
“Vermont,” by Lily Meyer, 12, Montpelier

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!

YOUNG WRITERS PROJECT

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.

YWP NEWS & EVENTS

SPECIAL THANKS 
THIS WEEK

3:55 a.m.
3:55 a.m. and our alarm is going off – not one 
of those with an unbearable ringing sound, 
but more of a slow (lapping) wave that
quietly finds its place at your side, 
bidding you to rise for the new morning.
Thirty minutes later and I’m finally unzipping 
my sleeping bag, exposing myself to the air 
that sits outside of my overnight cocoon: 
the air that is cold enough 
to chill me down to the bone.
(It will always be difficult to adjust to these 
sudden changes in temperature.) 
But when I finally step outside the tent, 
all that’s there to greet me is the 
pitch-black darkness of the sky 
that cascades down over the pine trees
(their fallen, yellowed leaves 
are scattered arbitrarily across the wet gravel),
and when I look upward, the new moon 
(deep within her own changes) 
shines fiercely down onto my face. 
She wasn’t there before. 
(Last night we gazed at Jupiter and Saturn 
as we delayed our inevitable leave, and  
I wished the moon had shown up too.) 
She must have risen while we slept, 
while the soft clink of heavy raindrops 
fell from the trees to the tent top, 
ringing out over and over. 
Now it’s 6 a.m. and we have the heater 
going in the car as we pull out 
of the now-empty campsite, which 
looks as if no one has ever even been to – 
it’s cold, clean, uninhabited. 
This image bothers me until 
we get to the rocky seashore 
and the sight of the sun 
(pinks, yellows, reds, everything) hushes us – 
she has sneakily met up with us (all to 
show off her incandescent rise into the sky). 
And we sit, transfixed by this beauty 
(the couple on the rocks ahead of us 
appears so close to the sun, 
like they’re burning with love and happiness), 
and I sit there thinking that 
I never want to leave, 
never want to face the changes. 
But it’s 6:50 a.m. and the sun is 
contentedly situated in the wide-open sky 
and we are leaving 
(and there is nothing I can do but follow the 
twists of this dirt footpath we are walking), 
and maybe this could be better, but 
we can’t stay here much longer if 
we want to remember this as a good thing, 
right?

 – CHARLOTTE DODDS, 17, BURLINGTON

Flynn 
The old theater is haunted 
with worn velvet notes of melody.
And in its tarnished brass door handles,
trombone ghosts can play.
The lights flick on and off in hues only known 
by moonlight.
And raining down like rose petals 
are the pattered chords of memory.

 – ZOE BERNSTEIN, 16, JERICHO

Observations from the yard
     Leaves are on the ground. Another 
reminder that the warm, blissful summer days 
have come to an end.
     Moss growing between the cracks of my 
stone walkway holds the moisture and scent 
of recent rain. Looking down at it takes me 
back to a happy place in the past. Deep woods 
covered in green. Many things happened 
there, but that is a story for me.
     In the early morning, my Halloween 
decorations take on the eerie glow of the 
rising sun. A spider, eyes bright red, hangs 
from the roof by a thread. Old, crumbling 
gravestones poke out of the ground. Bright 
orange pumpkins reflect the yellow autumn 
sun rising over the trees. The scent of the pine 
trees above wafts down with a rain shower 
of pine needles, joining those already on the 
ground, dried brown by the summer sun.
     One last blooming flower, bright pink in 
color, rests in our otherwise dead flowerpots: 
a sign of hope on another dreary morning.

 – GRETCHEN FITZGERALD, 14, 
BURLINGTON

Grilled hope
A little girl sat down and pouted 
because the place she sat was very crowded 
with people coming from near and far 
through the door that had been left ajar. 
And even though the room 
was filled with pleas 
to let them in without any fees,
she found hope in the buttery, melted lines 
of her grilled cheese.
And even though her baby brother cried, 
she still smiled a smile that was very wide. 
Her mother was trying to stimulate 
her brother, as they had a very long wait.
Looking down at the melted butter took 
her thoughts away from her sobbing brother. 
She thought all of this as they tried to get in 
to a vet clinic called the Dolphin’s Fin,
as people around her called out in pain
as they learned they would never see 
their beloved friend again.
She was still happy in this place 
because she was happily stuffing her face.
And even though the chances were slim,
and the situation was very grim,
she felt like a rainbow was shining over her 
when she saw a dog come out 
with brownish fur. 
She looked to her mother and said,
“Look, Mom, the dog’s not dead!”
They all ran over and shouted out with glee 
as the dog bounced around happily. 
So even though you may frown,
and the world can seem to turn upside down,
you can always find hope in the buttery lines 
of a good grilled cheese.

 – PIPER INGERSOLL, 12, WILLISTON

Shabbat candles
The flickering lights
illuminate the darkness
of our warm and cozy house.
The wax melts onto the shiny walnut table,
drip by drip.
The sun fades into the horizon
of the bright green evergreens 
and the hot tones of the maples.
Owls hoot from the treetops;
the birds fall asleep in the darkness.
Our house sits beneath a blanket
of twinkling lights called stars,
just like the ones that live in our home
this night and each Friday. Just myself 
or my whole family join our voices
with our beautiful Shabbat lights.

 – ANNA DAUERMAN, 14, SHELBURNE

Climate Change Contest!
Oct. 21 – Nov. 14

TWO CHALLENGES:    
URGENCY: Climate change is a global 
problem that is also deeply personal. 

Impart the urgency of this issue as 
you see it. 

    APPRECIATION: What cherished place, 
aspect, or experience of the natural world 

do you most fear losing due to climate 
change? Compose an ode or tribute to it.

Respond to one or both challenges in 
words or visual art as often as you like – 

and win prizes and publication!

DEADLINE: Sunday, Nov. 14
More details at youngwritersproject.org


