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“Bubbles,” by Vivien Sorce, 15, Hinesburg

The fog  
The perfume bottles on my dresser
are waiting for me to spill them.
And my pink Converses,
the ones with hearts drawn on the soles,
are anticipating the next time 
I trip over my own feet.
Things are interesting here in the fog,
dreamy,
but somehow
I still feel the blood pumping 
through my body each minute.
As it rains today,
I’m choosing to believe 
that I’ll be washed away at some point,
and fall asleep on the forest floor
until trees curl around me
and pull me into their tangle of roots,
so I’ll vanish,
and maybe that will be easier.

– Willa Pelschoen, 16, Bolton
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Terror is valid  
For the first time in my life, 
I am terrified.
Terrified for my life 
and the lives of others. 
Because this is real, 
this is actually happening.
Standing on the front steps before class, 
hearing murmurings 
in the classrooms, half the students 
including me are here.
The teachers inform us 
what the lockdown protocol will be 
if there is need,
how we can go home if we don’t 
feel safe.
Show us where the darkrooms are, 
lock the doors.
Whispers in the hallways, 
everyone looks tense.
“School shooting,” 
they whisper.
We have been threatened 
with a school shooting.
No one knows what to do.
Fake laughter and scared eyes 
fill the school,
and for the first time ever,
I am terrified.
Terrified for my life 
and the lives of others.

– siri Dunn, 15, MorristoWn

The girl with 
the mean laugh  
She has a laugh, a mean laugh,
and it is meant just to hurt you.
And she knows this laugh all too well
because she did not invent this laugh.
She learned it 
from the people around her
when she realized that they weren’t 
laughing with her.
And a mean laugh is the only thing
protecting her from pain. 

– lily Meyer, 12, MontPelier

Serotonin  
If I could,
I would feed you serotonin on a spoon.
If I could,
I would pin daisies to the windows 
of your bedroom,
softly as you fall asleep,
but chest-deep is too far for placebo 
sweetness,
and I love you too much to lie.
You will not say goodbye
to your red-speckled eyes,
and it hurts,
my love,
but I cannot promise 
an end to the empty nights.
Your heart cannot stop 
its rabbit-quick convulsions
any more than your lungs can give up air,
and the only-spoon-fed serotonin 
will leave you more hollow than before,
I know.
I know you need a final day
to count on, to count to,
to scratch onto the floorboards 
with your fingernails,
but the best I can do
is tell you
that you will get better...

– aurora sharP, 18, MoretoWn 
Excerpted; read complete poem at
youngwritersproject.org/node/43095

Give and take  
She takes from my soul every minute, 
but feeds it new strength to beckon it. 
Leaves my body cold, 
but teaches me what all cannot hold. 
She gives new heartbeats, 
but all remain for one purpose.
She kills flowers, 
but forces rivers to pass without forfeit. 
The days are bright and full 
because of her, 
but nights are in mourning. 
She’s called Time. 
No one can call her “mine.”

– eMily Van Dyke, 18, northfielD

Someone 
Beauty will never cease to exist 
in this world;
it simply goes into hiding
from time 
to time,
waiting for a special someone
who cares enough
to come looking.
Someone who is strong in the ways
most of the world is not:
Kindness. Caring. Love.
Someone who will gently peel back
the branches hollowed by suffering,
that mark both death and life anew.
Someone who will caress
the sorrowful life left in nature
with true pain in their hearts.
Someone willing to apologize
for the hurt and destruction
the human race is responsible for.
Be that someone.      

 – Whitney Dykstra, 14, Monkton


