
Young Writers Project’s mission is to inspire, mentor, publish, and
promote young writers and artists. We select the best writing from 
hundreds of submissions to our website, youngwritersproject.org, for 
publication in this newspaper and with other Vermont media partners, 
and in our monthly digital magazine and annual anthology. This week, 
we present responses to the challenges, Tone. Write a mini-story that 
showcases a specific tone or mood; and General Writing. Sharing the voices 

of young Vermonters 
on the issues that 
shape their livesPhoto of the Week

 Vivien Sorce, 14, Hinesburg

Is it we who 
have done this
Traveling here for a different life, 
what greets them brings 
much fear and strife.
Finally a glance 
of freedom and hope,
but on the other side 
of a precarious tightrope.
Across the sand, over a wall,
what for them awaits 
is too early to call.
Took many risks, 
left behind their conflicts.
It all was for this, 
the only way to exist.
They have nothing left
but their own very souls,
when around them congregates 
Border Patrol.
Pulling children away 
from their parents
and into a facility full of adherents. 
Trapped they are there
with no one who cares,
detained for illegal foreign affairs.
People of power don’t try to fix this.
Very young children alone reminisce.
They didn’t say 
goodbye to their families,
cornered in cages very chilly.
Confused and scared,
needing mental repairs.
Unsure of the future,
no moms or dads there.
If this sounds pretty bad, 
remember this:
It’s our own country’s fault,
it’s we who have done this.
                              
– Gretchen Fitzgerald, 14, 
Burlington
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A frostbitten 
moon
In my dreams,
a frostbitten moon feels warm
and lemon blossoms
scent the air.
People ride
on origami paper cranes
and the roads are paved 
with sandstone
implanted with sea glass.
In my dreams,
everyone lives
in brightly colored birdhouses
up in trees with
strands of marbles glittering
in their branches.
Vendors sell fresh orange slices
dipped in honey
and tissue paper flowers
bloom at night while
people dance with their soulmates.
In my dreams,
there are long sandy beaches
lined with turquoise water
and coated with honeysuckle blooms.
There is no sky;
the sun and stars hang suspended
and the snow that falls
is any color you want it to be.
There is no climate change,
no racism, no fossil fuels,
no hunger.
In my dreams,
there is only a moon,
a frostbitten moon that feels warm.
There is only this moon,
and everything else
I can imagine.
                                                                                       
– Siri Dunn, 14, Morristown

The throbbing 
fires of longing
It comes and goes in waves,
the throbbing in my throat,
in my chest,
and in my heart.
It seeps in and out again,
the fire in my eyes,
in my stomach,
and in my lungs.
It flaps and thrusts about,
the longing inside of me,
inside of her,
and inside of you.
                              
– Gabby Seguin, 18, Essex

Have you ever?
Have you ever walked in the woods 
after a fresh snowfall?
The scenery shines with 
iridescent white glitter.
Everything you look at sparkles. 
The trees are covered with 
a draping blanket.
The forest is at peace. 
It’s like nothing 
you’ve ever seen before.
A scene that only nature can create.
                              
– Layn Judkins, 11, Cambridge

Those who don’t
There are so many lives,
so many stories
of those who love,
those who laugh. 
There are so many people who
decide to do good 
and become known. 
So many people who have 
voices, songs
that they love to share.
And there are those who 
have nothing. 
There are those who speak words 
just to say something.
There are those who cry
just to be pitied. 
There are those who smile
but are never truly happy.
What can we do,
what can we believe,
to help everyone have an opinion, 
to make everyone known, 
to make everyone heard? 
What can we do
for those who don’t truly speak?
What can we do
for those who don’t
truly live?
                              
– Scarlett Cannizzaro, 13, 
Essex

• Create an ode to a tree in writing or visual art
• Cash prizes and publication
• Submissions due: Feb. 28, 2021
• Details: Go to youngwritersproject.org/trees

‘A CELEBRATION OF TREES’ CONTEST FOR VERMONT TEENS
Sponsored by:

“The best time to plant a tree was 20 years ago. The second best time is now.” – Chinese Proverb

As a community
We can help each other 
by being there for one another.
We will communicate change 
in its greatest form.
We will not let stereotypes 
be the social norm.
We will build each other up,
up into the sky,
our community’s love
at an all-time high.
I will be there for you, 
you will be there for me.
We’ll have each other’s backs
when you fall to your knees.
You will see me. 
I will help you up,
and that’s a guarantee.
We may be 6 feet apart, 
but we’ll stand together –
we always do.
Just forever remember
that I believe in me and you.
                                                                                       
– Lily Meyer , 11, Montpelier

On empathy
Swallow your pride
(but don’t let it scorch your tongue).
The best cook knows how to be tiny,
curl up and trade secrets 
with a peppercorn.
Sometimes the key is
shrinking your judgment while
growing your heart.
Become a liquid,
take the shape of someone else’s 
container,
learn to love the nooks and crannies
of their soul.
As for icebreakers,
rapping small talk against the surface
makes a nice-sounding crackle,
but sometimes you have to
dive deep into freezing water
and shiver through 
another’s worries.
Polar bears have feelings too
and pass notes
(when no one’s looking,
and also when the 
whole world stares).
Be proud of it,
fold love into 
paper cranes and
love into fortune tellers.
Open your mind so you can
open every flap,
and you will make
a friend.
                              
– Julia Todd, 13, 
South Burlington

To be blunt
The worst day was the one 
where I glanced back and you didn’t.
For leaving is silent, 
but being left is ear splitting.
You did nothing to destroy me.
And in turn, I went deaf.
                              
– Madeleine Connery, 15, 
Shelburne

If you know 
what you miss
     If I were to relive one day over 
and over again, my day would be 
simple. It wouldn’t be a holiday or 
any special day in particular. Not one 
that is even that much different from 
every other day. It would be a day 
that, when you look back into your 
memory, simply blends into the rest. 
     It wouldn’t be fancy or new or 
even something different. It would 
be a simple day full of possibilities: 
the chance to see my friends, hang 
with my sister, and spend time with 
my family. My day would be full of 
laughs and bursting with love. The 
allure of opportunities and the feeling 
of contentment would be enough to 
last forever. 
     It would be a day full of unknown 
choices and endless tries. A day like 
this would be for the simple things: 
the feeling of the sun shining on your 
face in the morning, the sounds of 
your family cooking dinner together. 
It would be a chance to relax. The day 
would be about using the moment to 
take it all in, every last smell, taste, 
touch, and sound. 
     I think replaying a seemingly 
insignificant day in your life would 
put everything into perspective. It 
would give you the time to yearn for 
the past and hope for the future, but 
most importantly, it would give the 
chance to live in the present. It would 
give us all a chance to treat the 
present like the present it truly is. 
     So no, I don’t think reliving the 
same day would be too bad. I may 
get bored seeing the same thing day 
after day, but without knowing what 
you’re missing, how can you ever be 
grateful?
                              
– Maeve MacAuley, 15, 
Colchester

A year ago today
One year ago. Today.
My 13th birthday.
My mom and I drove 
over to my grandparents’ house. 
We walked up the stairs.
Inside, my grandmother,
my mom, and I – three generations –
sat down at the kitchen table.
My grandma handed me 
a plump card. I tore it open 
with a smile already pulling
at the corners of my lips.
Out came the card, and out came
a small blue pouch holding 
two heart-shaped gold earrings.
I smiled and remembered 
my newly pierced ears.
That was back when pain 
meant the slight throb
where the needle had pierced 
the soft skin of my earlobe.
Not the death of millions.
That was back when 
we breathed the same air without 
fearing for our lives, back when 
commercials weren’t about 
how safe and clean something is.
Back when I only 
stayed home from school because
I was coughing so hard 
I couldn’t concentrate.
Back when we joked about 
having COVID-19.
That was back when life was normal.
Just one year ago.
Can you even imagine that?
                              
– Addison Schnoor, 14, 
Weybridge


