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“Ice Lace,” by Katherine Moran, 16, Bristol

Stars
The air smells sweet, 
the air is cool,
the grass so full of life,
so full of life.
It all makes you feel small,
but also like the world 
is made just for you.
You whisper secrets,
the trees whistle secrets of their own,
and now you know them too.
And you wait for the stars to come out,
you look at the sky
and close your eyes.
And you wait for the stars to come out,
and they come out,
and although logic says otherwise, 
you know they are just for you,
just for you.
And they gleam in the sky
like happy tears
leaking out of eyes
unseen
but understood.
And you whisper secrets,
and the stars sing them back.
And others might not look at the stars;
that is okay.
Just please don’t take my stars away.

– LiLy Meyer, 12, MontpeLier
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Whispers
You can’t always hear the whisper,
but it’s always there.
It’s easy to go too fast,
not care about things that aren’t always 
right there screaming in your face.
But if you slow down,
if you take a step back,
if you listen closely,
you might hear something...
something important,
something you need to hear.
It might not be in words,
but it’s there:
the rising sea,
the warming summers,
the dying animals   
(the ones who heard it 
whispering to you to come,
to hear,
to listen).
Because you need to hear
before it’s too late,
before our world is gone,
before all the doors in the hallway 
we’re endlessly walking down shut.
Before we get to the end of that hallway,
and it’s all over.

– eLise o’Brien, 12, 
east MontpeLier

Climate change  
There is more than just you on this Earth
and there is more than just me. 
There is more than just us on this Earth.
There is this: There is sky and stars 
and moon and sun.
We explore them over and over, 
hoping to discover their secrets.
There are trees we’ve planted, 
to grow big and real.
Do we do that for nothing?
There is more than then.
There is more than now.
There is after. Next. Soon. Future.
What about dreaming?
What about growing 
and accomplishing and living?
What about fighting for something we 
believe in, standing up for our rights?
What about us?
The children of this place, 
this world, a world we have built?
What about our future?
Because you and I, me and you,
we have not been around 
long enough to make this place 
what it is today.
None of it is our fault.
We deserve a future.
It’s going to be our future.
There is more than just life on this Earth.
There is more than just 
blood and breath and bone.
There is more than you and me, us.
There is this: There is laughter and tears 
and hope and words, and 
love and caramel and Rubik’s Cubes.
And what about rain?
What about sitting through 
glorious thunderstorms, 
dancing as the wind whips your hair?
What about resting in the arms 
of someone you love, laughing 
at stupid movies together?
How about hoodies? 
Winter hats and hot apple cider? 
Won’t you miss that?
Because if we continue going 
in the direction we are going, 
there will be no need for any of those.
There will be no snow, 
no glimmering colors 
mingling on rooftops.
This is the reality of our existence...

– siri Dunn, 15, Morristown

Excerpted; read complete poem at 
youngwritersproject.org/node/42267

Her love
     I yearn for it; her. Her beautiful green 
dress highlighted with the gold throats 
of birds, puzzled together with golden 
ferns.
     She housed me and my loud sense of 
passion, as I knew she cared enough to 
ignite it. She dipped my chocolate hair 
into never-ending beads of water and 
flowers. She teaches us to be lasting by 
giving us more to handle than we can 
bear weight to. Yet I love her, her skin 
of wind, her fingernails embedding into 
her curled green hair. Her body, moving 
through the trees, touching and 
breathing fire into her heart. 
     I am free with her. As I am her child.  

– eMiLy Van Dyke, 18, northfieLD


