 
wreckage of fallen stars, 
forever 
following 
them 
home.Emilia Williams, Thetford Center, VT
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Musings

Roxanne Glassenberg, Wellesley, MA

Ashes to ashes and dust to dust. 
People do what they can and must. 
The sky is filled with acid rain. 
Beneath? Dying men, shouting in pain. 
The battle’s over, midnight has gone. 
The screams still echo, going on and on. 
The metal and canvas, the pitchfork hills, 
the earth, soaked with blood, has had its 
fill. 
The bones are broken, the air is cold. 

So many young men who will never 
grow old. 
Yet somewhere to the south, the sea rolls 
in, 
and the birds sing in the trees and the 
fish still swim. 
Deer graze quietly in a copse of trees, 
and the flowers open up, awaiting the 
bees. 
Yes, there is always darkness and the 
thick of the fight, 
but there are always stars in the sky at 
night.

Penelope Zygarowski, Burlington, VT

Abrie Howe, Stowe, VT
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Jennifer Fay, Karen Fiebig, Kathy and Cris Folley, Rachel Fowlkes, Barbara Frankowski, 
Robert Frost, Fun is a Necessity, Michael Gaito, Barbara Ganley and William Roper, 
Valerie Gardner, Deborah Gevalt, Geoffrey Gevalt, Mary Glass, Anna Grady, Valerie 
Graham, Joan Grundhauser, Gustafson Living Trust, Dennis Hall, Terri Hallenbeck, 
Recille Hamrell, Hannaford Community Programs, Lucille Haworth (in memory of 
Edwin Webbley), Edward and Cheryl Heneveld, Jeremy Hudson, Gale Hurd, Jessica 
Hutcheson, Jacqueline Hyman, Jessica Hyman, Karma Bird House, Henry Kimsey-
House, Kingdom County Productions, Jane Knodell and Ted Wimpey, Kathleen Kusiak, 
Sara Leggett, Zach Leinen, Deborah Lowe, Florence MacIntrye-Pulling, Kathleen 
Mackin, Gregory Maguire, Martha Maksym, Rookie Manning, Elaine Marino, Paul 
Marino, Michael Mathon, Valerie McDonald, Bruce Melinn, Mark Meyer (in memory 
of Martha Sanders Andreas), Royce Meyer, Wendy Morgan, Charlie Nardozzi, Anna 
Niemiec, Amanda Northrop (in memory of Martha Sanders Andreas), Egan O’Rourke 
(in memory of Martha Sanders Andreas), Ann Page, Katherine Paterson, Aimee Picchi, 
Bernard and Nancy Picchi, Patricia Prelock, David Prescott, Ellen Read, Hillary Read, 
Patricia Reed, Richard Reed, Smidgie and Michael Reid, Jeanne Ripp, Shannon Ripp, 
George and Amy Rohrbaugh, Mary Ruggiero, Rutland Herald, Bill and Kate Schubart, 
Jacquelyn Schultz, Marc Selvaggio, Christine Sherry, Eugene Smith, Barbara Sorce, 
Stephanie Spencer, Melissa Thaxton, Thayer Bay Homeowners Association, Marcia 
Vanattia, Dana and Marc vanderHeyden, Douglas Varney, Bruce and Lillian Venner, Lisa 
Ventriss, Vermont College of Fine Arts, VTDigger.org, Dana Walrath, Gary West, Leslie 
Williams, Scott Williams (in memory of Edwin Webbley), Kelly Woodward (in memory of 
Crey Lennon Hargrave), Anne Yates, and our generous anonymous friends.

Thank you to the YWP Board: Jacques Bailly, Kathy Folley (Record Keeper), Terri 
Hallenbeck (Treasurer), Jessica Hyman, Reuben Jackson, Rita Markley, Nathaniel 
Millarhouse, Aimee Picchi (Vice-President), Hillary Read (President), and Shannon Ripp.

The publication of Anthology 13 was made possible by a grant from
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PLEASE SUPPORT YOUNG WRITERS PROJECT

Young Writers Project is a 501(c)3 nonprofit that relies solely on the generosity of 
foundations, businesses, and individuals to provide our programs free of charge 
to young writers and artists. Donations are tax deductible. Our federal tax ID is 
20-5231693. 

— To donate by mail, please send to:  
Young Writers Project, 47 Maple St., Suite 216, Burlington, VT 05401

— To donate online, go to https://youngwritersproject.org/support. 

For more information, contact Executive Director Susan Reid:  
sreid@youngwritersproject.org; (802) 324-9538

Thank you!

FROM THE YWP COMMUNITY

Young Writers Project (YWP) has been one of the most influential and life-
changing things that I have participated in. It has quite literally saved my life 
by showing me a way to let my emotions out and create something beautiful 
and meaningful. I have only ever been met with love and support on the site, 
and it’s introduced me to tons of incredible opportunities. I strongly encourage 
everyone to make it a part of their lives somehow!

— Zoe Bernstein, Jericho, VT

I found YWP by randomly searching for somewhere to submit my poetry 
that would reach other creative young minds. When I first started submitting 
during COVID I was in a very dark place, but then this place of wonderful 
people and mind-blowing art gave me an outlet and led me to become a 
healthier and happier person! YWP has been such a monumental part of my 
poetry progression and my eternal adoration for the poetry community, and I 
thank everyone for that.

— Sawyer Fellows, East Burke, VT




