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My grandmother 
sings 
My grandmother sings 
with an Irish accent. 
Her voice warbles, wrinkly and warm,
sweet as a bird’s song,
and a hearth in the heart of autumn.
My grandmother sings in the room 
next to me
as the storm hits, great gushes 
rattling the roof,
and I’m distracted from the homework 
I should be doing,
but my grandmother’s voice is earthy, 
and clear as a mountain stream 
bubbling.  

 – Willa Whitaker Jackson, 15, 
Marshfield 

Trance 
There’s a kind of trance
you go into while camping
where nothing matters,
except the leaf chain that you’re weaving,
and the mud around your feet,
and your sister next to you
making mudpies.
But nothing else matters.
Not why your friend
hasn’t texted you back.
Not the thing that happened
a little over two weeks ago
that you’re still trying not to remember.
Not even really the fact that
you almost lost your Pool Floodle
and almost polluted the lake.
Nothing else matters –
just your leaf chain,
and the extra-muddy mud.

 – natalie leWis, 15, norWich 

“Forest and Sky,” by Aurora Sharp, 18, Moretown

The question 
Every day, we all get asked 
the same question
by friends, family, strangers, 
and coworkers alike:
“How’s it going?”
“How is your day?”
I ask it too, and most likely so do you.
It’s a pretty strange thing to say,
because there’s only one way 
we expect someone to reply.
Why ask at all when we already 
know what’ll be said?
Yet we ask it regardless.
And even with this awareness, 
every time I hear it, I still hesitate.
What should I say?
Do I tell them the truth, 
even if it’s not great?
If it’s sad and tragic?
If it’s overly happy and braggy?
If it’s none of their business?
If I don’t want to talk about it?
What should I tell my family?
My friends, strangers, and coworkers?
Do I tell some people the truth, 
and others lies?
Mind racing with all this,
I just smile and say,
“I’m okay!”
But when I turn and ask them 
the same question,
I watch them go through 
the same internal debate.

 – Maddie thibault, 17, duxbury 

Separation 
Why does the rain 
tap on the window
when you can’t feel it?
Why will it remind you of 
the dewdrops dancing on the grass blades 
in early spring,
of August’s ocean breeze 
spraying saltwater in your hair, 
and of how the cold, damp snow 
of a December morning 
washes your eyelashes with fresh flakes
drifting from the sky? 
The rain on the window is different,
but it reminds you of this,
and it taunts you,
just pattering on the glass,
freezing your fingers
pressed against the windowpane.
And you think about 
what it would be like to feel the 
winter snow, spring dew, 
summer spray, fall rain.
But you don’t feel it at all.
And you forget those sensations 
that you once knew. 
You forget the feeling of them,
because the 
window 
makes them too far away.

 – lily Meyer, 13, Montpelier

SPECIAL THANKS THIS MONTH 

Lightheartedness 
Lightheartedness
is like a bird
flitting lightly through
gnarled branches.
Soft feathers of sunlight,
bright and weightless,
but ever so
delicate.
Shattered
by one word,
one sickening thud,
crunching, woody bark.
And all that’s left
is a small heart
with mangled wings.  

 – liaM kelly-thoMpson, 16, 
norWich 

Give me pie! 
If you ever see a pie
on the second Wednesday in July,
then tell me (once or twice), 
why I didn’t get a slice!

 – May thoMasson, 9, norWich


