Anthology 11

Young Writers Project

Anthology 11
Young Writers Project

Young Writers Project, Inc., is a 501(c)3 nonprofit located at 47 Maple St., Suite 216,
Burlington, Vermont 05401. Website: youngwritersproject.org. Contact: Susan Reid,
YWP Executive Director, sreid@youngwritersproject.org; (802) 324-9538
All content for Anthology 11 was created by Vermont writers and artists unless
otherwise noted. The editorial team includes Susan Reid, William Anderson, Kathy
Folley, Anna Forsythe, Andrea Gray (design), and Alan Schillhammer (printing).
Publication of this anthology was made possible by a grant from The George W.
Mergens Foundation.

Printed by Queen City Printers
Special thanks to Alan Schillhammer for Queen City’s contribution to this Anthology
Cover art by Katherine Moran, Bristol

About Anthology 11
Every year, Young Writers Project receives some 10,000 submissions of writing,
photography, and art on our website, youngwritersproject.org, and from this impressive
body of work, our editorial team selects the finest pieces for publication in our annual
anthology. For this edition, YWP editors began the process of selection in July 2019,
and in that sense, it was a year like any other, but then, in March 2020, time split in
two — before the pandemic, and after — and things have not been the same since.
With schools suddenly closed and stay-at-home orders in place, YWP’s writers and
artists converged on our website. They shared their stories of hope, despair, and every
emotion in between, and supported each other with kindness and empathy. More than
at any other time since our organization began in 2006, we saw that Young Writers
Project is not just a creative space but a shared experience – a real community – and
we hope that spirit shines through in this anthology.

About Young Writers Project
The mission of Young Writers Project is to inspire, mentor, publish, and promote the
work of young writers and artists.

• YWP’s website, youngwritersproject.org, is the heartbeat of our mission. Brimming with ideas and powered by our users’ creativity, the site includes a
range of publications as well as daily highlights, writing challenges and contests, online workshops, a podcast, a book club, and the ever-popular Tiny
Writes.
• The Community Journalism Project, launched this year, encourages young
people to engage with the broader issues of our times, and to share those
views, through our media partners, to enhance understanding between the
next generation and their local communities.
• The Voice is YWP’s online showcase, elevating the work of young writers and
artists in a beautiful, monthly, digital magazine.
• Professional media partners publish YWP works throughout the school year.
Our partners include VTDigger.org and these Vermont newspapers: Addison
Independent, Bradford Journal-Opinion, Brattleboro Reformer, Burlington
Free Press, Charlotte News, Essex Reporter, Milton Independent, Rutland
Herald, St. Albans Messenger, Times Argus, Valley News, and Williston
Observer. YWP is also promoted statewide on Vermont Public Radio.
• Writing on the Roof brings youth into contact with poets, journalists, photographers, and other professionals for Saturday morning workshops on the
rooftop of the Karma Bird House, where YWP is located at 47 Maple Street,
Burlington, VT.
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The Iridescence of Last
Summer

Dolphin
Martha Hutcheson, North Bennington

Izzy O’Donnell, Hinesburg

Lauren McCabe, South Burlington

Only Words Will Last

of the things we discovered – and had to
leave.
There’s no telling what we will be asked
to believe
when the future requires a past.
And what will remain when we’re finally
gone?
Take note of the times you’ve been right
and wrong.
Write down your stories, your thoughts,
and your songs –
for only words will last.

Joy Holzhammer, Middlebury

Rules of verse, prose, and rhyme …
careful measures, line for line.
What will withstand the trial of time
and fires of our sorrow?
Cloth will rip and buildings fall.
Yesteryear’s machines are no use at all.
But a phrase scribbled hastily on the wall
will still be there tomorrow
in the stories and songs of all we
achieved,
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When you breathe, breathe in happiness,
thoughts of what you could be if there
were peace.
Circle your hand in the water.
It goes around forever; it breathes with
you.
If you rest, let your whole body rest.
Lie back into the waves and let them
carry you.
This is life. It is yours and it is peaceful.
Blow bubbles into the water
and play with what the world has given
you
like a dolphin splashing through the
waves.
Nothing ends
at the horizon.
Come back to your roots,
the childhood that you once played in.
Enjoy that forever.
Feel your toes on the sandy, muddy
earth.
Reach out and smile.
You can always come back
to where you once knew what happiness
was.
Dive down under the water.
It is there to hold you when you need it.
Breathe always.
Balance carries the world on its
shoulders.
Laugh into the wind.
It whips your hair and laughs with you.
Close your eyes and find what is right.
Watch the dolphin in the sea.
It knows who you are.

The summer months are faded now
like photographs left in the sun too long.
It’s all a blur
of hazel eyes
and lake water,
dry grass
and nights so hot you can’t sleep.
Sometimes I wish I could go back
to last summer
and recapture the starlight reflected in
those eyes of yours,
bottle the laughter we shared
and keep it on a shelf
for when I’m feeling down
and it’s too cold to go outside.
I remember how it felt to write good
poetry
for the first time
like my soul could be freed
by the words my hands impatiently
scribbled
and my mind didn’t have to stay in this
universe
where things make sense.
Sometimes I wish I could go back to last
summer
and rewrite my dreams,
paint my story from a different
perspective
and dance in the rain one more time,
collecting the sunbeams
that bring a smile to my face,
and climb the trees of my front yard.
Last summer
is where you can find me,
saturating myself in my childhood
daydreams.
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For My Dad, When He Was
Eight

Right then, with the envelope open on
the countertop
and the pages of a past memory parted
in my hands,
I was someone I never had found before.
And I think I liked it.

Sam Aikman, Richmond

Sometimes, especially on days when I
wake before the sun,
I cry and don’t know why.
I think most people do occasionally.

I think I liked crying over a passport
photo
from before anyone could comprehend
my existence.

Last week I received a brown envelope
full of old passports.
I stood at the countertop and opened it
with my nail.

Magic

I flipped through the top few
and examined my grandfather’s picture,
the stamps, the places he’d been, his
signature on the line.

Anna Wahlin, Richmond
Lauren McCabe, South Burlington

Magic is something the moon gives
to those who are lost at shore.
It is something the sun gives –
hope and joy to all people across the
world.
Magic is something that makes your ship
sail
even in the dead of night.
Some say that magic is hocus pocus
and poor bunnies in hats.
But magic is something that makes two
lovers hold hands,
and it smiles on the saddest of minds.
Magic is something that makes
you hold your breath
even if your wish does not come true.

And then, at the bottom of the
stack, there was my father.
I knew without reading the name.
He had the same half-smile
and open eyes and way he tilted his
head.
And then I was crying
and I think I was happy.
I remember smiling
and licking a tear from my top lip.
I couldn’t stop looking at that tiny, worn
passport photo.
I couldn’t figure out how all that rain got
inside my heart.
Sometimes I think when we’re really
desperate
we see ourselves in people we love.
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Rogue Train

like my shoes, like my past ... because it
is my past.
There are no choices on the train.
No argument, therefore nothing changes.
But I hopped off that train.
I didn’t think others should control
where I went and when.
No one has a right to my future but me.
Remember that, because there will be a
day when you realize
all those terrible things that happened to
you, all those scrapes and bruises,
all those hits and knock-downs, you will
finally
realize all they’ve done is build you up,
they’ve shaped your light, your wisdom,
created your stubbornness,
taught you to never give up, and to,
when you fall down, pick yourself back
up,
brush off the dust and revel in the light
of purpose.
There will be a day when you hop off
that train,
and you won’t be turning back.

Emma Paris, Putney

There is a train that carries everyone
through this life.
Some people are sleeping, some have to
look out the window,
a few others mutter in tentative
conversation with each other.
But most ... most people are engrossed in
their phones.
Texting, calling, watching, listening,
streaming, memorizing, obsessing.
There are old people, there are young
people.
There are people who see things in black
and white.
There are people who like rainbow.
People wander in and out, but never
leaving the train.
They are in control; no one leaves the
train.
This is not spoken, but it is the rule.
I know this rule like the back of my
hand,
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Yes, You Can Hold My
Hand

If you want to, you can hold me,
but only if you know that holding me
doesn’t make my body yours,
only if you give it the respect it deserves,
because this body is mine and only
mine.
It has been with me through every
struggle,
carried me, changed for me,
held me when no one else would.

Aurora Sharp, Moretown

Yes, you can hold my hand,
but only if you understand that this isn’t
just another step in your game,
aiming to reach something more,
because holding my hand doesn’t oblige
me to give you anything else.
If you take my hand,
remember all the incredible things my
hands can do:
the way they weave words from my
tangled thoughts
and bleed beauty out of colored pencils;
the way they have learned to dance
across piano keys,
the melodies in my muscles
no longer needing a mind to guide them.
Remember that my hands do not need
your protection,
that I am proud of these calluses,
of the armor my fingers have spent a
lifetime earning.
Remember that my hands were not
made to be held.

The air my lungs breathe is only for me,
the blood my heart pumps is only for
me,
my sweat and tears earned only by me.
My body is a map of history,
every scar a work of art pressed into my
skin.
So if you hold me, understand that you
are holding imperfection,
that I need you to find the beauty in
those imperfections,
because I know it is there,
but there are still days when I can’t see it.
I want you to love my body not because
it is a body,
but because it is mine,
want you to hold me because holding
me is comfort,
want you to understand that holding me
is a privilege,
one that you must earn again and again
and again,
that I am both strong and fragile,
that I can be both strong and fragile at
the same time,
that if you want my body,
you need to want me first.

And yes, you can kiss me,
but only if you like the shape of my
smile more than the shape of my lips,
only if you know that saying yes once,
twice, a hundred times,
doesn’t mean I’ll say it again.
My lips are not a prize to be won, not a
goal to reach,
because these are the same lips that feed
me,
the same lips that speak for me.
You can kiss me, but only if you would
be happy to sit beside me
and listen to the words that spill from
these lips instead of tasting them.

Everyone Loves Lilian Trint

Dreams III

Annika Gruber, Charlotte

Courtney McDermott, Charlotte

No one seemed to notice the girl who sat
behind me in math class – until she left,
until her name was whispered down
the hallways of our school like a foreign
language.
I didn’t think that people could care
about someone they never knew.
They never bothered to smile at her in
the hallways, the way she would smile at
them, like maybe she cared ...
I don’t know.
I never talked to her, but I always knew
when she was there.
Even though she wasn’t the sort of
person you would remember.
She moved to Florida ... I think.
My homeroom teacher commented
offhandedly today how “everyone loved
Lilian Trint.”
That was the girl’s name, I guess.
I don’t think I understand that at all.
I don’t think she was disliked ... but
that doesn’t automatically mean that
everyone loved her,
does it?
Or maybe everyone knew something
about her that I didn’t ...
I don’t think that everyone loved Lilian
Trint.
I think people loved talking about her
once she was gone.

In two years we will be back in the bean
bar –
no, just listen to me for a second –
and you will be playing piano
and singing with your voice
like a crystal vase and will have forgotten
my name
or maybe the other way around and I
will have forgotten my name
and the shoes I wore on this night –
this very night! –
when the Christmas tree is like an arch
bruising the sky
and no one is on Church Street but
somehow there’s not
a single star to be seen
except when I waited for you
to come out of the house and stood
for a minute and didn’t wish for
anything but happiness –
and isn’t this happiness? –
here, with you, drinking coffee and
watching everyone love each other,
everyone miss each other without being
gone.
Their effervescence is subtly vulgar,
and now that I think about it,
happiness is rather lonely,
and both of us believe we would rather
be grown up instead.

So yes, you can touch me,
but only if you would still stay
if I told you that you couldn’t.
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Oh, the Places We’ll Go
Nora Wootten, Cornwall

1. The crash of waves on a hidden beach somewhere lost in France. The cliffs rising
high around us, so much so they appear to touch the clouds. The sky clear, a mirror
of the forever ocean in front of us. The waves taste of salt and possibility, and the air
smells fresh and sweet. And fishy.
2. A rocky scrabble. A final climb to the top of Africa. A pounding in my veins of the
altitude and the oxygen. A bead of sweat, stealthy, climbing down my forehead. We
stand straight for the first time in hours. Still. Swaying like the grasses so far below and
the waves on a hidden beach. Our breathing slows. And the world goes on. And on.
3. Stealing through a sleepy city. I hear the smell of old books calling; we see the dust
rising from their pages, and the stories they tell floating around. There is a notion
of voices from long ago. They make conversation over pasta, speaking of so many
beginnings and endings and everything in between. Cathedrals and coliseums.
Quinn Sunderland, Charlotte

The Persistence of Memory

What I’m trying to say is I don’t need a
legacy.
I don’t need my name up in lights.
But I would like it in the wind and sea
salt and dandelions, so
burn me when I die.
I don’t need my name to go down in
history.
The infinity before and the infinity after
anyone speaks it out loud
will all be the same to me.
Legacy.
What a distracting concept.
Don’t ever let me live my present for
someone else’s
future.

Rebecca Orten, Middlebury

Legacy.
On my notebook, nestled in the corner
among glued-on stars, are the words
“second law of thermodynamics.”
It means, literally, that entropy always
increases.
It implies that one day the very last star
will run out of
nuclear fuel, and everything, anything,
will cease to exist.
I chose to have those words there as a
reminder of my impermanence.
That simple scientific law
turns the pages back to sun-drinking
trees in my hands, and my
hands back to dust.

4. You tap my shoulder, and we run through the rain, taking care to splash in all of the
puddles in these cobbled streets. Caution is thrown to the wind: our voices sing the
screams we feel, our laughter keeping us dry. Unknown words drift by, broken by the
not-soft tapping of the rain. A palace. A kingdom. Centuries of conquest. And a large
clock tower, calling us back from the whispers of so long ago.
5. Crickets in a field. Summer wind blows fall closer, but I try to hold on anyway. I
always do. A burst of adult laughter from my kitchen up the hill. I point to the stars
breathing in their dust that falls around us. You grab my hand. Your fingers are warm,
pulsing with life. They squeeze my palm. Millions of years ago they were created by
rocks, and matter, and stuff close enough only to imagine. I smile. You make me do
that sometimes.
6. White sand that claims to be perfectly imperfect. I dig my toes in, saying hi to
stretching them. You gaze out across the crystal water. Palm trees sway to a silent tune
that only they hear. Drum beats are somewhere. The wind is in my hair.
7. Hello, bonjour, hallo, ciao, hola. Plane tickets, stickers, worn-out sneakers. Crumpled
checks and ice water. Sunscreen, running, breathe in. Out. Umbrellas and raincoats and
the occasional drizzle. Looking up. Looking out. Camera flashes, photographs, laughing
at old memories. Stairs – lots of stairs. Dancing, street lamps, keys, and passports.
Adios, addio, auf wiedersehen, au revoir, goodbye.
Oh, the places we’ll go.
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Where I’m ‘From’
Hazel Civalier, Burlington

I have no idea where I’m “from.”
This question should be easy – I’ve lived in Vermont for nearly 15 years.
But when, like me, you define “from” as more than a place
– broader than a single pin on a map or one neat little zip code –
it’s more complicated.
To me, “from” is the idea of origin,
nothing to do with birthplace, and everything to do with what shapes our identities.
I was born in Arizona, yet my only archetypically southern traits
are a propensity to address groups of people as y’all,
and the strongly held opinion that cornbread should not be sweet.
This is my birthplace, but is this where I’m from?
When I was less than 2, we moved to my grandparents’ home:
NY state – not city (a place is more than its cities, eh Vermont?) –
shuttling back and forth between the suburbs and a tiny mountain town.
This was my first experience of snow and swapping locations like hats ...
we moved again in less than a year.
So how could it be my place of origin?
We arrived in Vermont – surely this must be it; I’m still here, aren’t I?
I stayed in one town for almost two years, but once my parents separated,
my life resumed as the switcheroo game it has been since,
never more than a week at one house,
the locations of which changed constantly.

My grandparents’ stories are fairytales – in their essence of hidden dangers and veiled
warnings,
of secret police, the dangers of a controlling government,
and hiding gold under the floorboards.
Because we were the lucky ones, the ones that made it to America, I am grateful for
this.
And with all its flaws, I love this country.
But does that mean I can’t still love the taste of sarmales, the swoosh of the tassels on
the traditionally embroidered shirt in my closet, waiting for some time, somewhere
where it will be welcomed into my life?
Or the shape of my great-grandmother’s greeting:
“Ce mai faci?”
How are you?
“Foarte bine!”
Very good.
I wish I had the words to tell her that though I’m sure we wouldn’t agree on many
things,
I am grateful. I’m grateful that this is where I get to live.
Though I may not know where I’m from, I’m glad this is where I am,
and more importantly, who I am.
So I just hug her and say,
“Multumesc.”
Thank you.

I’m “from” three states, 10 towns;
I’ve moved 12 times and switched between houses about 1,508 times in 17 years.
I’m from one country... or so you’d think.
I’m an American citizen; I was born here, so were my parents, and I am thankful for
that.
Some of my many grandparents (which is a long story for a different time) weren’t.
My family had children young – they’ve been here for about 50 years;
it’s ages, and at the same time, none at all.
Half a century, a third generation, and still part of me is from a mid-sized Slavik
country,
from a tradition of orthodox Catholicism, from respect and resilience,
of hiding chickens in car trunks to be smuggled in the dead of night.
No, this wasn’t a prank. This was how you survived a communist regime.
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Grace Kafferlin, Williston
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Dear Loser

Those Who Protect

Lilly Noreault, Milton

Rowan Potzler, Springville , NY

Sitting down at my desk, first row,
middle seat,
I turned the page of my book to find a
message.
My eyes stared at the words.

They’re there. I see them,
late at night, early in the morning,
the same time nevertheless,
looming shadows, softly ghosting
over my bare feet, chilling
goosebumps rising on my skin
where they touch and whisper.
I make the trek from one room to the
next,
holding my blankets close, but it’s not
enough.
They speak in my ear, soft kisses leaving
my mind buzzing.
“It’s okay.”
“You’re gonna be alright.”
“A few more steps and you’ll be safe.”
They lounge on the stairs as I pass,
heads tilted back and eyes closed,
but still somehow on me,
walking through me as I go.
They’re not unkind, no,
shifting my blankets a little higher on my
shoulders,
patting my head,
fighting away my demons for me.

Dear Loser,
You’re nothing, no one would care if you were
gone. Just disappear. Your shadow even runs
away when it sees you. Anyone stupid enough
to be your friend would leave you in the end.
I could see the tears fall and seep into the
paper.
‘Was it true?’
The laughs from the back said yes.
The next thing I knew I was at my locker.
Tears kept rolling down.
My eyes widened as I opened the locker.
There were letters!? I couldn’t believe it.
It must be more hate mail, I thought.
I decided to open just one.
Dear Beautiful,
You are more than perfect. You keep to yourself
so you can focus on your bright future.
If anyone asked you for help, you would have
said yes, but no one asked ‘cause they thought
you were a loner. But you’re not. You’re just
worried. And it’s the hate in the world that
fires that fear. Good people are out there,
sweetheart. Just be you.
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Vivien Sorce, Hinesburg

Unchanged

Imperceptive

Lila Taylor, Charlotte

Amica Lansigan, Hanover, NH

I dreamed
I was a bird
in the sunny, blue sky,
drifting through the spring air
untethered.
I dreamed I was a bird
with nothing in the world
that could hold me back from flying.
I dreamed I was a bird
whose sweet song remained unchanged.

A world with silent people,
but the birds continue to sing.
And just outside my window pane,
white winter buds into spring.
Following its mother, a fawn
scampers through the woods.
We forget that there are others
who walk upon
the earth.
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Anyone in Burlington

and the rows of missed phone calls
from Mom.

Iris Robert, South Burlington

Or I could be just another teenager,
confidently placing each foot in front
of the other, chattering to a friend about
how my driving lessons are going.
(“You know, it’s not even that bad. If I had to
describe it, I’d say mild road rage.
But it really could be worse.”)

While walking through Burlington,
I imagine myself as anyone.
I could be a single mother pushing
a stroller with one hand,
headed toward Lake Champlain
to find at least some solace
in the way the thin veil of light
hopscotches off the water.

Or, in some alternate world, I could be
all of those people at once.
Standing at a rusty payphone,
clutching the hand of a toddler,
listening to the clicks of the machine
accepting
my quarters and thinking of a
metronome,
blinking back the forever-weariness from
my eyes,
and telling my friend that, if they can,
they should come to Burlington
sometime.

I could be an old pianist, fingers
long-tired from lightly moving across
the keys, ears perked relentlessly,
searching absent-mindedly
for melodies in the wind
and overheard conversations.
I could be a college student,
exploring the new city I call home,
ignoring my sudden-onset insomnia

Charlotte Hughes, Willsboro, NY

Empty Beach

My ghosts are done haunting
as I enjoy this empty shore,
sea glass
and sand dollars
more valuable than coins.
I’ve got new friends
these days
and I know you do too.
I’ve learned to love myself
finally
and I hope you know how too.
See you on the other side
on a new beach
or somewhere else.
And if not?
Well,
perhaps that’s okay too.

Kat Cleveland, Hinesburg

The beach has long closed,
nothing but the stars
and the waves
for company.
I sit up high
in the lifeguard’s empty chair.
Buried in the sand
are the remnants
of my friendship.
It’s okay
now.
It doesn’t hurt
anymore.
Lauren McCabe, South Burlington
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Eloise Van Meter, Fairlee

The Spark

Slices

Oliver Yukica, Thetford

Phin Holzhammer, Middlebury

A teacher is one
who lights the candle
from which a single spark flies,
and lights a fire – a raging flame –
that endures and never dies.
Many a teacher I have had,
and a teacher I aspire to be,
perhaps not in the traditional sense,
but at least a mentor – for you see
to pass down knowledge
is essential to life.
So it is my desire
to give knowledge,
to inspire!
to extend a helping hand
and start a blazing fire.

As you fall into the tides of her sleeping,
you play out the slices of pen on paper –
to kiss the scars beneath her hands
is to put lips to ink,
ink to sheets,
sheets and scars to blend alike
and curve into letters
that you would send to her through her
trance.
But she doesn’t dream;
rather, she traces her fingers through
stars,
her feet dipped in galaxies
as she drinks from the planets and
moons around her head
in her celestial rest.
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Colby Miller, Danville
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Marielle Turbide, Grand Isle

Don’t Get It Twisted

I miss the cuddling.
I miss the kisses that took my breath
away,
that made me feel wanted.
I miss the compliments.
I miss being told that I’m beautiful while
my lover’s eyes dance down my body.
I miss the surprise hugs from behind
while I’m working.
I miss the moments that make me hot
under the collar.
I miss being loved
and all of the glorious things that come
with it.
But don’t get my words twisted.
For I do not miss you.
I miss being touched by someone I love
and who loves me just the same.

Gabrielle Chisamore, Vernon

Tears cascade down my cheeks,
shed for the desire to be loved,
but feeling undeserving –
because I was loved.
I was loved and I walked away from it.
I feel like I don’t have the right
to cry, to be loved,
because you loved me.
But I didn’t feel the same at the end.
I miss it.
Not you.
I don’t miss you at all.
However, I miss being loved.
The affection.
I miss being greeted with a hug.
I miss the small kisses placed all over my
face.

Lauren Hall, Hanover, NH
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Kiera Marcotte, Essex

I Can’t Write in a Box

making tight clumps and little knots.
They would feel judged
and looked at
by too many molecules of box.
Flammable boxes will not work.
My words can be like a ball of fire.
And frozen ice boxes and refrigerators
are too cold and unwelcoming.

Lily Hutcheson, North Bennington

I can’t write in a box,
not the big cardboard one waiting to
leave with our recycling,
not the small, ornate, golden tea-box in
an antique shop somewhere-or-other,
and not the cold metal safe that can
travel and appear in every bank at once.
Not any box.
I can’t write in a box.

My letters want to spin themselves into
jeweled crowns and beautiful rainbows.
My words can weave together and apart,
making shimmering curtains of light.
Or they’re just too plain and ordinary.
Or they have too much fight.

Some boxes my words would overflow,
spilling out the edges and scrambling
across the floor.
Some, they would feel too small in.
In some, they would cluster about each
other,

Silent Aid

Place of Magic

Grace Kafferlin, Williston

Kelly Daigle, Bradford

As we are taking our test, I look up:
one girl bent over in concentration,
face nearly touching her paper;
another girl with one hand in her hair,
twisting it into knots and pulling out big
clumps;
one guy slowly pulling out his phone,
carefully concealing it under his test
paper;
my friend across the room,
her eyes squeezed tightly shut,
trying to stop the tears from slipping out.
I want to tell her that it will be okay,
it’s just a formative,
but the teacher has already called for
quiet twice
and I don’t want to try her patience.
Quietly, I complete my test
and bring it up to the front of the room,
drawing the attention of my classmates.
My friend’s eyes meet mine,
glistening with tears and a look that says,
Help me.
I return her gaze with a look that is
trying to say,
You’re going to be okay, it’s going to be okay.
She gives a tentative smile and I give her
a thumbs up.
You’ve got this.
Finally her smile forms into an almost
tangible grin,
Thanks.

There is hardly a better place to be
than deep in the archives of a library.
Libraries are chock full of stories
with direct portals to other universes.
They have a certain cloud of mystery
around them,
a promise of secrets to be uncovered.
Libraries have the architecture that
suggests
they have hidden rooms, reading
crannies,
winding stairs and majestic overhangs,
tiny aisles and dusty stacks of books.
Libraries are the lungs of knowledge:
people entering with greed for wisdom,
and people leaving with newfound
enlightenment,
their craving for awareness of the world
satisfied.
Is there any other place on Earth with
such power?
Any other place with so much
overlooked magic?

I’m Sorry for Telling
Hillary Deschamps, Monroe, NH

You told me your secret.
I felt so honored.
But the secret was too heavy
for my clumsy heart.
Like a kaleidoscope of butterflies
your secret fluttered out of my mouth to
the eager ear.
Like Brutus did Caesar,
I have betrayed you.

So please, not a box.
I can’t write in a box.
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Goodbye

And we both loved to dance and sing,
but were just as happy to sit on the
couch and do nothing.
And our favorite snack was apples and
cheese, and our favorite meal was mac
and cheese.
Why am I writing all this?
So I remember.
Because then I moved away.
And we saw each other less and less.
And we grew up, apart. …
And I haven’t seen you for months.
But looking through boxes of stuff in my
room recently,
I found all my animals that we used to
play with,
a card you sent me when you went
away for more than 48 hours,
the dolls we used to have fashion shows
with,
the pictures and videos we took,
and all the dresses that don’t fit us
anymore.
And now we’re both teenagers. And we
met when we were 8.
So we’re drifting apart and it’s really sad.
But I have a new best friend and so do
you.
And we don’t invite each other to our
birthday parties anymore.
So I guess this is goodbye, a goodbye
you’ll never see.
Goodbye, my best friend for longer than
I’ve ever had one,
my twin whose name also starts with a
G.
Goodbye.

Gianna Faltskog, Sandgate

Izzy O’Donnell, Hinesburg

Your View

The Reason I Met the
Universe

Kaidin Aviles, Sutton

Scarlett Cannizzaro, Essex

You tell me the view is beautiful.
You never want to leave.
You tell me that I would love it.

I just met the universe.
You might think, “What?”
But indeed I did. I just met the universe.
Sometimes I like to think that you can’t
possibly be lonely,
unless you haven’t met the universe.
The universe is like a friend. It’s always
there for you.
You look up, it’s right there, soaring high
above treetops,
skimming skyscrapers, racing across
mountaintops.
The universe is a wonderful thing. Just
positively wonderful.
I have no regrets about my life so far. Do
you know why?
Because I just met the universe.

My shoulders still have bruises.
You used my body as a ladder,
climbing farther and farther.
I couldn’t see you anymore.
You call periodically,
telling me that I’m missing out,
that I should climb up.
But I will not use another.
I will not use a body to climb up.

When I first met you, you hid behind
your dad,
I stood in front of my mom, and we
stared at each other.
Flash forward a month or so and we
were in my bedroom,
playing with my dollhouse and kicking
all the dolls out so the animals could live
there instead.
For the next three years, we made up
different imaginary games,
all so complex we would forget half of
them before we started actually playing.
We would drive your older brother crazy
and pull pranks on his friends.
Do you remember our prank war?
I do.
We would dress up in dresses that were
way too big,
or take down all the curtains in the
house (much to my mom’s frustration)
just so we could play goddess girls and
wear chiffons,
but we pronounced them shitons
(mentally laughing at that).
We would make random videos about
nothing in particular
and find them funny for no good reason.
We would get into huge fights about
who got to be Anna and who got to be
Elsa, who got to be the big sister and
who got to be the baby.
And it was everything to us.
We saw each other literally every day.
I’m not kidding.
You would help me with my spelling and
I would help you with your math.

I will not give someone the bruises I had.
I will not make someone grieve love.
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Books and Coffee
Marina Sprague, Chelsea

A college student sits with her legs crossed, typing tentatively on her computer. The
small coffee shop table is just big enough to hold her laptop, two opened notebooks,
and a brown ceramic coffee mug. The chair across from her is vacant, as it always is.
Silvia, the owner of this 24-hour café, walks leisurely to her only customer. She doesn’t
bother asking Arya if she wants more coffee; she just pours some into her mug. Arya
looks up for a moment to see the clock on the far wall strike 9 p.m. Scanning the
room, she realizes for the first time that she’s the only one there. Arya glances out the
window to the city street. Snow is falling gently. The few street lamps illuminate the
night just enough for Arya to make out some of the nearby businesses. She smiles,
looking at Lyon’s Library, a place she often visits. Then she sees Take Note Music Store
and mentally takes note to go there sometime soon. Her line of sight diminishes as the
snow falls more heavily. Silvia hums to the soft music, drawing Arya’s attention back
inside the warm café. With a sigh, Arya goes back to typing her assignment for writing
class.

Grace Kafferlin, Williston

**********
Dorian walks into the library and smiles. He takes his time wandering the
bookshelves with no particular section in mind. After a few minutes, he notices he’s
alone in the library, other than the librarian, Lyon. Lyon is an older gentleman who
always wears a suit. Dorian takes a moment to admire Lyon’s navy blue suit and blue
striped tie. As if sensing Dorian’s attention, Lyon looks up from reading his book.
“Anything in particular you’re looking for, Dorian?” Lyon asks while finding a
scrap piece of paper to use as a bookmark.
“No, nothing in particular. I just needed to get out of my dorm and be around
books,” Dorian replies, knowing the librarian will understand.
“Ah, is the college life getting you down? I remember those days. Books were
always my savior.” He pauses for a moment, then adds, “Well, that and Silvia, of
course.”
Dorian thinks about the sweet owner of the café where he gets his coffee every
morning. “How did you two meet?”
“We met a year after she graduated college. I was working in this library for the
previous owner and she was working in the café. I used to go in there every day
before I came here. It didn’t take us long to fall in love. We both enjoy the simple
things in life, like books and coffee,” Lyon says with a smile.
“Whenever I hear about you and Silvia, I can’t help but think you two live a
fairytale,” Dorian sighs. “I want a love like that. But I can’t even make a friend, let alone
a girlfriend. You have any advice?”
Lyon thinks for a moment. “Nothing you haven’t probably heard from Silvia, I’m
afraid. Just be yourself, that’s all you can do.”
“Thank you,” Dorian says, and sensing that Lyon wants to get back to his book, he
turns and makes his way to the library door. He steps out into the snowy night and is
about to head back to his dorm when he remembers Silvia’s words from that morning.
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“You should really stop by at night. I can tell you are not one for crowds, and at night
there are usually very few people. Just something to consider if you find yourself out
and about at night.”
**********
An hour of tentative work and a drained mug later, Arya stares at a page only
three-quarters full, nowhere near the 10 pages it needs to be. She takes a deep breath
and stretches. Looking back at the clock, she frowns at the time – 10 p.m. Silvia,
noticing Arya’s sinking expression, offers, “Would you like a donut? You look like you
could use something to eat.”
Grabbing her mug, Arya uncrosses her legs and stands up, feeling every muscle
ache from sitting for so long. She walks over to the bar-like high table that Silvia is
leaning on.
“Blueberry glazed, please,” she says, sitting on one of the stools and gently placing
her mug on the table. She traces the wood grains with her left index finger until a
donut is placed in front of her. Silvia pours more coffee into her mug.
“Thanks,” Arya says. “I don’t know what I’d do without you and your amazing
coffee.”
“No problem,” Silvia says. “By the way, I’m here if you need any help with
anything. That paper seems to have you frustrated.”
“Yeah, no kidding. I can’t seem to find the right words,” Arya mutters.
Before Silvia responds, the café door opens and, on instinct, they both look over.
Silvia smirks and pours a new cup of coffee, placing it directly next to Arya.
“Here you are, Dorian. Black coffee, on the house tonight,” Silvia says, then turns
to Arya who is still gazing at Dorian, taking in his strong jawline. “That goes for you
too, coffee and donut are on me tonight.”
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Arya snaps out of her trance and mumbles a quick “thanks.” She looks down and
begins to eat her donut. Dorian reaches for his mug and thanks Silvia.
Arya feels her cheeks blush at the awkwardness that fills the air between the two
strangers. “Hey, Dorian, was it?” she says. “I feel like there is something Silvia is not
telling us.”
“What makes you think that?” Dorian replies in a sarcastic tone, making both of
them laugh. “So, what’s your name? And what brings you to this fine establishment on
this beautiful, snowy night?”
Arya turns to look at Dorian, taking a moment to admire how perfectly his glasses
frame his face. “I’m Arya. And this ‘fine establishment’ is my go-to spot for writing and
good coffee.” Placing her hands in her lap, she begins to play with the hair tie around
her left wrist, a nervous tic of hers.
“Arya. That’s a nice name. By any chance were you named after the Arya in ‘The
Inheritance Cycle’?” Dorian ventures, looking hopeful but trying not to sound too
nerdy.
“Oh my god, yes! You are the first person I’ve met who actually knew my
namesake. That must make you a bookworm like me, right?” Arya blurts out.
Dorian looks surprised, then happy. “Definitely! I love all things books! My name
is book-related too. Can you guess?” Dorian asks as he leans on the table, relaxing a
bit.
His smile widens when he sees Arya’s face scrunch up as she thinks. Suddenly,
her eyes light up and she grins. “‘Throne of Glass’ series! Dorian Havilliard, right?
Please let that be right. That is such a good namesake!” Arya nearly shouts, loving this
conversation.
“Yep, I guess that means both our parents loved young adult fantasy series,” he
laughs. They both take a sip of coffee.
“So, what are you writing about over there?” Dorian asks, motioning to her
abandoned laptop.
“Oh, I’m trying to write a short story for my writing class, but I can’t seem to come
up with anything besides the first scene. I just don’t know where to go from there. It’s
really frustrating.”
Arya’s smile fades as she looks over at the clock. Standing up and grabbing her
mug, she walks back to her laptop. “I should really get back to work.”
Dorian follows and takes the seat across from her. “Maybe I can help,” he says,
and, as if remembering they are still strangers, adds, “If you want me to. I don’t mean
to intrude.”
Arya smiles before venting, “So I want to write a thriller or ghost story. But I’ve
never really done that before. I just have a really good idea that I want to expand. The
first scene I have is about gathering the main characters in a haunted location and …”
Arya continues and Dorian listens intently. Silvia looks over at them once in a
while and smiles. For the next few hours, the two of them stay just like that, sitting
at the small table, drinking coffee and talking, sometimes about Arya’s paper and
sometimes about each other. The night ends with their leaving the café at 1 a.m., both
with a new number in their phones.
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A Special Place
Elizabeth Waterman, Thetford Center

My grandparents’ house has always been my second home. The best part about it
is that it’s not only a house, it’s a barn with cows, a cat, and a pig. I love to stay over
and help with the animals. Two of the cows are mine. I am always happy there, always
laughing. I am also closer to my cousins there; a lot of my family lives very close to
my grandparents’ house.
I love seeing my family, but the cows are what make me feel at home. The smell
and the noises are something not everyone has the chance to experience. I am lucky to
have it. Most people think that I am crazy when I say I like the smell of cow manure,
but it really makes me feel at home. Other smells that I like at the farm are milk
replacers, the cleaning supplies they use for the milk machine, and fresh cut hay in the
summer. The noises, though, you just can’t explain. The sound of the milk machines,
the pump, and the calves’ little moos. They all assure me I am right where I want to be.
… My cows are just as important to me as my family. In a way they are part of my
family. When I am around them, I am a different person. I feel strong, confident, and
independent, and overall, I’m happier. My grandparents’ farm is my second home. I’m
not sure what I am going to do when it’s not there anymore.

Grace Kafferlin, Williston
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Voices of the Wind

“Be careful, my love,”
said a woman, dead at 32.
“The future is in your hands.
No one can change it but you.”

Uma Isgro-Schicker, Burlington

They say the wind carries souls,
that’s what they say.
And if I were to believe them,
today would be the day.

A young man of 16,
body worn from a long fight,
told me that knowledge
is the only worthy might.

The wind brought me voices
of people of the past,
and those of people whose lives
will not much longer last.

Killed by breast cancer,
an old feminist, 73,
said: “Speech is the greatest weapon
there could ever be.”

People whose bodies
have suddenly given out,
and whose souls have given up,
finding a better route.

A young man of color,
only 21 in age,
shot by police,
said: “Life is a stage.”

Some of us are nowhere near,
while others hang by a thread,
and others just lie around,
waiting till they’re dead.

Sick with disease,
a little girl of 4
asked me: “What in this life
is there left to live for?”

After many years of interment,
an old man told me,
“Sometimes the greatest beauties
are the ones we cannot see.”

All of these questions
and words of the wise,
all on the wind,
make me revise.

Roam the Dark and Empty
Streets

Others are just there for a quick bite, but
linger longer in the toasty rooms before
trekking out into the bitter cold.
The cooking from the kitchen forms
swirls of strong aromas that escape
through the thin slit on the door,
the door separating my family from the
clinks of beer bottles and scrapings of
the fork.
It all comes to an end as our Coca-Cola
clock strikes 10.
Everyone’s out and we all slump down
on the nearest chair, catching a respite.
We order food tonight,
all too tired to even start the stoves
again.
Some reality TV show is on,
our plates are filled,
and this is what makes having a family
business worth it.
We work like any other person,
but our dynamic is our own.
From the outside, we look like we get
along just fine,
but they don’t see the sweat or tears that
mix together into their own beautiful
harmony,
nor the tiredness that lingers in our rich
brown eyes.
We tough it out through thick and thin
because we are family
and the rare, little moments where we all
have dinner together
are the moments I will cherish in my
heart
because we’re all still here
together.
Always and forever.

Willa Whitaker-Jackson, Marshfield

Roam the dark and empty streets –
wet pavement,
only a few lights still on –
where, to feel the silence of the night,
you must first feel the chaos of the day,
where wind whistles
and the lost stumble home
in those small hours of the morning
when the sun has not yet woken
and all the drunks are sleeping,
where the early birds have not yet
chirped.
To roam the dark and empty streets,
the world feels forgotten and
remembered at the same time,
where you cannot help but tiptoe,
where all voices are hushed,
and everything is still
except the flicker of a cat’s sleek body
disappearing into the shadows.

Our Dynamic
Isabelle Chen, Bradford

The day slowly turns itself over and
gives in to the cold, lustrous hands of
night.
More customers rush in, squeaking the
doors a bit more with each push.
My mother waltzes around from table to
booth,
customer to customer,
all with hunger in their eyes.
Some bellow out deep laughs; there are
chortles from their grandfather who can
twist humor into just about anything.
Katherine Moran, Bristol
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My Writing Materials

If my ears don’t like what they hear, I
know to erase.
I carry my writing materials everywhere
I go,
ready to write at all times.

Whitney Dykstra, Monkton

When I write, the materials I use are a
part of me.
My brain acts as paper,
documenting all I have to say,
keeping it safely tucked away,
far from criticism or ridicule,
where I can come back, revise, and share.
The pencil I use comes from my heart,
guiding me as I go,
knowing when to be sentimental or
when to add humor,
combining just the right amount of lighthearted comments
with intense knock-you-over feelings to
string them together.
With a pencil comes the lead.
The lead of my pencil is the emotions
my heart carries,
able to change thick to thin,
sometimes breaking off, having a change
of heart.
To fix that, all I do is use a sharpener, my
inspiration,
rejuvenating my pencil.
Whether I read my favorite book,
look at old photos or watch a sappy
movie,
my sharpener rejuvenates my heart.
And lastly, my eraser, also known as my
ears.
Words I write pour from my mouth,
which my ears hear,
helping me comprehend whether what I
wrote makes sense,
allowing me to realize my mistakes
or think about what I really want others
to get out of it.

Nauset Beach at Dusk
Grace Orvis, Lincoln

Dark, cold water crashes against the
shore.
Shallow footprints are erased by the
waves.
Outlying stars reflect on midnight water.
A gentle breeze loops in and out of the
tall grass,
playing hide and seek with the wind.
Aromatic pink and white beach roses
perfume the air
with the indescribable scent of childhood
and memories.
To my curious eyes, the world becomes
a shadow
as the sun prepares to retire for the day,
giving way to the moon.
Pale, obscure lights travel in the distance,
moving eerily toward an unknown
destination.
Long forgotten memories come rushing
back with the tide,
the salt air tickling my nose gently.
Slowly, the sun slips beneath the choppy
waves,
instilling a curtain of impenetrable
darkness upon me.
Quiet, peaceful beach, ever changing, yet
always the same.
This is where I belong – with the dark,
cold waves crashing on the shore.
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Sam Aikman, Richmond

I Failed

constantly hovering by my ear,
incessantly buzzing that I am not
enough,
I am a disappointment.
But you know what?
These knees have seen the ground
more times than you can count
and all I can do is dust off the scrapes,
red pride dripping down my leg,
and carry on.
Why not try to have a good time while
I’m at it?
It stings and it hurts to be taken down a
few rungs,
but isn’t all medicine bitter?
To be able to laugh at oneself,
to truly, genuinely be merry afterward,
despite failure,
is to say,
I am proud of what I have done,
despite the voices, buzzing, scrapes.
One day they will be but
echoes, corpses, scars.
They are the proof that
I am not yet broken.

Audrey Sioeng, Arcadia, CA

But you know what?
At least I failed epically,
so spectacularly
that the best he could say was,
“At least you played the notes right.”
They were not in tune nor to any
rhythm.
Does this make me a failure?
Perhaps.
I don’t care though,
because I’m just relieved it’s done.
Although I suppose it was over
the moment I thought,
“I’m doomed,”
when I could finally let go of the breath,
the stale hopes I was holding onto so
tightly,
until my palms were slick with liquid
fear,
laughing at myself in advance
at the voice inside who calls me a loser,
batting at the incessant fly
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Open Window Evenings

ZMF

Little Light

Julia Todd, South Burlington

Hannah Gallivan, Bristol

Ava Rohrbaugh, Charlotte

These are open window evenings,
leaning against the screen,
watching the dusk happenings.
Flowers quiver in a gentle breeze that
flows softly through the screen,
bursting with color
though the twilight soon swallows it
because night’s on its way.

My home away from home is in Lincoln,
Vermont,
a place called Zeno Mountain Farm.
There are people with all different
abilities
and I feel most like myself when
surrounded by people who understand
what I go through every day,
and even people who don’t
because Zeno is filled with all kinds of
people,
young and old,
wheelchair or walker users,
all of us united,
connected,
because we believe in the power of
community and family.

Something was shining in the tree,
gleaming in the sun.
It wriggled with such might
that I stopped to look.
Though it was snared on the limbs,
I could still make out its round body –
a balloon.
It was tucked back into the woods.
And, on my skis,
it seemed like a long walk to the tree.
But a small light flickered,
not from the gleaming balloon,
but from inside of me.
It said,
Go after it.
Unclip your boots
and set aside your poles.
That was what I found myself doing,
trudging off of the trail,
heel-toeing my way in my boots.
As I came closer,

Birds chirp, their music
bringing calm,
the only soundtrack I want to listen to
now,
the only song that fits this moment:
an open window evening,
watching the dusky scene:
Night’s on its way.
Far above, the sky
has unimaginable colors –
who knew orange could fade
into blue like that?
Except it’s not just blue,
it’s that dusky specialty:
robin’s egg, turquoise, and white-gray
blended together
in a way only the sky can show
when night’s on its way.

My home is in a treehouse,
more specifically, two treehouses –
Oz and Grandpa’s,
one a yurt and one a house,
both my homes.
And the people there are my home too.
I like to think that we carry each other
around in our hearts every day.
Summers at Zeno are paradise,
licking ice cream while sandwiched
between friends,
going to Six Flags and screaming my
head off on roller coasters,
big dinners in the main house,
looking around and seeing all of my
people in one room,
dance parties, our play, concerts, movie
nights,
every day surrounded by love more
powerful than anywhere else.
That is where home is –
wherever you feel loved.

Nature is close,
but far, too,
because I am only in my dining room,
window wide open, but screen keeping
me in,
and when I leave my spot to write,
the window’s closed,
the light’s on
because I am not a flower, nor a bird,
nor the sky.
I am only a child
and night’s on its way.
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I could see writing on the balloon.
Reaching up,
I pulled it from its branch
like plucking a cereal box from the shelf.
It flapped in my hand;
the wind wanted it back,
but I flattened the plastic bird in my
palm.
25th Anniversary! the latex letters boasted
in metallic silver.
I folded the balloon and carried it back
to the trail.
It felt good to free the plastic from the
tree
and the tree from the plastic.
For that is what I am grateful for –
the little light inside of us,
sprinkled with motivation and humanity,
taking the reins of our actions,
helping us to help each other
and our community
and our world.
I love you, little light of change.
Please don’t ever go out.

Caitlyn Reed, Hinesburg
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Now that we’re older, we watch the
world burn.
Our mourning of childhood has become
evident
and we put on our big boots.

We Were Kids Once
Gabby Seguin, Essex

When we were kids, we went out trickor-treating.
Our parents did our makeup so we
looked cute
and scary at the same time.

Now that we’re not kids anymore, we
wish we were.

When we were kids, we drew graffiti in
our notebooks.
Our teachers read us books about
sneezing elephants
and cats with very tall hats.

Every Single Time
Caitlyn Reed, Hinesburg

Each morning you wake before the sun,
and are greeted by fairies who play with
your waves of hair.
She hikes the purple mountains at dawn,
the ones where the bubbling streams run
up, not down.
You love to be among the clouds where
you can guess what they are,
where you can feel like you’re an
immortal raindrop floating among so
many others.
She lives where the waterfalls create a
circle of peace,
where the streams all come together.
You sleep under the stars,
where the crickets can sing you lullabies.
She is a wonder and so are you.
You both go to sleep right at dusk, so
you can both meet at dawn and climb
the highest peak and watch the sun rise
together,
so you can be with every single day as
it rises above the Green Mountains, and
every single night as it subsides.

When we were kids, we threw water
balloons at fences.
Our friends would draw on our arms
with fat markers
and draw round smiley faces.
When we were kids, we watched the
world spin.
Our excitement to grow up was
becoming evident
and we put on our little boots.
Now that we’re older, we watch R-rated
movies.
Our parents hand out candy at the front
door
and we try to scare the kids.
Now that we’re older, we draw the
people we miss.
Our teachers hand us books about the
big future
and awful historical tragedies.

Abrie Howe, Stowe

Now that we’re older, we throw anger at
politicians.
Our friends draw over our eyes with fat
black markers
and draw round sad faces.
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Three Words

iii. I am 16 and I ache
for my impossible wants,
surrounded with dreams of a greener
time.
Unwanted, I wander the halls.
But he stops me,
cradling a textbook to his chest.
We share nothing but half-friendly
conversations
and an honors English class.
Still, my heart is cracked in two,
and I am tired of waiting, but
three words fall from his lips,
not breathless, but full of care,
there, during second under harsh
fluorescent lights.
I think the internet was wrong.
“Are you okay?”

Trini Rogando, Arlington, VA

I read on the internet once
that the most powerful three words in
the world
are I love you.
i. I am 16 and I ache to hear
that fall from someone’s lips,
nervous smiles and sweaty palms,
a glassy, delicate profession,
breathless but true.
The movies tell me it will be magical
as if I need any more reason to wait for
her,
her who is kind and sensible,
perfectly winged eyeliner, smelling of
apple pie
and cinnamon buns.
I don’t know her yet,
but I yearn,
waiting for three words.

The Strength to Cry
Katie Keech, Charlotte

Who are you to tell me
that crying makes me look weak?
That’s a lie.
Who are you to judge my emotions?
You have them too.
You’re not Superman, after all.
Or maybe you don’t feel
like I do,
like everyone does,
because you don’t seem
to understand that crying
is a source of immense strength.
The courage that it takes
to allow yourself to be hurt,
to experience pain
and sorrow,
and to learn how to move on –
that is the truth.
You just haven’t yet found
the strength to cry.

ii. I am 16 and I ache to live,
to wake up excited to read texts saying
good morning,
to the thrill of ditching class in the
middle of second,
illicit midnight trips under lamplight and
under stars
that the movies promised me I’d live at
16.
And I hurt when I wonder,
what did I do wrong to be such a failure
now?
Still I yearn,
thoughts circling my mind at every spare
moment,
Why am I not good enough?
I wait for three words.
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Jacqueline Wu, Stony Brook, NY
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Sam Aikman, Richmond

Making Mistakes

They’re part of what makes us human.
Everyone believes something different.
Everyone tells me something different.
And I understand that, I do.

Amelia Canney, Milton

People always tell me I’m making
mistakes.
Is it really necessary to say it?
I thought that was part of being young,
learning from your screw-ups.
Everything’s a mistake these days –
what I want to do in life,
what I believe,
whom I love.
It’s taken me awhile to realize that
no matter what I do,
someone will think it’s wrong.
There are so many opinions in this wide
world
that give us individuality.

Jacqueline Wu, Stony Brook, NY
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But did it have to be them telling me I’m
wrong?
Because coming from them, I just might
believe it.
**********
Sam Aikman’s “tree cookies” (above) won the
Academy of American Poets’ 2020 National
Poetry Month Poster Contest for Students
with her treatment of U.S. Poet Laureate Joy
Harjo’s words, “Remember all is in motion, is
growing, is you.”
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Izzy O’Donnell, Hinesburg

Life of a Pencil

and prose,
the love letters and grocery lists and
secrets no one else knows;
so precious are words,
the words that you chose.

Eden Anne Bauer, Hanover, NH

I dreamed
I was a pencil,
held in someone’s hand,
gliding across a page,
giving everything I am
to let their words be recorded,
destroying myself in my work,
as my very core is scraped away,
existing only for the writer
as they sharpen me over and over,
shorter and shorter,
until I am nothing more
than a couple inches of wood,
a bit of graphite,
an eraser stub rubbed away to
uselessness
as it becomes level with the metal ring
around it.
But I live on in the essays, the
homework,
the quizzes and tests and outlines,
the sketches, the drawings, the poems

Mist
Ruth Knox, Essex Junction

Mist is a question
wondering if it should let go
and let the world be sunny,
enveloping the wet land
in a little blanket
of damp air,
and if you breathe deeply,
you can smell the soaked air
and a tinge of the season you’re in.
Mist is always wondering
if it should rise up
and let the world be free
of its fog.
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Uma Chirkova, Newbury
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Lauren McCabe, South Burlington

Vivien Sorce, Hinesburg
Quinn Sunderland, Charlotte
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COMMUNITY JOURNALISM PROJECT
In August 2019, Young Writers Project launched the Community Journalism Project to give
young writers and artists the opportunity to engage with the issues of our times and to share
their insights for publication.

My Sister
Suhanee Mitragotri, Lexington, MA
Katherine Moran, Bristol

Silent Towns

Now there are signs in every window
because
we can’t breathe the same air
anymore.

By Vivian Ross, Middlebury

Big, wet, end-of-March snowflakes
muffle the sounds of the already silent
town.
Thirty-eight (or more) signs paper the
windows of the stores on Main Street.
Closed until further notice
So sorry
See you soon
But there’s no one to see.
No one walks the streets anymore,
especially when the snow is wet as rain
and it piles on shoulders like burdens
that come right back after you brush
them off.
The town was already about to be
ravaged by unnecessary construction.
Small businesses were already suffering.
Every couple of windows, there were
already signs.
Building for sale
Space for rent
Closed for the season

The world wants this town to be silent.
It was already breaking
slowly,
but in ways you could see.
Now, there is only
Coronavirus
COVID-19
plastered across the sides of all the pretty,
brick buildings.
COVIDCOVIDCOVIDCOVIDCOVIDCOVID,
everything whispers just loud enough for
you to think it was the wind
and now the snow.
Even the occasional passing of a car is
reduced to a mere hush,
a swish as the unplowed snow is parted,
breaking the silence
that covered
the already silent town.
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Even though this pandemic has been an extremely difficult experience, I have been
trying to find some positivity within the darkness.
During the school year, I never got to spend time with my younger sister. I was
always so busy, and when I wasn’t busy, I was exhausted and burnt out. I remember
my sister would always open my door, come sit on my bed, and I would say, “I need
some alone time, please.” And she would respond, “You always need alone time!”
I didn’t pay enough attention to her and I felt (and still feel) really bad about it.
However, lately, I have been spending much more time with her because I just have
more time in general.
I have realized what an amazing person she is, and I can’t believe that this funny,
loving person was always in front of my eyes. I am beyond grateful to be able to have
her as my sister. We have spent these last weeks just laughing together. Spending time
with her brings a smile to my face.
We have been playing with our dog outside, and yesterday, while we were in the
backyard, my sister asked me,
“Do you want to dance?”
“In the backyard?!”
“Yeah!”
Within a few seconds, I was full-fledged dancing and laughing like crazy. It was
the most fun I have had over the past few weeks.
Whenever I see her in her room or at dinner, I just smile. I am so lucky to be
living with such a crazy, silly, and happy sister. I can say that after spending a lot of
time with her, my sister is definitely, without a doubt, my best friend.
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My Father’s Daisy Apron

for my family to discover another
amazing part of themselves
and share these wonderful moments.
Otherwise, we never would have
witnessed my dad’s cooking skills.
And I will always treasure my hardworking father
in a daisy apron,
spoon in hand,
smiling from ear to ear as we taste his
newest discovery
and rave about its amazingness.

Jadyn Mardy, Hempstead, NY

Katherine Moran, Bristol

A Single Pebble

But other times,
when you realize that the robins
have still come back for spring,
and the crocuses are still blooming
and the sky is still as blue as ever,
despair can be reduced
to a single, small pebble.
And it is your obligation
to carry that pebble for a while;
everyone must at some point or another.
But soon that pebble will grow warm
and smooth in the palm of your hand.
It will start to wear away,
and shrink smaller and smaller
until little grains of sand start to slip
through your closed fist,
and its ashes are blown away
on a spring breeze.

Isabelle Wyatt, Lincoln

Sometimes there are mountains of it,
valleys and fields and rivers of despair.
And when you think of every face
you have not seen
but for the pixilated images on a
computer screen
and every hallway or classroom
that lies empty
and the concrete getting lonely
on all the abandoned streets,
there are oceans of despair,
each with its own tide,
rising and swelling
and threatening to drown the world,
and you can’t possibly imagine
what happens next.
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I had no idea.
None.
Who would?
But quarantine made things different.
Bizarre.
And in at least one way – amazing.
Did you know my dad can cook?
I did not.
My sister did not.
I don’t think he knew either.
How could he have known his talent for
cooking?
He used to work nonstop.
My father would leave early,
come home late,
and never, ever have time to cook dinner.
And then in an instant he was back in
our arms,
constantly,
working from home for only a few
hours.
Then he would put on the daisy-covered
apron,
stare intently at the YouTube cooking
video
and he would be in the kitchen for
hours,
chatting with coworkers, with us,
and somehow produce wonderful
chicken, rice, and vegetable dishes,
which we never knew could come from
our small kitchen.
How did you do that?!
We would ask in amazement, savoring
every bite.
And he’d excitedly talk about his newest
discovery
in barbeque, fried or sautéed techniques.
So – in a small way,
I am thankful for this time we had,

The Road
Eden Winsten-Pinel, Shelburne

I just want to go
down this winding road
to travel its full length
and do it again
and again
and again.
I want to spend hours
going up and down this road,
the wind in my hair and my friends
surrounding me,
chatting and laughing,
and I don’t care how fast I go,
whether we travel at a run or walk or we
drive.
I just want to go
up and down this winding road
and see where it takes me.
I want to watch as we leave
the fears of COVID behind
because we chose the road
that brings us together.
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Where Are You From?

Leave People Alone

Jalila Nazerali-Ruddy, Montpelier

Brooke Agricola, Milton

I was either five or six years old when I came up with a simple answer to a
question our family often faced which always seemed to require long explanations. We
were in Kampala, Uganda, where we lived until I was seven, walking to get ice creams
when a woman we didn’t know stopped us to ask where we were from.
My parents knew she wasn’t asking which area of the city we lived in, so they
launched into their usual complicated explanation, mentioning that my father was
born in Tanzania but grew up in the United Kingdom; that my mother, who was born
in the United States, was Irish by family background; that I was born in the Rakai
district of Uganda, and my older sister in North Carolina.
It is tempting now to give myself a more interesting motive, but I am pretty sure
I was just trying to get us to the ice cream stand faster when I cut the conversation
short, jumping in and blurting out, “But actually, we’re from Hong Kong.”
The woman took a step back, taking in all our individual looks: me with my pure
African heritage, my Caucasian mother’s silver hair and green eyes, my Anglo-Indian
sister’s dark brown hair, and lastly my father’s unmistakable Indian features. It was
quite a stretch to expect her to believe that any one of us (or our ancestors) came from
Hong Kong, but she couldn’t exactly say, “No, you are not”; especially not when my
mother, without missing a beat, decided to agree with me. “Yes,” my mother confirmed
with a nod, “actually, we’re from Hong Kong.” It was kind of like saying you come
from Gondwanaland.
Where are you from? It is such a mundane question, and one of the first that
gets asked when meeting someone new. When people ask it, they are usually not just
asking about places. They want to know who you are, what you have experienced,
what underlying stereotypes they could pin on you subconsciously.
So how do you answer a question that is often aimed to place you in a single
box when your answer would spill over into others? For the longest time, I answered
the question by talking about wherever it was I currently lived and temporarily called
‘home.’ After Uganda, it was Sudan, then Tanzania, and finally, for the past three years,
Vermont.
Strangely, it is the last of these places and the furthest from my physical place
of origin that has become the place I truly feel I am from. It sneaked up on me, this
feeling of deep connection, of rootedness in Vermont.
I find myself saying, “I’m from Vermont,” instead of “I live in Vermont,” and it feels
perfectly right. Like Hong Kong, Vermont is a place that I have claimed for myself; this
time not just as an abstract idea of ‘home’ but as a place where I really feel I belong,
and that belongs to me.

There are so many things that I think are wrong with our world at the moment,
and honestly, a lot of them don’t have much of a solution. One thing in particular that
really bothers me is people’s inability to leave other people alone.
I don’t care who you are, what you are, or what you do, as long as you aren’t
harming anyone else. Be whoever you want to be, be with whom you want to be
with, do what you want to do, etc. For some reason, lots of people cannot let other
people do those things even if it has no effect on them whatsoever. It really bothers
me when people hate other people for no other reason than they are offended by their
race, gender, sexuality or anything they can think of. … Sometimes people don’t even
know why they’re offended or against something. They just know they are, and so
they’re stuck in that perspective.
A lot of the time, especially when it’s about sexuality or gender, people say it
“clashes” with their religion or something along those lines, but I can never see how
that affects them personally. If you have the freedom of religion, why shouldn’t
someone else? And if everyone has freedom of religion, they shouldn’t have to listen
to yours nor you theirs. It’s not like every person of a different sexuality or gender is
trying to push their preferences on you, so you shouldn’t push yours on them.
Everyone deserves respect. It’s an easy thing to do to leave a person alone about
who they are. … It takes much more effort to bother them and push your ideas. If
someone changes their pronouns and no longer wants to be called he/she him/her,
respect how they want to be called and try to remember for the future. Respecting
everyone is something the whole world really needs to work on, and it’s as simple
as starting by minding your own business. I think everyone needs to learn or relearn
respect and to treat everyone the way they want to be treated themselves, just like in
preschool.

* This story won first place in YWP’s Community Journalism Project writing contest in February
2020.
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We Once

We once could laugh and talk,
not through a screen.
We once could go and high-five or hug
anyone we wanted.
We once could go out in public
without masks.
We once could go and walk down the
street
without people crossing to the other side.
We once took all this for granted,
but what we would give
to have it back.

Elle Gardner, Hinesburg

We once complained about going to
school;
some of us would pretend to be sick.
We once could sit in desks
for so long our backs hurt.
We once knew everything
would be okay.
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Ey Iran

My people love dancing and singing,
and getting together with relatives, and
staying up late, and tea, and gossiping.

Narges Anzali, Weybridge

We watch the news and
fear.

My people are not statistics, they are not
emotionless numbers, they are not
expressionless black chadors and
terrifying men with beards.

There are angry tears
a lot, nowadays.

I am useful to this country
until I am not.

Being an Iranian
in America is terrifying
sometimes.

I am valuable to this country
until I am the problem.

Knowing that both the countries
you are a part of hate each other
poisons you from within.

I am building this country
until it is decided that I
am the one tearing it down.

My mother prays for the people
who are detained at the border
who share our stories,
share our features,
share our country.

And sometimes I do not know
how to carry on with a smile
on my face whenever I go to school,
I am too busy thinking of
my aunts
and uncles
and cousins
and grandmothers
and grandfathers

My father prays for our family,
for all the people left behind,
who share our faces,
share our blood,
share our love.
I pray for ourselves because
they taught us what happened during
World War II and
you can love the U.S.
but not trust it.

Teach Me Climate

But despite the flaming headlines
I know more about slope and
Shakespearean sonnets
than about the very earth I live on.
I’ve learned nothing more about the
yellow flowers still blooming in my
backyard.
Our world is changing
and it’s time for our schools to do the
same.
I demand a climate education in school.
Teach me about the oceans,
the trees,
and the atmosphere,
climate refugees, inequality, and social
change.
Prepare me for catastrophic floods and
political instability.
Prepare me for the future that’s forced
upon me.
Teach me about the flowers in my
backyard
for I’ve lost my flower encyclopedia  
and the earth is already slipping away.

Sophie Dauerman, Shelburne

The first lab I ever worked in
was my backyard.
I was a self-proclaimed botanist,
taught by the wildflowers in the woods
and a soil-stained flower encyclopedia.
I researched the yellow flowers bursting
along the wood’s edge
and noticed
the book’s map of North America said
their range didn’t extend up to Vermont.
So why are they here?
I pondered.
Isn’t it too cold?
At the age of 7, my environmental
knowledge
was built of observation, not
explanation.
I could see climate change sprouting
before I learned the word.
Ten years later, I can tell you that the
earth is warming.
I understand the news stories of
greenhouse gases,
solar radiation,
species migration.

that are going to be the collateral,
the acceptable human damage if
everything goes even farther downhill.
I am scared
nowadays.

I never realized how quickly this country
could change its mind about you,
but then the travel ban happened,
and now this.

I am angry
nowadays.
I am so, so tired.

My people are not criminals,
even though you have made them out
to be.

Neelie Markley, Burlington
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Not Your Normal POC

Blank Ovals

The Loss of My Culture

Mateo Baker-Djele, Burlington

Charlotte Hughes, Willsboro, NY

Amanda Gomes, Middlebury

When people ask me what race I am,
I say that I’m Love.
Two different people came together
because of Love.
When people stare at my light-brown
skin,
I say that I’m me, an individual,
who can be anything he wants to be.
When people touch my hair,
I say that there’s so much more to me
than my beautiful crown.
I want them to respect what’s here –
all of me, not just what they see.
When people mistake me
for the black boy next to me,
who looks nothing like me,
I say that I’m different from everyone
else,  
and I’ll always be different.
So are you.
When people walk up to me
and start speaking a language they think
I know,
I say to stop assuming I am who they
think I am,
stop categorizing me like I’m a piece of
fruit.
‘Cause I’m not one.
If you want to know who or what I am,
I’ll tell you:
I am Love –
beautiful, extraordinary love.
I am a rainbow
with so many different, amazing colors.
But most importantly,
I am me.

You seem to think
I want a vote
a voice
a choice
a brain behind my grin.
But all I want are blank ovals
and a Sharpie to fill them in.

Growing up in America, I faced the burden that is losing my culture.
I lost my culture when I stopped calling my mother in public because I didn’t want
people to stare as foreign words slipped from my tongue.
I lost my culture when I began saying nothing while people claimed they “could
never visit a dangerous place” like the one my family is from.
I lost my culture when I was no longer proud of the curls that sprung from my head
after I showered.
I lost my culture when I began sitting silently as people mocked the accents of
immigrants, people who gave up everything to come here.
I lost my culture when I no longer followed the religious traditions that I had once
held so closely to my heart.

I’d color each
in orderly lines
like soldiers.
They would smolder,
but the fire-tinged vapor
wouldn’t burn away all my blank ovals
or the Sharpie marks bleeding into the
paper.
I would press down
my Sharpie,
inky blood,
deep grudge
carved into history.
These blank, blank ovals
are screaming to be touched by me.
If the world is
blank ovals –
yes or
no or
something in between –
some ovals are obvious
but some remain to be seen.
I mark in
my plain ovals,
the names are
the same to me,
mixed in a big stew.
But if society let me be free,
I’d fill in an oval for you.

56

These were the first signals of losing my culture.
I didn’t think it mattered; it seemed much better to fit in as an American than to fit in
with a culture that no longer surrounded me.
In a twist of events, it did matter.
It mattered because I was giving up my identity in order to fit into a world that I
know I belong in, regardless of my culture.
It mattered because I was washing away my heritage to blend in, when I should’ve
been using it to stand out.
It mattered because once I realized that this wasn’t worth losing my culture, it was
hard to gain it back.
When people like me are in a world like this, we always lose our culture.
But do not fear, it happens to all of us. You will get it back.

Heels

If something goes wrong,
take off those shoes and run.
I said okay and I nodded because I have
heard all this before.
Be prepared for the worst.
If you have to run for your life in school,
take off those pretty shoes and leave them.

Fiona Goodman, Brattleboro

Today
I wore high heels to school
and my mother said to me in the
parking lot,
“Be careful on the stairs,
and if something goes wrong and you
have to flee,
just take off those shoes and run.”

I should not be expecting to run for my
f---ing life in school.
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October 10th

She said that since she heard the news,
that prayer book had stayed close
to her. She told everyone that
it made her feel better,
reminded her of forgiveness,
and God.

Charlotte Dodds, Burlington

Yesterday was Yom Kippur and
someone fueled by hate
went to a synagogue
with the intention to hurt.

And I thought that
I wished I had a prayer book
of my own
and a God of my own
to guide me like this girl
was guided by her faith.

One of the girls in my class is Jewish,
and today she pulled out her prayer
book
that she had been holding to her chest
all day
to read the mourning prayer to everyone.

I thought, it sounds nice
to always have a hand to hold.

I Can’t Breathe

my neck hurts –
please please.

Gaia Lenox, Cambridge

but by the content of their character.

I can’t breathe,
he said again and again
with fear trapped in his eyes.
Please, I can’t breathe.

I do not know
how to wear oppression
on my skin
like a coat always too
close around my neck

I have a dream. It is a dream deeply rooted in
the American dream …

I have a dream today!

Please please please sir,
I can’t breathe.
They’re going to kill me.
I can’t breathe.

but I have hope
stitched into the back of my palm
as we all raise our hands and
yell,
‘It is time to stop!’

I have a dream that one day this nation will
rise up …

This is our hope …

I do not know
what it is like
to have my heart in my throat
when a police officer tells me I
was going too fast
around a sharp turn  

Man, I can’t breathe. My face.
Just get up.
Please please
With this faith we will be able to hew out of
the mountain of despair a stone of hope.

I have a dream that my four little children

Hands up.
Don’t shoot.
I don’t have a gun, stop shooting.

and I do not know
the worry that my father
or brother will leave the house
and never come back
because they said the wrong thing
to a boy in blue.
will one day live in a nation where they will
not be judged by the color of their skin

Eloise Van Meter, Fairlee

58

Mama,
Mama,
I can’t, my knee.
I’m claustrophobic,
my stomach hurts,

59

TINY WRITES
One of the most popular features on youngwritersproject.org is Tiny Writes, a community hub
where conversations and observations take place in brief snippets of 500 characters or less. This
year, an idea caught fire on Tiny Writes to document the coronavirus pandemic through an
ongoing thread of comments. Here is a sample, followed by the writers’ usernames.

can be really mean there, but no one
on YWP will say anything to hurt your
feelings. YWP is also a place where no
one judges you by your age. I’m in fifth
grade. I talk with high schoolers! Thank
you, YWP.

6/11/2020: At this point, I can’t even
imagine ever going back to what used
to be normal. When I wear a mask I feel
like I’m suffocating and trapped. How
can we ever go back to how it used to
be? It feels like nothing is happening, no
progress is being made.

– EpicElle

– NiñaEstrella

3/23/2020: Day 8 of social distancing: I
have begun talking to inanimate objects.
They do not talk back. Yet. …

4/28/2020: Down to using industrial
toilet paper. … Funny how some people
do close to nothing productive, and
others paint their houses and build
tables. I found I am the former. … My
dreams are becoming the highlight of
my day. … Just threaded a large role of
industrial toilet paper through a wire
hanger and hung it in the bathroom.
Enough said.

– New Leaf

Haha! We should do a ‘social distancing
journal’ where every day or so we’ll just
continue a thread of comments about
what we’ve discovered ... such as talking
to inanimate objects – can’t wait until
they answer!

– Treblemaker

– Treblemaker

5/2/2020: I think last month was the
weirdest month of my life.

3/24/2020: It’s 2 a.m., so there’s no one
to avoid. Do ghosts count as people I
need to avoid? My stomach has started
to talk, his name is Jared, and he hates
my diet.

– Crescent_Moon

Yes, YWP isn’t just a website, it’s a
community! It feels so good to be part
of something with so many others who,
no matter their age, love writing, and
to have your writing be read by other
young writers. … Thanks everyone for
making YWP awesome!

6/14/2020: It’s been 92 days in
quarantine today. That means 13 weeks
and around 2,208 hours.
– fire girl

6/17/2020: Today a little brown and
white bird kept hopping back and forth
on my windowsill and it made me think,
“Is he trying to tell me that everything is
okay?” I hope so.

– TreePupWriter

YWP is an amazing, safe space to share
your thoughts. When I am sad, I like to
come to YWP to read people’s poems or
Tiny Writes, because it instantly makes
me feel better. I am so grateful for this
community, for all of you, and for all the
inspiration that blooms in YWP.

– EllietheGecko

6/18/2020: I miss school. Waiting for
my schedule for next year to come. My
school had an end-of-year celebration
at a drive-in movie theater, and it was so
frustrating to see everyone standing by
their cars. We were all so close, but not
able to actually be together. :(

– Happydancer

5/3/2020: I have officially become a desk
potato.

– Abriatis

– Inkpaw

3/26/2020: The virus is closing in, and
it makes me feel further away from
my friends than ever. Sat outside just
watching people pass by, and it made me
feel a little bit better knowing that there
are some people left. … Life is feeling
kinda crummy.

5/5/2020: Sad, sad, sad state that the
world is in. Miss people and places and
literally everything. Miss normality. And,
heck, even school (there’s something I
never thought I’d say).
– hannah.banana23

6/5/2020: Hey guys. If you are feeling
overwhelmed with just all the major
events like the Black Lives Matter protests
and the election and the coronavirus,
you aren’t alone. There’s a lot happening
that’s really big right now and it’s okay
not to be okay. Just a friendly reminder
to take care of your mental health and
feel free to reach out to me if you need
to talk. *hugs*

– dogpoet

6/20/2020: Guys, I love these social
distancing journals. Imagine people in
50 years finding them somehow and
reading about what our lives were really
like during the quarantine.
– NiñaEstrella

– LadyMidnight

– EverlastingWaves

5/18/2020: When I joined YWP, I
thought you would just post some
writing, boom you’re done. But really,
YWP is not a place like Twitter or
Instagram or Facebook, because people

4/11/2020: Realization: It’s impossible to
sew together my heart when we must
stand six feet apart.
– Anna P.
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6/8/2020
School’s out, but I feel like summer has
been canceled ...
– EverlastingWaves
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The Rona Jaffe Foundation
Smugglers’ Notch Resort
Union Mutual
Vermont Book Shop
Vermont Business Roundtable
Vermont Mutual Insurance Group

Thank you to our major individual donors, including Bonnie Acker, Cathy and William
Aikman, E. Davies Allan, Caroline Anderson, Erin Anderson, Jacques Bailly, D.F. Bauer,
Scott Beckwith, Daniel and Jane Bennett, Dennis Boggs, Elizabeth Bundock, Anthony
Carleton, Nancy and Tom Carlson, Ruth Casey, Sakura Collins, Ann Compton, Jack and
Vicky Cupp, Harold and Kimberly Dauerman, Julie A. Davis, Teresa Davis, Alida Dinklage,
Frank and Joan Donath, Susan Donnis, Edith C. Hawksworth Trust, Evelynn Ellis, Ellen
Fallon, Cris Folley, Kathy Folley, Barbara Frankowski, Freeman French Freeman, Robert
Frost, Barbara Ganley and William Roper, Valerie Gardner, Mary Glass, Valerie Graham,
Recille Hamrell, Edward Heneveld, Gale Hurd, Jessica Hutcheson, Jacqueline Hyman,
Jessica Hyman, Joseph Kiefer, Coree Kirsch, Jane Knodell, Mark Koenig, Deborah and
Scott Lowe (In memory of Tony Horwitz, Pulitzer Prize-winning journalist and author),
Gregory Maguire, Martha Maksym, Michael Mathon, Mark McDermott, Charlie Nardozzi,
Bess O’Brien, Amber Paris, Melissa Pasanen, Kit Perkins, Aimee Picchi, Bernard and
Nancy Picchi, Ira Powsner, Ellen Read, Hillary Read, Andrea Rogers, Kate and William
Schubart, Margaret Skinner, Stephanie Spencer, Charles and Mima Tipper, Dana and
Marc vanderHeyden, Bruce and Lillian Venner, Lisa Ventriss, Dana Walrath, Ted Wimpey,
Anne Yates, and our anonymous friends.
Thank you to our partners, including American Flatbread, Burlington City Arts,
Champlain College, Clemmons Family Farm, Conversations from the Open Road,
CVOEO (Champlain Valley Office of Economic Opportunity), Flynn Center for the
Performing Arts, Fun is a Necessity, Kestrel Coffee Roasters, King Street Center,
Kingdom County Productions, Leonardo’s Pizza, Peace & Justice Center, Sugarsnap,
Teresa Davis Studio, University of Vermont, Vermont College of Fine Arts, Vermont
Learning for the Future, Vermont Public Radio, Vermont Stage, Vermont Young
Playwrights, VTDigger.org, UP for Learning, and Vermont media, schools, libraries, and
other nonprofits.
Thank you to the YWP Board: Jacques Bailly, Kathy Folley (Chair), Jessica Hyman
(Treasurer), Rita Markley, Nathaniel Millarhouse, Aimee Picchi (Vice-Chair), Hillary Read,
Shannon Ripp, and Mindy Wong.
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Here’s to YWP
Marina Sprague, Chelsea

Here’s to my second home.
Young Writers Project has helped me become who I am.
Here’s to my English teacher who introduced me to YWP.
Here’s to the interesting challenges that have sparked my
creativity.
Here’s to the positive feedback I received that kept me
writing.
Here’s to all the struggles that pushed me to keep fighting.
Here’s to the Tiny Writes that sparked many conversations.
Here’s to all the friends I’ve made through all our creations.
Here’s to all my published writing that I never dreamed
would be a thing.
Here’s to all the stories I’ve read that are so fascinating.
Here’s to all the great photographers and artists that
inspire.
Here’s to the people who work there that I admire.
Here’s to the excitement I still get every time I write.
Here’s to the community I’d like to wish goodnight.

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!
Back cover illustration by Vivien Sorce, Hinesburg
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Draw
Emma Knight, Montpelier

Draw. Draw like you’ve never drawn before.
Let your pencil drag on the page, leaving marks
so beautiful words cannot describe.
Just draw.
Let your creativity wash over you like waves.
Just draw.
Let your emotions pour onto the page.
And when you’re finished,
you can turn the page over and start again.

