
SUPPORTING YOUNG WRITERS AND ARTISTS 
IN OUR COMMUNITY

HOW TO SUPPORT: Young Writers 
Project is a 501(c)(3) nonprofit that 
relies solely on grants and donations 
for support. If you enjoy this monthly 
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.

SPECIAL THANKS THIS MONTH 

VERMONT ARTS COUNCIL

ABOUT YWP
HOW TO JOIN: Young Writers Project 
(YWP) welcomes teens, ages 13-18, 
to join our free, online community of 
writers and visual artists. Youth who 
are 12 may join YWP with parental 
permission. Teachers are also invited 
to join to submit work on behalf of 
younger students for publication. To 
join or for more information, go to 
youngwritersproject.org.

First grade
My brown, frizzy hair was in a braid, 
and I certainly was afraid. 
We would learn new things,
and I would get to wear  
my brand-new, black-and-gold shoes.
I wore a dress and I looked fall-fresh,
ready to start my new school year. 
I would see my same friends 
and was ready to meet new ones. 
I introduced myself to new kids,
I felt like I was popular and fit in.
I twirled and twirled 
in my magnificent dress,
ready to impress and never stress.

– Marlea Parker, 10, 
Middletown SPringS

Sunset
A poem, a picture, 
never-ever the same.
Every one of them is extraordinary, 
and that’s easy to say.
A little bit of orange 
and a little bit of pink, 
probably some yellow, 
and, Wow! 
Don’t you think?

– eda Mae Fioretti, 10, 
Middletown SPringS

Like a dream
A sunset, so unique,
setting in the west, rising in the east.
So many colors glowing with pride.
They’re so full of life, 
they look like a dream.
How can I possibly see 
such a beautiful sight with my tiny eyes?
Filled with pink, gold, 
orange, and yellow.
Why do they have such pretty colors?
Why do you think?
Is it because the light 
hits them just right? 
Why is the sun lighting the clouds
such a pretty color of gold?
It makes me want to shout with glee.
Why are they so pretty?

– natalia tarbell, 10, 
Middletown SPringS

In the woods
Orange and red leaves 
crunched as we walked. 
We skipped and we sang, 
we hopped and we trotted.
The horses’ manes 
whisked about in the breeze.  
We tried to bring our minds to ease.
We were lost 
and there was no going back.
In the distance we saw cattle, 
“Ack!” 
Who would have cows 
in the middle of nowhere? 
Even a bear would have his cows 
elsewhere. 
Across a small nearby river 
we saw the outline of a house,
only about 10 times bigger 
than a mouse.
The tiny lights 
along the edge of the cabin 
framed our faces in pale yellow light.
Our hearts started thumping 
with all the fright
of bears –  
wait, no, badgers –  
or of whatever was inside!
Though everything was calm, 
I felt like the sun would never shine. 
Thoughts were rushing in my head, 
I felt my heart thumping in my chest.
I squeezed my eyes shut 
and let out a small scream…
Then I woke up in my bed 
with a loud, surprising sneeze.

– ainSley Carr, 10, 
Middletown SPringS

“Tomato Vine,” by Abrie Howe, 16, Stowe

Dream
Dream.
One day the stars will fall among us, 
and we must pull those stars toward
where they belong. 
One day a bully will get to you, 
but you push them off you. 
You have human rights, 
so you must use the small power 
you have under that radiant smile. 
Just as Hedy Lamarr said, 
“Try everything. 
Join everything. 
Meet everybody. 
That’s the secret of life.” 
So don’t let them take you down. 
Stand tall. 
Stand brave. 
And most of all, be kind. 
Dream and accomplish what you want. 
Don’t let them get to you. 
Dream.

– i. aMoS, 10, killington

The art of laughing
She taught me to laugh,
head tossed back, 
hair cascading down my back. 
She taught me to laugh, 
the loud, happy sound reverberating off 
every surface in the room, 
drawing the eyes and ears 
of everyone in the room.
And most importantly,
she taught me to laugh 
in a way that makes me feel 
like I am flying, arms outstretched, 
wind pulling gently at my clothes, 
my hair, my soul. 
She taught me to live without a care 
and to find little moments of joy
that are always surrounding us, 
if we look for them.

– Siena Stanley, 15, briStol


