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YOUNG WRITERS PROJECT

Young Writers Project is a creative online community of 
writers and visual artists, based in Burlington since 2006. 
This page features highlights of the writing, photos, and 
art submitted each week to YWP’s website. We invite all 

youth, ages 13-18, to sign up for a free account on youngwritersproject.
org. Youth who are 12 may also join with a parental permission form 
found on the site. Teachers of younger students are encouraged to 
open accounts and submit work on behalf of their students. Join us and 
experience the YWP community: Create and connect with other young 
writers and artists, be inspired, and get published!

HOW TO SUPPORT YWP

Young Writers Project is a 501(c)(3) 
nonprofit that relies solely on grants 

and donations for support.

If you enjoy this weekly feature, 
please consider donating online at 
youngwritersproject.org/support. 

Or mail your gift to:
 Young Writers Project
47 Maple St., Suite 216
Burlington, VT 05401. 

Contact: Susan Reid, YWP Executive 
Director, sreid@youngwritersproject.
org; (802) 324-9538

ABOUT YWP

SPECIAL THANKS THIS WEEK

THE OAKLAND
FOUNDATION

I miss that 

I miss you,
like the soft sand between my toes,
the water rushing over my feet,
the wind stinging my cheeks 
on moonless nights.
Like the four waving leaves 
that marked my luck,
the melting snow down my back,
and all the bittersweet things 
that have built my world.
You gave me light, 
and I miss that.       

 – ADDISON SCHNOOR, 14, 
WEYBRIDGE

I see you 

I see the way you pretend 
not to care – I know you do. 
I see it when you wear a facade 
of flowery sunshine 
over your sadness blue.
I see the way you forgive. 
Say it’s okay, but don’t forget.
I know how hard you try each day, 
open mind and clean slate.
But slates dirty quickly 
and minds soon close.
Still, the next day I see you 
do it again.
I see the hope flickering 
in your eyes when secrets confide 
in your ears. 
I see how you take your time 
to pick apart the lies 
they leave you with.
I know you want out of the limbo, 
and I want it just as much as you.
I can feel the way you hide 
your hurt, because your hurt 
is mine too.
We share it together, me and you.
The weight you carry is a lot 
on your own,
but I see you; you’re not alone.                

 – GRETCHEN FITZGERALD, 15, 
BURLINGTON

Dear body 

I’m sitting in my bio class,
learning all about you.
I think we need to have a chat
since you don’t do what 
you’re supposed to.
Did you know
when tissues tear,
you’re supposed to fix yourself?
You have the way to repair
with no external help.
How about those things 
called joints,
fickle as can be.
They’re supposed to bend 
and glide,
they’re supposed to move 
pain free.
Muscles work together,
nerves send proper signs.
Wouldn’t it be better
if with these rules you could align?           

 – MARGARET EAGAN, 18, 
CHARLOTTE

The pull of the moon 

There is never silence 
in the old house 
because of the rattling radiator.
And the paint chips that fall upon 
it, and the creaky walls 
that loosen the paint chips.
And the rusty beams 
that wiggle the walls and the ocean 
air that rusts the beams.
And the pull of the moon 
that salts the ocean and 
the big bang that spun it ‘round.
There is never silence 
in the old house 
because of the model train set.
And the drivers, 
three triplet children, 
and their makers, 
two tired parents.
And the parents’ makers, 
their parents, and the ones 
before that, before that.
And the pull of the moon 
that salts the ocean and 
the big bang that spun it ‘round.
There is never silence 
in the old house because 
of the industrious termites.
And the raccoon that scared 
the termites to the walls and the 
boats that scared off the raccoon.
And Randy at the shop who fixes 
the boats and his husband’s baked 
goods that keep them in business.
And the pull of the moon 
that salts the ocean and 
the big bang that spun it ‘round.
There is never silence 
in the old house because 
of the dish-dropping counters.
And the mortar that 
made crooked the counters, and 
the rain that thinned the mortar.
And the low-tide pools 
that fed the rain, 
and the tides that filled the pools.
And the pull of the moon 
that salts the ocean and 
the big bang that spun it ‘round.          

 – ZOE BERNSTEIN, 16, JERICHO

Nonsense 

Silence is so chaotic 
sometimes that
you wish the silence would
be quieter,
so maybe you 
wouldn’t 
notice it so 
much.          

 – LILY MEYER, 12, MONTPELIER

The good and the bad 

     In folk belief, a spirit is the vital 
principle or animating force within 
all living things. But for me, I think 
a spirit is a person or thing that 
watches over you. Or it sometimes 
is even yourself. 
     My spirit is big – not in a large 
way, but something that matches 
my personality. It is bizarre, with 
crazy hair that hurts to brush, and 
it loves to read and write. It’s 
resilient, no matter what other 
people say to put me down. 
     My spirit can fly, or at least I 
like to think it can. I want my spirit 
to touch the stars and everything 
beyond them. It is strong, not 
physically but mentally. My spirit 
keeps me in check and makes sure 
I don’t push myself too far. It can 
yell with the voice of a lion roaming 
around its territory. 
     My spirit is who I am, the good 
and the bad. It is annoying, always 
talking at the worst times, but also 
quiet, never raising its hand in 
class. My spirit likes to stay up late 
reading, no matter how much it’ll 
regret it in the morning, and uses 
its own made-up words in everyday 
conversation, forgetting they’re not 
real. My spirit gets annoyed easily, 
just doesn’t always show it. And my 
spirit sometimes criticizes, though 
it can’t do better. 
     A spirit is more than a person 
looking over you – it’s something 
that describes you, or is your best 
friend. Your spirit is what you hold 
close to your heart. 
     I love my spirit, and my spirit 
loves me.           

 – CHLOE NGU, 14, WILLISTON

Self-appreciate 

I don’t love myself.
Not my typical-length hair,
my thin, pale lips.
Not my bitten-down fingernails.
I don’t love my body –
my long but bulky legs
or my largely carved nose,
the way my feet stand crooked.
I wish I loved what I see 
in the mirror,
but I don’t, and that’s okay.
I’m working on it.
What I truly love about myself
is the way I think of rain,
the sad Earth 
making its sorrows known.
The way I know 
the frogs will dance,
maybe a waltz by Mrs. Frog. 
The way the desert longs for it, 
how my old rain boots 
start to smile.
The way I love when it rains,
when it snows,
how a stranger walks in the dark,
how I wonder about life...
That’s what I love 
most about myself:
the way my mind wanders.            

 – BELLA BAILEY, 17, MILTON

WINTER 2022 CONTEST
Trees: Lifeline for our planet 

YWP NEWS & EVENTS

The challenge: 
Given the vital role of trees for 
moderating climate change, in words 
or visual art describe the importance 
of trees to you and the critical role 
they play in saving planet Earth.    

Categories:
1. Writing – Fiction, nonfiction, 
poetry, prose, songs, commentary 
2. Visual art – Photography, 
painting, drawing, comics      

Contest deadline: Feb. 28, 2022
Submissions can be made at 
youngwritersproject.org/node/43222

Thank you to Branch Out Burlington 
(BOB!) for their sponsorship and 
support of this contest!

Blue haiku 

Refreshing and cool.
Sorrowful and icy-cold.
A blue euphony.         

 – THOMAS COTTER, 14, MENDON


