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“Mushrooms,” by Molly Quavelin, 12, Burlington

The graveyard 
and the gardener
     Each spring, the tombstones of 
Ettenmoor Manor crown themselves 
in colors older than kings. Stern stone 
figures trail trains of creeping phlox, 
and ancient etchings are smothered in 
thick vines. Blood-red poppies reach 
through cobbled stone and soft petals 
bloom outward in downy ripples, circling 
and circling, as the air is filled with a 
sickly sweet perfume.
     If you walk among these tombstones 
in springtime, you will forget the damp 
gray that fills graveyards in autumn, or 
the aching chill that sweeps through them 
in the dead of winter. You will linger, 
heady with perfume. You will wonder 
when it was that you came here last, 
and why it was that you thought to leave.
     Eventually, you will decide to stay.
     That is, in all likelihood, the reason 
for the chains that are wrapped around 
the manor’s sharply ornamented gates. 
The canine barbs and imposing shadow 
of a monstrous house fallen into disrepair 
are not enough to keep the sweet scent of 
flowers and honey from drifting between 
the bars of that vast gate. … 

– AurorA ShArp, 18, Moretown

Excerpted; read complete story at
youngwritersproject.org/node/44524

Sunday
The rain has found its way
onto our mountain,
drenching each new bud
reaching for life 
in the foggy air,
smothering their joyous cries,
as mud seems to engulf us,
one 
by one.  

– willA pelSchoen, 16, Bolton

Burning home
Upon the rising of the flaming sun,
glowing and blowing, 
spinning ‘round a hole.
And around this giant ball 
of pure flame?
A little blue one 
with a tad of green.
Let us zoom closer to this little ball,
little critters move around 
and cover all.
They thrive, chitter, 
think of life as a game.
Now let us move away, 
into the forest, where a lonely man 
stands straight and tall.
He watches the sun, 
down on Earth, consuming
and burning, and in its path? 
Nothing. As the man watches 
what used to be warmth,
a silver tear falls 
from his once clear eye.
Do you cry? 
You may have lit the flame. 

– ethAn huAng, 13, norwich

SPECIAL THANKS THIS MONTH 

I miss the 
soft chirps
The day is quiet.
The forest is lonely, cold.
When will the birds wake?  

– MirAh lutSky, 11, wAitSfield

Soap 
I let a drop of soap fall
from the bottle onto my palm.
In the bottle it looks lilac.
In the air it’s as clear as water.
I smell it.
On the bottle, it says 
it smells like sweet pea and violet.
In real life, it smells only sweet –
like soap, maybe faintly floral.
Nice, but not as nice as advertised.
I rub it between my palms
with a little bit of water
and it transforms
into a completely different substance,
white and bubbly. Foamy.
Then, finally,
I remember what I’m doing,
and wash my face.

 – nAtAlie lewiS, 15, norwich

Little bird
Pardon me, little bird,
if you would be so kind. 
When the time came for you to fly,
were you ready to leave the nest?
Did you stand on the edge and jump,
soaring through the sky 
with your newfound freedom?
Or did your mother pick you up 
in her beak,
and drop you from that towering oak 
into harsh reality?
When you were dropped, 
did you learn quickly?
Did you spread your wings 
and glide gently down?
Or did you fall?
Did you come crashing down 
onto the forest floor, far below?
When you crashed, 
what did your mother do?
Did she come and whisk you away 
to safety?
To nurse you until you were 
truly prepared?
Or did she leave you writhing below?
To teach you the world is a cruel, cruel 
place that waits for no one?
Little bird, what was it like to fall?
Was it scary?
Did your mother want the best for you?
What was it like to fly? Was it fun?
Did you end up being okay 
after the excitement wore off?
Perhaps you can’t answer me.
Maybe you’re still down there 
among the dirt and twigs.
Perhaps you can’t hear me.
Maybe you’re still up there 
among the treetops and clouds.  

– MAddie thiBAult, 17, duxBury


