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YOUNG WRITERS PROJECT

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 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

ABOUT YWP

SPECIAL THANKS 
THIS WEEK

LISA SCHAMBERG 
AND PATRICK ROBINS

That someone 

Sometimes in this world, 
there are people who feel lost, 
hurt, sad, and forgotten.
Like there’s no one in the world 
who feels the same way.
Like you’re all alone
with no one who can help,
no one in reach,
no one who has had 
the same feelings as you.
But that’s not true.
Someone, at least one person, 
has had the same feelings as you,
no matter the situation.
Someone has been hurt,
someone has been forgotten,
someone is sad,
waiting,
just like you – 
just waiting on someone
who feels the same way.
Maybe that someone is you.                                                                                                         

 – EVIE CROWELL, 11, 
BURLINGTON

Vertigo 

I see your brown eyes and
my head spins.
Are you smiling?
Or filled with disdain?
Do you smile at my messages?
Or brush them away?
Am I just a distraction?
I know there’s more to life
than you.
I will accomplish more than
fumbling turns of phrase,
stuttering,
pulled by your orbit.
I love you in an all-consuming
solar eclipse of pain.
They say to move on,
but my roots have grown deep
into poisoned earth,
trapped,
waiting for closure.                                                                                                            

 – ZOE MUI, 15, SHELBURNE

WINTER 2022 CONTEST
Trees: Lifeline for our planet 

YWP NEWS & EVENTS

The challenge: 
Given the vital role of trees for 
moderating climate change, in words 
or visual art describe the importance 
of trees to you and the critical role 
they play in saving planet Earth.    

Categories:
1. Writing – Fiction, nonfiction, 
poetry, prose, songs, commentary 
2. Visual art – Photography, 
painting, drawing, comics      

Contest deadline: Feb. 28, 2022
Submissions can be made at 
youngwritersproject.org/node/43222

Thank you to Branch Out Burlington 
(BOB!) for their sponsorship and 
support of this contest!

I hear 

I hear the birds
singing in the trees.
I hear the whispers
of a cool winter breeze.
I hear the crunch
of my boots on the snow.
The forest gives life,
now you know.                                                      

 – MOLLY SILVIA, 13, SHELBURNE

With the gulls 

From here, your
songs are the wind, blowing
over this lake. I stand on 
this muddied beach of mine, feet
bare, enjoying the southern breeze.
It is soft and caring, it is
you; like all wind, it carries
your dreams. I close my eyes
and with the gulls, I catch 
your desires and fly.                                                                                                          

 – EMMETT JARVIS, 16, 
MONTPELIER

Bound with possibilities 

I look up at a night sky 
bound with possibilities.
Maybe life, maybe plants.
Perhaps a sea 
filled with grass and flowers.
Or a mountain range 
made entirely of water.
Could it be a planet 
just like our own,
or something totally different, 
beyond what we could imagine?
It could be filled with technology 
or superheroes,
or be bland and special 
because it isn’t.
When you look up from it, 
what do you see?
Is it twinkling lights, 
much like our own?
Could you see each planet clearly, 
or nothing at all?
What is there,
laid out upon the twinkling stars?
All of these possibilities, 
or none?
What is there, in this night sky 
bound with possibilities?                                                                                                            

 – MAELYN SLAVIK, 11, 
BURLINGTON

The thing about hope 

As I dance 
across the floor,
I know it is the
dance I love,
to the music I love.
I want this part 
so deeply in my heart
that I dream of 
practicing it,
of improving upon it,
of performing it in the spring.
And in my mind,
I can see myself 
dancing to this music,
floating across the stage,
smiling. 
But
is this part meant for me?
Is it possible for this wish 
to truly come to life?
This feeling of some part of you
knowing
while another part of you 
doubts
is called hope. 
Hope isn’t the act of being sure,
it is the act of wanting 
something very badly,
and the feeling,
even if it is the smallest 
of feelings,
that a dream 
could become real.
Hope pushes you to 
do as much as you can do,
but occasionally,
there can be too much.
Occasionally,
your hopes may fly
too high.
They might soar through the
clouds,
only to find themselves
falling, 
and falling
is a very frightening thing.
Hope is about a 
sense of balance.
You must have enough to 
keep you moving,
to keep you trying,
but a little goes a long way,
and it’s best to control it as well.                                                                                                              

 – SCARLETT CANNIZZARO, 14, 
ESSEX

Pretend(ed) 

We play(ed) pretend, 
you and I,
tangling our fingers together
and laughing softly,
fairy lights in cardboard boxes, 
blanket fort over our heads.
We play(ed) pretend, you and I,
hiding in closets of old clothes, 
our hair gathering dust,
our pinkies linked.
We play(ed) pretend, you and I,
hidden bottles and sparklers 
in the attic, 
dancing in the midst of our youth.
Our minds wander 
and we let them,
sleep is irrelevant when we’re
high on togetherness,
four square in the street, taunting
the 1 a.m. strangers.
We play(ed) pretend, you and I, 
forgetting the sunlight and hiding 
in sweatpants and hoods, 
shadowing our faces.
Made an extravagant breakfast 
together, spilling the orange juice 
everywhere.
You laughed when I kissed 
your nose, sprawled on your lap 
watching YouTube.
We play(ed) pretend, you and I,
the day the trees filtered 
green sunlight onto my car. 
Hugged you for five minutes 
before I had to let go.  
You smelled like the blackberries 
we’d eaten in the fields 
an hour earlier, 
trying to defy gravity.
The last words you spoke to me
were laden with moments 
and broken with years.
They were only five:
“Don’t give up on me.”
And you and I, 
we play(ed) pretend.                          

 – SIRI DUNN, 15, MORRISTOWN

Early mornings 

The sunrise above.
Pink clouds, the smell of coffee.
You watch the sky change.                                                     

 – LILY MEYER, 12, MONTPELIER


