
“The Sky’s the Limit,” by Phi Freebern, 12, Richmond
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the writing, photos, and art submitted 
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work on behalf of their students. Join 
us and experience the YWP community: 
Create and connect with other young 
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get published! It’s free!
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We are not gone 
We are teenagers, this is us.
Hear our heartbeats, breathe our air, 
taste our words.
Our lives are not at all 
what we’re told they’ll be.
The pictures we are in are beautiful 
because we make them so.
Because no one sees the battle we fight 
to make them so. 
Because we shed our armor 
before anyone can see it.
Because we wipe away the blood 
and sweat and tears
and hide the chainmail 
under our baggy T-shirts and say,
I am fine,
I am fine,
I am fine.
We are teenagers, this is us.
Dancing on coals, embers rising.
Embrace the pain, call it pleasure.
Overly dramatic, too much emotion, because
chemicals are coursing through our brains, 
and besides,
the world is our stage, and 
we are the actors.
People are scared of us but
we’re scared of us too.
We are teenagers, this is us.
Sarcastic laughter, hugs, and high-fives.
Because isn’t life just so funny?
Headphones in, drown out 
the words we hear
and fill our minds with the words 
we feel like listening to.
We are young and dumb 
and have our lives to live,
and we are going to.
We are teenagers, this is us.
Dancing in the soaking rain, 
arms and faces lifted,
Christmas lights wound around our bodies, 
spray paint and blush staining our skin.
We are green, purple, orange, ice-yellow, 
pink-pink, hot-blue, broken-beautiful-red, 
screaming at the sky,
fingers tangled in hair, 
urgent hormones rushing through.
Oxytocin is like alcohol, turning our vision red 
and making our heartbeats quicken.
We are teenagers, this is us.
Learning how to say “I love you” 
in Spanish, French, Italian.
Our reasoning?
Because why not?
Photos dangle on strings from wooden beams.
This is the past,
this is the present.
I don’t have pictures of the future.
We are teenagers, this is us.
“Don’t you remember?”
is what we’ll say in 50 years,
but for now, live in the moment.
We are teenagers, this is us.
We are the future.

 – SIRI DUNN, 15, MORRISTOWN

Voices of young 
Vermonters on the 
issues that shape 
their lives

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

NOV. 20, 1 PM – Join us every month to 
share your words, snap your appreciation, 
and just hang out with other YWPers from 
across the country. All events are FREE for 
YWP members. To sign up for this online 
event, go to: youngwritersproject.org.

SPECIAL THANKS 
THIS WEEK

OH SNAP! Online Open Mic

The return
Sadness can only linger
so long until it starts to eat
you from the inside out,
your heartbeat in its hands.
Dew dripping from eyelashes
stuck together like lovers
saying their last goodbye,
the morning is happy.
Soft hands, chapped lips
begging for water down a
dry throat, she is his sun.
A life intertwined with a story,
a voice full of regret, 
sadness can only last so long.
Or at least, 
that’s what they say.
My sadness grows slowly,
and she says she can see it in my eyes.
My thinning face, paling skin,
it’s all part of the future 
I have built in my mind.
Parts of me seep out along with my
happiness,
my skin peels off with my joy.
And out of the ashes, 
she is reborn.
Another life to dust.

 – ESRA ANZALI, 13, MIDDLEBURY

Her grilled cheese
She found hope between the buttery, 
melted lines of her grilled cheese.
She found despair in her soggy 
green mess of peas.
She would have preferred to go to Applebee’s,
but the wind outside 
was more than just a breeze
and her parents said 
the roads might freeze.
So she was inside 
with no sun to make her sneeze –
only a fire to warm her knees –
but with a soft squeeze,
she found hope between the buttery, 
melted lines of her grilled cheese.

 – KAI HILLIER, 17, HINESBURG
Climate Change Contest!

Oct. 21 – Nov. 14

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

In writing or visual art, 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? In writing or visual art, 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

Who wouldn’t?
Red is a color as bright as flames,
the color of my face 
when my siblings annoy me. 
It’s a color as bold as rubies. 
It’s a color as warm as one’s heart,
a color as pretty as roses.
It’s a color as delicious as cherries,
a color as warm as the sun on a summer’s day.
It’s a color as strong as the anger inside you, 
a color as juicy as the inside of a watermelon. 
It’s a color as cozy as blankets and scarves 
on a cold winter’s day, 
a color as sweet as M&Ms. 
It’s a color as smooth as lipstick,
a color as vibrant as the leaves during fall.
It’s a color as bold as a stop sign,
a color as fun as a clown’s nose. 
It’s a color that can be as sweet as love 
on Valentine’s Day... 
Red, red, red, a color so warm and bold!
Who wouldn’t love red?

 – LUCY VO, 11, ESSEX JCT.


