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Fly 

Wings flapping she
Soars and 
flutters 
In a swirl of 
rainbow
colors
She glides through the clouds
Touching the sky like magic
A pause— 
Only a small moment
Yet it feels like forever 
She beats her wings
But doesn’t fly 
She falls, 
Gliding toward the ground
She spins around
Wishing she could fly 
Hoping she could fly
Believing she could fly
Her wings flap 
She soars
Fluttering and 
Reaching for the sun 
She touches the sky 
And flies. 
                                                                                                                                              
 – ABBY HART, 13, RICHMOND

Sea glass 

It sits on my window
catching afternoon light,
shining and glinting dully:
sea glass.
Fragments held in the mouth of 
a sculpted fish,
worn by sand and curling waves, 
passed down from my great-aunt 
in great, green-blue chunks
from a time when they were more 
the ocean’s trifle than treasure.
Another jar sits on the shelf:
smaller shards, hand-picked,
gathered in summers passed, 
amid the sand and the salt. 
This jar is splashed with brown 
and white,
with only flecks of navy and indigo, 
like sapphire stones in a riverbed. 
It smells like memories, 
like childhood, 
like the beach and the glee of 
bending down to scoop up 
something precious,
just for you. 
It’s scattered in the garden too, 
little seashells filled with the 
baubles and trinkets of the ocean,
pebbles and snail shells 
and chunks of rounded glass, 
and additional pops of color in 
the planted stone wall.
Sea glass is time spent together 
with family, 
laughing and relaxing in 
the summer sun,
sky bright overhead and ground 
warm below. 
Every year, another piece clinks 
into the jar, the garden, 
the glass fish, 
and another small smile spreads 
across my face.
                                                                                                                                              
 – GABRIELLE LINDENMEYR, 17, 
SHELBURNE 

Regret 

     There are good races and there 
are bad races. At the end of a good 
race, my body feels as if it is dying, 
but after a few minutes, I am 
happy. At the end of bad races, I 
feel unhappy, but my body feels 
more or less okay. The feeling of a 
good race is better than anything 
else in the world. The feeling of 
a good race is better than ramen 
soup and spring rolls. It puts you 
in an amazing mood for the rest of 
the day. 
     During a good race, your 
muscles are burning but not heavy. 
Your body is tired but not hurt. 
You don’t feel like you might be ill. 
No cramping. You are able to keep 
your head in the game. You are 
able to stop your thoughts from 
wandering. Keeping your head 
in the game is like apples in the 
winter: It’s hit or miss. During a 
race, you cannot let your thoughts 
wander. 
     In a good race, by the end, you 
are thinking, I am never getting 
back on a bike ever again. By the 
end of the race, you should be in 
pain, you should feel like you’re 
going to throw up. You are 
redlining so hard you can no longer 
see the trail. By the end of a good 
race, endorphins are pumping 
through your blood, through your 
body, so you finish. 
     But the endorphins are not 
the only things that motivate me 
during races – there’s regret. Ten, 
maybe even five minutes after I 
cross that finish line, the regret 
starts. The thoughts crash down 
on me. I feel fine now... I should 
have just raced faster. I should 
have pushed harder in that one 
part, and that other part. The pain 
is gone now... I should have just 
worked harder. Directly after the 
pain of the race subsides, all these 
thoughts take over my head. Then 
during the next race, I remember 
the regret and try to race faster. 
     In a good race, as soon as I cross 
the finish line, I’m on the ground, 
nothing left in my tank. I can’t see 
straight, maybe I feel faint, maybe 
I drink a little bit of water to clear 
the gunk out of my throat. 
     At the end of a good race, 
there are no regrets. No matter 
what place I’ve come in, the race 
has been a good one if I have no 
regrets.
                                                                                                                                              
 – JUNE YATES-RUSCH, 14, BRISTOL 

My father’s hands 

     My father’s hands are rough 
with ridges, deep as the valleys 
bridging the rolling, green 
mountains he now calls home. Each 
wrinkle is a different story that he 
tells as he folds the pages of books 
and tucks me into bed. Unlike my 
dad, my hands are not yet etched 
with veins and wrinkles that will 
reflect the paths I will follow, or the 
stories I will live. 
     Sometimes, late in the night, 
when the world is quiet and the 
dark covers me like a blanket, I 
feel my heart beating in my hands. 
From my thumbs to the tips of my 
fingers, it is the only thing to 
remind me that I am alive.
     Even now as I write this, my 
hands are the things that are bring-
ing my thoughts to life. Everything 
we have ever touched, held, or 
been, is stored within our hands. 
They are extensions of ourselves, 
and our way of experiencing the 
world.
     If they reflect our past and 
present, why is it so hard to believe 
that through them we can see our 
future?  
                                                                                                                                              
 – CLARK CLARK, 14, SHELBURNE 

When I write 

When I write,
the wind is a paintbrush
to my dreams, carrying them
to my tender palm.
Imagination has free rein
on infinity’s masterpiece, so
she runs wild, wild and free.
When I write,
everything is at my fingertips
and nothing is impossible.
And oh, isn’t that
the most wonderful thing?  
                                                                                                                                              
 – ELISE COURNOYER, 13, 
RICHMOND

Carrying a torch 

Love, to me, is an ember.
A soft, warm, glowing thing.
(A fragile, fickle, flickering thing.)
And as I hold it gently,
sputtering in the crease of 
my hand, all I can do is beg it 
to grow, to burn brighter, to live.
My friend stands beside me,
hands under my own,
and I let silent tears seep into 
the story I tell her.
Of fear. Of want.
Of joy and loneliness.
My ember flickers in the dim light, 
and I tell her of the summer I spent 
feeding it; 
of painstakingly building it into 
something lasting, something real.
I murmur of who it’s meant for...
and of what it really means to me.
I’ve never kept an ember this long.
Still, it dims in the crease of 
my palm, and I curl inward. 
I want to feel its warmth again.
Desperately, I want to see it rise 
into flame.
To leap and dance like it did 
the night I asked him.
The night he said yes.
And I am terrified.
And I am anxious.
And I am nearly resigned… if not 
for my friend.
My friend, who clasps my hands 
and closes them gently around 
the ember, and just smiles.
“You’re good at keeping things 
warm.”
Like it’s the simplest thing 
in the world.
And I feel myself glow again.                                                                                                                                           
                                                                                                                                             
 – ROSE LORD, 16, CHARLOTTE

Let your mind wander 

Imagine you’re a wave.
Where do you start?
Where do you end?
When to crash? When to drown?
What to carry? What to sink?
Which way do you go,
and where do you call home?  
                                                                                                                                              
 – WILLCOX ELLIOTT, 13, 
HINESBURG

The wild future 

It was that... Ocean ran from 
her polluted plight, her waters 
pillaged of their life. And when 
Freshwater looked for sanctuary 
in Ocean’s embrace, she was gone.
It was that... Forest fled with 
her soft coat of tulle, out from 
under mankind’s dark rule. And 
she looked over her shoulder 
and waved goodbye
to her friend the Rainforest, 
whose strong trunks had been 
felled, and where he once lay was 
now a wasteland of stumps that 
used to be trees.
It was that... the Desert was always 
dry, but now he’s truly parched,
with the sun’s once-welcoming rays 
now a fiery inferno 
scorching his skin. And so he has 
deserted, which despite his name, 
he has never before done. 
It was that... the Arctic’s ice was 
once quite nice, cold, but home 
to some, but now she’s gone, just 
another one lost to the war 
between loss and life.
And now they’ve all fled. 
I don’t know where. 
Maybe they’re waiting on you.  
                                                                                                                                              
 – ASTRID LONGSTRETH, 13, 
JERICHO 


