
“Reflective,” by Molly Quavelin, 12, Burlington

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, Magnificent, Begin or end 
a story with this thought: “She had never 
seen anything so magnificent in her life.”; 
and General Writing.
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Happiness 
Happiness, joy: a feeling, but now I taste it.
It’s a sweet golden-brown,
looks like a moist cake.
I take a bite and swallow.
The sweetness erupts in my mouth.
It tastes like golden honey
and sweet blueberries.
I see bluebells and sunflowers and daisies.
When I swallow, the colors dance in my vision.
Happiness has a funny taste.
I cannot wait to try it again.

 – CHLOE DIROSA, 11, ESSEX JCT.

For you and the haying 
fields behind your house 
Every October I think
of you, standing beside that creek,
with your rain boots and your bag 
and your hands,
holding onto me. 
Every October I read
your poems. I run your words
through my head on repeat. 
I think of that time
I put my hand in yours 
and you couldn’t speak. 
How you stood there and
tried to breathe
and looked over at me
like I was the sky and you
were just opening your eyes. 
There are certain moments 
from which I will never recover. 
Swaying dizzy in your arms, laughing. 
Sitting on that bench in November, freezing.
Riding the bus next to you, 
our knees tucked up,
our thoughts tangled together under the seat.
Staying up at night, trying to collect
the pieces of you in a poem.
I have never stopped dreaming of you, 
never want to. 
I wake in the dark, 
feel the shiver of your smile on my spine, 
remember again that you are gone,
that I let you go. 
I have tried for three years to forget. 
I have tried to fall in love but there’s nothing,
nothing I can make myself feel without 
knowing you were the first.
I drove down your road the other day, 
just to see it,
just to stand in that field again  
and close my eyes 
and know I was as close
as I could get
to ever touching you again. 
I left and immediately had the urge 
to turn around. 
To go stand on your stoop and knock
on your door. I wanted to wait 
for the knob to turn, 
for you to see me there.
I wanted you to realize we got it all wrong. 
There are always second chances 
if we make them.
There is tomorrow, and next year,
and 20 from now when I could
run into you at some grocery store,
buying candied ginger and sunflowers. 
There will always be another if we write them. 
Tell me you still write them.

 – SAM AIKMAN, 17, RICHMOND

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

Slow days 
When the world is so entirely slow
and beautiful, it rains.
And I walk for ages, picking flowers
and ferns, choosing to forget
all that must be done when I return.

 – WILLA PELSCHOEN, 15, BOLTON

The laundromat on First Street 
     She had never seen anything so 
magnificent in her life. Right there. Just sitting 
there in the laundromat, next to the cart they 
give you to keep your freshly washed clothes 
in. An apple. Just sitting there. On the little 
table next to the plastic bench, only a small 
circle about 2 feet wide, with a pastel yellow 
tabletop and little white stumps for legs. 
There was nobody in the laundromat as far as 
she could see. She wanted to go in there and 
grab it. So badly. She should’ve. It could’ve 
helped her solve at least one of her many 
problems. 
     The apple was a bright green, almost neon, 
with a perfect stem and a little leaf hanging 
off the end. If you imagined a picture-perfect 
apple, almost cartoon-like, that would be it. 
She tried not to think about what could have 
been if she had gotten up and picked up the 
apple from where it sat. It’s hard to ignore 
something that could have made your day 10 
times better. 
     It’s sad to say that the next day the apple 
was gone. One of the janitors must’ve come 
in and cleaned up the small building, taken it, 
and thrown it in the trash. 
     She still regrets leaving the apple there. It 
might’ve changed her life. But she can’t think 
about what could’ve been. She can’t go back 
and change anything, and she can’t spend any 
more time thinking about that big green apple 
in the laundromat on First Street.

 – ILONA PARRISH-RUSSELL, 15, 
COLCHESTER

Autumn wonder 
When I wake up,
when my eyes open
for the first time in hours,
I prepare for the day ahead.
I brush my hair,
brush my teeth,
eat breakfast,
get dressed.
And when I go outside,
I stare at the brittle grass
losing its color,
its vibrancy,
falling asleep. 
I glance at the trees
towering above me,
their leaves spreading from
green to orange to red.
I smell the fresh,
chilling air 
that sends shivers 
through my body.
I watch as fog, a light fog,
a mysterious fog,
drifts over our town,
slowly but pleasingly.
And while my eyes 
take in the sights,
while my nose, 
my ears, my lips 
experience this paradise
we know as autumn,
my mind wanders to the future,
the costumes and hot apple cider 
on Halloween,
the decorative Christmas tree during winter,
the smell of dew in the morning,
and I get excited,
I get truly,
truly excited.

 – SCARLETT CANNIZZARO, 13, ESSEX

VERMONT PUBLIC RADIO

A magnificent sunset 
     Astrid had never seen anything so 
magnificent in her life. The sun slowly sank 
behind the mountain as an explosion of red, 
pink, yellow, and orange covered the sky. It 
felt like a dream. It calmed her, it felt like all 
her worries had gone away just by looking up 
at the sky. The waves from the lake fell against 
the rocks with a gentle crash. 
     “Wow, it’s so beautiful,” Ryan said, dazed in 
the moment. 
     “Yeah, it’s amazing,” Astrid said under her 
breath. A warm feeling consumed her. She felt 
like her world was turned upside down. Never 
in her 13 years had she seen anything like this. 
She took a deep breath and held it. She was in 
shock by the flooding colors that filled the sky 
as far as the eye could see.
     The sun was soon out of sight and all you 
could see was a small space behind the 
mountain where the colors still lasted, but just 
as quickly as it’d appeared, it was gone.      
     “I’ve never seen anything like that in my 
life,” Ryan laughed, still amazed by what she 
had just seen. 
     “That was so magnificent!” Astrid 
responded.  

 – EVA MAZUR, 13, CHARLOTTE


