
“Tomato Vine,” by Abrie Howe, 16, Stowe

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 an 
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, attend online 
workshops and events, be inspired, and 
get published! It’s free!

This week, we present responses to 
the challenges, Sunrise. Watch the sun 
rise and describe what you see and 
experience in words or photos; and 
General Writing.
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The rising sun
Colors of all sorts blend together as my thigh 
presses up against the cold, hard pavement.
The smell of dew still lingers. 
I look up at the swirling colors 
pasted in the sky, almost as if someone 
has taken a set of watercolors 
and splashed them all across 
the dark blue skies I once fell asleep to. 
My hair sways as the wind whistles in my ear.
Oranges, pinks, purples, and yellows 
all melt into a work of art  
as the warmth of my heart 
begins to seep into my stomach.  
The sun slowly begins to peek out 
from behind the mountains.    
My face loosens as my chilly, rosy cheeks 
begin to heat up in the warmth 
of the rising sun.

 – PIPER GOODKIND, 11, ESSEX JCT.

Summer skirts 
     It was October, but Margo was still wearing 
short summer skirts. She was cold, of course, 
with her ice-crystal curls, still half wet from 
her early morning shower. Goosebumps lined 
her arms, each prickly bump a reminder of 
the fact that the warm breeze of summer 
had turned to a frozen chill. Though cold, she 
enjoyed the way that it woke her, jerking her 
away from her white-sand-palm-tree dreams. 
And, though it pulled her further from 
warmth, it brought the dew-drop memories of 
sweet ice cream closer, and she savored each 
bit of warmth still left over from the beautiful 
feasts of summer. 
     She stared across the horizon, hearing 
the trickling stream in the woods near her 
backyard. She followed the sound, crunching 
through faded red leaves past a brown, grassy 
field. The sun was barely awake yet itself, 
slowly creeping out from burly, naked hills. 
After a couple minutes, she finally reached the 
stream. 
     She peered over the edge of the clear 
stream, slippery mud creeping onto its mossy 
banks. Margo slipped off her sandals and 
delicately dropped down into the stream, 
being careful not to slip. She wiggled her 
toes, chilly water surrounding her ankles like 
quicksand. She bent down to pick up a small 
rock the size of a marble. She looked closer, 
eyeing swirly blue ribbons traced by milky-
white stone. She wiped the smooth stone on 
her skirt, drying the treasure of all memory of 
its former home. 
     Margo closed her eyes, listening to the 
slight whoosh of tree branches, and the 
cheep-cheeping of the morning birds, finally 
awakened by the crisp fall air. She would have 
stood there forever, observing the quiet peace 
of the forest, if it weren’t for her mother’s 
voice in the back of her head, telling her she 
would be late to school. 
     As she trudged home, she reflected on the 
morning, and decided that, though summer 
was scrumptious, fall would also come to be 
quite majestic indeed.

 – AMELIA MACHANIC, 11, ESSEX JCT.
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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, Executive Director, 
sreid@youngwritersproject.org; 

(802) 324-9538.

THANK YOU!

SPECIAL THANKS 
THIS WEEK

Grey 
The sky is a cool grey.
(I’ve spelled it with an E, did you notice?)
The sky is grey like her eyes,
like the ocean.
It’s autumn, and it’s grey,
like my skirt, the skirt
I wore because she said she liked it.
Hands intertwined, she is
plaid and cream shirts,
she is honey and tea, she is
ink-smudged fingers, and
she is grey, just like
her eyes, like the sky.
It’s grey, and I think I quite like it.

 – ESRA ANZALI, 13, MIDDLEBURY

The art of laughing
She taught me to laugh,
head tossed back, 
hair cascading down my back. 
She taught me to laugh, 
the loud, happy sound
reverberating off every surface in the room, 
drawing the eyes and ears 
of everyone in the room.
And most importantly,
she taught me to laugh 
in a way that makes me feel 
like I am flying, 
arms outstretched, 
wind pulling gently 
at my clothes, 
my hair, my soul. 
She taught me 
to live without a care 
and to find little 
moments of joy
that are always 
surrounding us, 
if we look for them.

 – SIENA STANLEY, 15, BRISTOL

Umbrella
A girl bought an umbrella yesterday – 
to protect herself from the rain.
It was a nice thing to have it. 
This way she could see the rain 
falling all around the umbrella, 
but not have to get wet.
She was protected.
She could walk up and down the sidewalk 
and people wouldn’t bump into her, 
because the size of her umbrella 
gave her a bubble of air all to herself.
People would compliment it sometimes –
they would say that they liked the pattern 
or they just liked the way it looked 
against the gray sky.
She seemed sophisticated – 
her umbrella made her stand out 
from the general scene...
but in a good way.
The girl across the street appeared 
in the opposite light.
She blended in with the gray sky to a fault – 
to the point of almost disappearing.
Her hair and clothes were drenched in rain. 
She had no umbrella.
She was not protected.
People bumped into her as she walked 
because no one noticed she was there. 
But it wasn’t her fault.
She didn’t have the opportunity to get dry 
because where she lived it was always raining. 
For her, 
there was no escape.
The girl with the umbrella had noticed her, 
but she hadn’t said anything. 
She had been glad that she was dry, 
unlike the other girl. 
She was glad that her clothes weren’t plain.
Just then a car came down the street 
that stretched out between the two of them.
It swerved to avoid getting the girl 
with the umbrella wet and instead 
plowed right through a puddle 
closer to the plain girl without the umbrella, 
soaking her even more.
The moment was full of silence 
and the sound of falling rain.
The girl with the umbrella 
expected the girl without one to yell 
or call after the driver 
for what he had just done...
But instead... 
she just stood there.
The girl without the umbrella 
let the rain wash over her, 
with her eyes glued to the pavement, 
blurred by tears that could have been 
confused for raindrops.
It was hard for the girl with the umbrella 
to watch.
She called out to her,
“Hey! You can share my umbrella if you want.” 
The girl without the umbrella looked up.
She hesitated, then crossed the street, 
then whispered, 
“Thank you.”

 – ANNIKA GRUBER, 16, CHARLOTTE


