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Young Writers Project is a creative online community of 
writers and visual artists, based in Burlington since 2006. 
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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
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SPECIAL THANKS THIS WEEK

YWP NEWS & EVENTS

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

2021-22 school year is published.
Visit the YWP website at

youngwritersproject.org/node/36674
to preview and order a copy!

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

Tradition 

In my family,
every Thanksgiving –
even when we had to be on Zoom,
miles away, 
but still so close –
we write down
all the things we are grateful for.
Every “grateful” has its own paper,
lined by a beautiful scrap
we’ve found somewhere.
So when we are feeling sad,
we look at our gratefuls
lining the dining room walls
to remind ourselves
that not all is lost,
and we are not alone.                                                                                                                                           
                                                                                                           
 – AMELIA VAN DRIESCHE, 16, 
BURLINGTON

Copper wires entwining 

I snip the wire, letting it fall.
The shard flutters into my hand,
willing to lend me a chance.
I begin to bend, twist,
and twirl the copper string.
I manipulate the metal,
braiding it and entwining it
until shortly it pleases my eye.
The imperfection washes over me,
I am compelled to respond.
I tweak the curves, 
flatten the spikes,
and continue to twist.
The wire soon snaps from 
being twirled one time too many.  
The piece is ruined –
but maybe I can improvise?
I retwist the weak piece,
making it more and more unique.  
The imperfections stand boldly,
making it more shocking.
The masterpiece sits gently 
between my fingertips
as I admire the copper mistakes 
I was able to entwine together.                                                                                                                                        
                                                                                                                                                 
 – MAELYN SLAVIK, 12, 
BURLINGTON

Fourteen years 

     1. My flesh met the fogginess of 
the world, and I opened my eyes 
– so bright, too bright. I closed my 
eyes, took a breath, and when I was 
ready, my lips broke into a smile and 
my eyes lit up to meet love’s, as so 
many leaned over and told me I was 
a miracle, a miracle, a miracle. I am 
joy.
     2. I am strong now. I know to wail 
when I see the clouds and beam 
when I see the sun. I will waddle so 
fast that no one will be able to catch 
me, and while I wait for them, I will 
sunbathe in my own pride. Now, I 
know to cry when I hear thunder 
and laugh when I see the blue sky. 
I will dance when I see a rainbow. I 
am confidence.
     3. Everything I touch is blanketed 
with a new quality. There is light, 
and color, and texture and smell 
and reality and emotion. The most 
random of moments solidify 
themselves forever in my mind, 
little do I know now. Memories. 
And these memories are beautiful 
things. They are glossy, and they 
glint in the light. Now that I have 
become a little person rather than 
a helpless nothing, I can hold them 
tight like precious treasures. And 
oh, aren’t memories a wonderful 
thing? I know of their beauty. I am 
wisdom.
     4. I haven’t stepped a toe into 
that notorious thing called school 
yet, so for now, I am still free. For 
now, I can still play and jump and 
run and make shadow monsters on 
the tallest rock in the river, because 
I haven’t learned enough to know 
better. My vocabulary extends 
beyond something countable on my 
fingers, and I wield it like a sword. 
I’ve always loved words. I speak and 
I do and touch and eat whatever I 
want, for now, and I enjoy the 
moment, because I don’t know any 
better. Rather, any worse. I am 
freedom.                                      
     5. I move slowly, carefully. I dip 
one toe into the rainbow-carpeted 
classroom, and relearn my ABCs. I 
am shy, apprehensive. I edge closer 
to some and farther from others. I 
am still a mere witness to the world, 
not necessarily a part of it yet. I 
laugh without realizing it, which I 
will learn later is a beautiful thing. 
I laugh often. The teacher’s voice is 
sweet and soft like caramel, like a 
goodnight lullaby, like the whistling 
of the wind, like new buds blooming 
into flowers, like molasses 
spreading on a pastry, like melted 
chocolate and raspberries, like a 
morning dove’s call, like a 
freshwater spring, like fresh and 
warm bees’ honey, like a song, a 
very nice song. There are so many 
things I don’t know, but I am okay 
with that. I am patience...                   
                              
 – ELISE COURNOYER, 13, 
RICHMOND

Excerpted; read complete story at
youngwritersproject.org/node/46413

Reflection 

I wonder what I look like. 
I have only ever seen my smile in 
photographs and reflections. 
I have never seen the way 
my smile beams
like my friends say it does. 
I have never seen my eyes light up 
when good news comes my way. 
I have never seen my eyes, nose, 
or mouth. 
I have never fully seen myself. 
So tell me what my eyes look like. 
A blend of what colors?
Tell me the shape of my lips. 
How do they curve at the top? 
Tell me the structure of my face,
for I have never seen some of 
my facial expressions 
that make my friends laugh. 
I want to believe what I have seen 
is me, but at the same time,
I don’t.    
                                                                                                                                              
 – ANNA O’REILLY, 15, 
SOUTH BURLINGTON 

Complete stars 

     There is true intimacy in being 
understood. The feeling of sitting in 
silence and knowing that our hearts 
are beating in sync. Realizing that 
whatever constellations make us up, 
they complete each other’s.                                                                                                                                         
                                                                                                                                                 
 – ROMAE MARTONE, 14, 
WILLISTON 

Tidal pools 

Tidal pools:
They come and go, 
they rise and fall,
they flood, then stall.
Crystal water goes forever,
horizon far beyond my sight.
My legs beckon me forth,
encouraging me to take a dive.
A brief indulgence, a quick taste.
A short dip, and I’ll never be 
the same.
Float on my back and close my eyes.
Ebb and flow with the tides.                                                                                                                                           
                                                                                                                                             
 – MADDIE THIBAULT, 17, 
DUXBURY 

The worlds we visit 

When we sleep,
we drift up,
rising to 
a land of promise 
and opportunity.
A place where
we can dream,
and be ourselves.
We re-encounter
the day,
and the day before,
going over it a hundred times
until it’s branded in our minds.
We reveal our 
hopes and promises, 
stretching them out into
a foggy recollection.
We sing 
to ourselves
of a land of tomorrow.                                                                                                                                        
                                                                                                                                                 
 – WILLCOX ELLIOTT, 13, 
HINESBURG 


