
HOW TO SUPPORT YWP
Young Writers Project is a 501(c)(3) 
nonprofit that relies solely on grants 

and donations for support. 

If you enjoy this weekly feature, 
please consider donating online at 
youngwritersproject.org/support. 

Or mail your gift to YWP, 47 Maple St., 
Suite 216, Burlington, VT 05401. 

Contact: Susan Reid, Executive Director, 
sreid@youngwritersproject.org; 

(802) 324-9538.

THANK YOU!

Abrie Howe, 16, Stowe

YWP NEWS & EVENTS

All events are FREE for YWP members. For 
information and to sign up for these and all 
YWP events, go to: youngwritersproject.org.

SEPT. 23, 6:30 - 8 PM – YWP writing party 
with Poet Reuben Jackson and Writing 
Coach Alex Muck. Sign up!

Voices of young Vermonters on 
the issues that shape their lives

Young Writers Project is a creative online community of teen 
writers and visual artists, based in Burlington since 2006. This 
weekly page features highlights from hundreds of submissions of 
writing, photos, and art to our website, youngwritersproject.org. 
We invite all youth, ages 13-18, to join us to experience the joy of 
the YWP community – and to get published in this newspaper!

SPECIAL THANKS 
THIS WEEK

The George W. Mergens 
Foundation

SEPT. 18, 1 PM – Teens, join us for YWP’s 
first online open mic of the year! 

Serenity follows the dusk 
     She sits down, her small, tight box in 
hand. The girl, clearly a young child, opens 
the black box and reveals the pieces and 
parts of a flute. Surprisingly quickly, she 
assembles the flute. Its silver metal glints 
in the light of the vibrant sunset the girl sits 
before. She swabs the interior of the 
instrument with a wooden rod and a small 
cloth scrap.
     The girl brings the flute up to her mouth 
and begins to play. The notes of an 
emotional, compact symphony echo 
throughout the valley. She sits there for what 
seems like eons, playing. In reality, it is only 
a few minutes. Her music captivates, 
seeming to become an orchestra. She 
nimbly dances through the grass, her body 
wet with dew. The girl seems to glow in the 
dusk. She suddenly comes to a halt with her 
melody.
     The memory of her music echoes around 
the valley long after she is gone. Drawn 
back to Earth, mystified and awed, I 
remember that I forgot to ask her name.              
                                                            
– FionA bock, 11, Glover

Busking on Church Street 
     Church Street was abuzz with activity as 
I walked down the brick cobblestones. 
When I discovered a spot across from the 
restaurant, the diners there shifted in 
their seats, obviously bracing for unpleasant 
squeakiness. They probably thought that a 
random 10-year-old wouldn’t be very good.
     I tuned my violin and tightened my bow. 
My violin is dark brown and has a beautiful 
tone. Given I’m 10 years old and 4’4”, my 
violin’s pretty small. Then, I took a deep 
breath and let the romantic tone of 
“Czardas” by Monti flow through me. 
“Czardas” has a deep, melodic tone that is 
known worldwide.
     I tuned out, and with every shift in 
position, every bow push or pull, I felt 
peaceful, happy. When I opened my eyes, 
my case was filled to the brim with money, 
and the diners now clapped and smiled.
     Before I knew it, the song was over. 
Applause surrounded me and I bowed, 
unable to do anything else.              
                                                            
– cAilin FitzGerAld, 10, SoutH burlinGton

Monday Sunday 
I was born on a Monday.
I’m guessing it was brisk and windy.
She was born on a Sunday.
Big thunderstorm that night.
I’m prompt and punctual and smile 
when the big hand strikes the 9.
She’s late and discombobulated 
and can’t read analog clocks.
I whisper around arguments 
and sidestep sticky questions.
She smashes through molasses traps 
and hammers down hypotheticals.
I bloom in a sea of people, drinking them in 
like ambrosia, letting ichor fill my veins.
She shakes and sweats and shrivels until 
I’m sitting next to a raisin-girl.
She can run and jump and breathe, 
truly breathe the afternoon air,
and scale great pines and race the wind 
and throw jacks with great rock walls.
I can mold my tears and my demons 
into haikus that make my grandfather weep.
I can cram information into 
all the cracks and crevasses of my mind, 
and challenge men and monsters alike.
But I cannot run with the wind,
because I am Monday.
And she cannot pen down the moon,
because she is Sunday.          
                                                            
– zoe bernStein, 15, JericHo

Click 
With a sigh, a nod, a moment of silence,
a pen falls from the hand of a writer.
Something so small
can carry something so great, a vessel 
for all the things you could ever say.
Click. 
Focus.
Click. 
You can focus, if you just stop––
Click. 
Please, it’s driving me crazy!
Click.             
                                                            
– eliAnA eckHAuS, 17, eASt cAlAiS

Sunsets 
I watch the sun set in the west
while the moon rises in the east.
The stars start sparkling in the rainbow sky
over the blue ocean
that reflects the sun and moon.
I make wishes on the stars 
as they start getting brighter 
in the darkening sky.
The sun sinks lower behind the trees
while the moon continues to rise 
higher and higher.
The sky turns black,
illuminating the stars and ocean waves.              
                                                            
– kAtie lAdieu, 13, enoSburG FAllS

Human 
Whether you come from the throes 
of anxiety, of day-to-day stress 
and high-stakes highways,
or the frustration of realization 
of our own human limitations.
Whether your skin is purple, blue, green, 
yellow, or mahogany, our hands 
are the same, and you can rely on me
to reach out with mine, to open your eyes 
while still respecting your boundaries.
For each soul who’s felt burdened, 
so heavy with baggage,
for each person weighed down 
with the weight of “being average.”
Each number they’re counting, 
but you’re more than a percentage.
No matter if you come with or without 
privilege, money, or fame,
no matter if you forget until 
you’ve forgotten your very own name.
If you come from a land that’s 
a whole different place,
whether you put your faith in religion, 
yourself, our whole world, or have lost faith.
Whether you see yourself 
as something different,
or you love somebody who maybe isn’t 
who everybody else wants you to choose.
If you need a smile or an accepting shrug,
whether you seek books or a heartfelt hug,
you are human,
and humans are made to be loved.              
                                                            
– cAllyx o’donnell, 15, HineSburG


