
Vertigo 

Imagine the roads 
had no more lines,
books’ words were all in German,
the sun left behind the yellow,
and barrels all ran out of bourbon.
Imagine the stoplights 
became purple, 
the morning started at night,
mothers ran with wild horses,
and pigs flew around like kites.
It’s not that this would happen,
but the frantic idea that it would –
for why should all stay the same,
just because someone 
says it should?
If money weren’t worth a dime,
but monkeys all could sing,
the world might be in havoc,
and the view would be 
a funny thing.
For minds are made of sponges,
they seek challenges 
brought to light,
and to closeminded individuals,
a poem such as this is just not 
quite right.

 – BELLA BAILEY, 16, MILTON

“Little Painting,” by Katherine Moran, 16, Bristol
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Humanity 

Why do we not teach the young
how to explore pain?
We all endure these twists of fate,
yet we paint them with disdain.
For a species that defines itself
as supposedly superior,
our tolerance for feeling things
is so intolerably frail.
We have no time 
for the one reason
all else were deemed inferior.
The pride we give 
to our emotions
rivals diplomas on a wall.
We think it shows that we are able,
but if we truly were,
would we need to tell the world,
to flaunt that fact at all?

 – MARGARET EAGAN, 18, 
CHARLOTTE

Mine garden 

Thy woods be not for conquering,
but for running swift and long.
From wolf, 
toward deer.
With river, 
on Earth.
Ye ivy be not for pruning,
but unfurling and undoing.
His forest be not for lumber,
but the sweet, low song 
of oak trees.
Mine garden be not 
for nurturement of my own,
but of all the rabbits and bees.

 – ZOE BERNSTEIN, 16, JERICHO

Fresh snowfall 

The mountaintop glitters,
work of a fresh snowfall
with more flakes to come.
Foxes run through the thick forest,
leaving petite marks as they go
saying “Foxy was here.”
Puffy chunks of snow
fall from limp trees,
rebuilding the chilly layer.

 – MIRAH LUTSKY, 11, WAITSFIELD

Tomorrow I’d 
like to live alone

I’d like to live alone, some days –
picture window, 
red mug, snow.
Someone’s visiting tomorrow,
tomorrow I will live alone again,
wait for the next tomorrow. 
(I want it more.)
Stay a night,
stay an extra one.
Go to sleep early to 
catch something or go somewhere,
tomorrow stop for breakfast 
on our way 
(too early to cook).
Coffee or hot chocolate?
Paper cup, 
outdoor breakfast. 
Three walls of snowflakes
(fourth is the building). 
It’s too early in the morning 
to not be in love,
cold enough to feel calories 
do me good.
(Sometimes I forget this is life.)
Can we walk some more?
Just until springtime, 
just until the snow melts.
Or just until tomorrow. 
Tomorrow I’d like to live alone.

 – PHIN HOLZHAMMER, 17, 
MIDDLEBURY

The wonders 
of having a cat 

     Now and then, I am struck with 
the epiphany that I am not the only 
consciousness in this world. This 
realization does not come when I 
talk with other people, but rather 
when I am with an animal. It 
happens most often with my cat, 
and I am always amazed by the 
realization that he is right there, in 
that moment with me. 
     Our interactions are somewhat 
peculiar. He refuses to sit on my 
lap, and barely tolerates being 
held. But if he is lying on my bed 
and I lie down next to him, he 
becomes incredibly friendly. He will 
get up and start rubbing his face 
against mine, purring loudly. After 
several minutes of this, he will lie 
down next to me, and I have the 
privilege of watching him. 
     The level of detail and 
similarity is astonishing. The fur 
on his face is soft and fine, with 
intricate patterns on his nose and 
under his eyes, which are not a 
solid color. They are green, 
unevenly tinted with copper, and 
remarkably similar to mine. And 
when he yawns and closes his eyes, 
I yawn too, and lay my head down 
next to his. I know this moment 
will not last. Eventually, he will 
grow bored of sitting next to me 
and wander off to find somewhere 
else to sleep. But I know this will 
happen again. I’ll come into my 
room to find him on my bed and I’ll 
lie down, both of us enjoying each 
other’s company without needing 
to say anything. 
     In a time when I am always 
rushing to finish any old thing, or 
start a new thing, these are 
wonderful moments that make me 
feel as though I have all the time in 
the world to just exist, right here.

 – ORIN PAXTON, 16, BURLINGTON

Hope and happiness 

     Hope weaves through the 
most difficult times, and it can 
change the life of anyone. Hope 
and determination are a powerful 
combination. One by itself is easily 
overlooked, but if two of the most 
mind-grappling words are placed 
together, it can open a new realm 
of possibilities. 
     Sadness drapes over the lives 
of many like a shadow. However, 
hope is like the sun trying to peek 
through the angry clouds after an 
unwanted storm. It can shower 
the world below through simple 
means, even if people think the 
worst. The world without 
happiness is near, but the feeling 
of hope bounces back like a 
boomerang, ready for battle. 
     The world is experiencing 
havoc. The deadly outbreak has 
taken the lives of so many 
people without warning. COVID-19 
is banging on people’s doors and 
letting itself in without mutual 
understanding. Something that 
will not go away when asked. The 
little voice that goes by the name 
of hope is silenced and the 
negative thoughts start pouring 
in astronomically. 
     The bright future of the younger 
generation is slowly fading away 
and taking its last breath. It’s like 
the air is poisonous for those who 
seek it. It’s like the world doesn’t 
want you to succeed in the darkest 
of times. Many people approach 
the end of the tunnel and see 
nothing but pure darkness. Two 
evil eyes stare back and the hope-
less ones look down, apparently 
doomed forever. 
     The memories before the 
childhood destroyer are being 
shredded to pieces, but as 
promised, hope is on its way from 
its long journey. It just takes people 
a while to realize how an emotion 
as strong as hope will never be 
diminished even if the person it’s 
tackling is.
     Hope is smart, hope is 
ambitious, hope knows how to 
get around the unthinkable...  

 – MEILI WINCHESTER, 15, 
COLCHESTER

Excerpted from original; read at
youngwritersproject.org/node/42815

My school poem 

I come to school every day, 
sit for hours working away,
but sometimes, no reason to stay!

 – PERRY BOURGAULT, 17, 
CHARLOTTE


