
“The Orchard,” by Emilia Williams, 15, Thetford Center

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

At a villa in Tuscany 

“The bugs are dying at night,”
I say to my cousin as we sit by 
the pool in the pitch-black heat. 
She laughs and says, “I’m going to 
steal that line for a poem.” 
I say nothing and 
splash my legs in the cool water. 
We watch creature after creature 
throw themselves into the pool’s 
clear surface (Do they wonder if 
they will go to another world?), 
only to thrash about in the water, 
until, eventually, they die and are 
pushed by jets toward the 
edge of the pool. 
There is one who fights for what 
feels like hours. After some time, 
though, it dies, and we decide that 
that is enough, and it’s finally time 
to return inside and sneak more of 
the tiramisu the chef left behind, 
abandoning the dead and 
dying things 
to their long night ahead 
in the pool.                                                                                                            

 – CHARLOTTE DODDS, 17, 
BURLINGTON 

YWP NEWS & EVENTS

My ode to nature 

     When I am in nature, I realize 
how small and insignificant I am, 
and that my struggles today will 
not affect me long-term. I cannot 
waste my life away inside my head 
and miss all the beauty that stands 
in this moment. When I am away 
from my reality, I am a lover of 
nature, a poet. I have spent the 
happiest moments of my life 
outdoors, shaded by a pine. I have 
even spent the days where I feel as 
if my world is crumbling around me 
outside, taking a midwinter walk. I 
seek out nature when I feel down, 
and I find myself already in nature 
when I feel joy.
     One of my most transcendental 
moments in nature was when I was 
snowboarding by myself. I took a 
trail into the woods, which might 
be dangerous, but you can never 
feel in danger when you are in such 
awe. The vast mountain was 
covered in snow-coated trees. The 
perfect temperature, snow drifting 
down all around me. There was 
complete silence, and I was in 
perfect solitude. This moment was 
so incredible that I had to sit down 
in knee-deep snow, and time 
stopped moving. I don’t remember 
anything that happened after, but I 
was left with the feeling of 
wholeness and perfection. The only 
other times I have felt so amazing 
were on late nights beneath the 
stars with the people I love most. 
These moments might not be so 
significant to an observer, but they 
did and always will mean the world 
to me.                                                                             

 – GRETCHEN FITZGERALD, 15, 
BURLINGTON 

If you squint your eyes 

If you squint your eyes just enough, 
you should be able to see 
through the cloudy haze 
that blocks your vision.
If you squint your eyes just enough, 
you’ll see things anew. 
If you squint your eyes just enough, 
you’ll begin to see a world 
you cannot
when your eyes are fully open. 
If you squint your eyes just enough, 
you will see that the sky 
is a deep violet. Not blue. 
If you squint your eyes just enough, 
the ocean isn’t blue, it’s dark teal, 
a shade of the night sky.
If you squint your eyes just enough, 
the trees don’t stay still, 
they sway and morph 
into things you’ve never seen. 
If you squint your eyes just enough, 
you should be able to see 
through the cloudy haze 
that blocks your vision.                                                                                                       

 – RILEY BERNATCHY, 14, 
CAMBRIDGE 

Decorum

You are in the sun,
and get water once a day.
Don’t die on me now.                                                                                                          

 – PENELOPE ZYGAROWSKI, 15, 
BURLINGTON

Heart taking root 
(soul in flight) 

Each year I set out, 
with spirits so high;
with a smile on my face, 
a not-yet-weary sigh,
to wrestle the Earth 
and make love to the sky,
and revel in all that is living.
The Long Trail, it beckons, 
its promises sweet,
and I’m nearly bewitched, 
yet held back by my feet,
that remind me again of the pain 
and the heat,
for nature can be unforgiving.
But still I forge on 
with my trail-mates in tow,
for such an endeavor 
is no fun alone,
and we bicker and banter 
and quarrel and groan,
but the love underneath, 
it is brimming.
We’re eight weathered souls, 
and our mission’s begun:
to shorten the gap 
between us and the sun,
to lose rational thought 
in the rush of the run,
and find joy in the rivers we swim in.
It’s how I escape, year after year,
how I blend with the world 
and relinquish my fear,
and how just for a moment, 
the sky is so near...
I can know, without doubt,
I am living, I am here.                                                                                                       

 – ROSE LORD, 16, CHARLOTTE 

You are my safety 

I want to feel safe,
wrapped in a cloud,
your hand in mine.
I want to be happy,
sunflowers blooming,
your laugh in my ears.
I want to feel loved,
fingers on my cheeks
playing with my hair.
I want to be the most precious,
powerful thing in your eyes.                                                                                                       

 – AMELIA VAN DRIESCHE, 16, 
BURLINGTON 

Kindness mourning 

I don’t believe you know me,
no – I’d recognize your taste.
You must’ve just mistaken me
for the girl with freckles on her face.
I saw her around yesterday,
shining glee and delight.
For I am only gloomy,
darkness compared to light.
She’s magic, I might add,
good at wearing kindness capes.
She might just be
the only one
who’s let me go escape.
I’m her biggest foe;
we dance like moon and sun. 
When I show up,
she disappears,
and the show has just begun. 
She can’t help that I am here,
I’m here because of her.
She gives too much,
and takes a hit,
from which I do occur.
I’m the sad part of her heart,
the blue in golden veins.
The only way to set things right
is for me to mourn her pains.
But stay a little longer, 
she’ll be out in just a bit.
I’m almost done,
it won’t be long –
she’ll be sure to bring her wit.                                                                             

 – BELLA BAILEY, 17, MILTON

YWP’s annual anthology of the 
best writing and art from the 

2021-22 school year is coming soon. 
Watch the YWP website, 
youngwritersproject.org, 

for details!

Questions 

Equations stretch across 
a gridded page,
looking like a jumble of lines 
and curves,
but they answer questions
that have been wondered for ages, 
and they solve the riddles 
of our world
that have been locked 
and stored away 
for ages. The delicate equations 
find solutions to problems,
but still make more questions
that will be answered when the 
numbers and symbols 
are rearranged.  
Equations stretch across 
a gridded page,
making the world question more, 
or less.                                                                                                         

 – MAELYN SLAVIK, 12, 
BURLINGTON 


