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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

In the night 

There’s this beauty in the unknown 
outside my window,
dark and heavy.
As though miles beneath the water,
where everything is quieter, 
slower.
Except for a few stars,
there is nothing.
I wonder, 
if I were to climb down 
from my room
and walk along the frozen stream,
what I would find.
Is there some secret 
she hides from us in the night,
some unknown breath
causing mountains to silently shift
and trees to shake free 
of their snow?
If maybe I would sink 
down, down, down
into snow that would cover me 
like a quilt,
and I could finally hear
her whispers
of the geese soon to fly home,
and the sun over Silver Lake?
She would wear the moon 
draped 
over her shoulders
and walk among stars,
pondering
where it would rain the next day
and if she would send the winds 
out to play.
As the world spun,
and we slept in our beds,
she would drift
here and there,
carrying the sun in her hands,
thinking of tomorrow.                              

 – WILLA PELSCHOEN, 16, BOLTON

Mother, this 
is a world of men 

What would you do if 
when you gazed into a mirror’s eye,
a mask of evil looked back?
If pale skin with sapphire eyes,
broad shoulders with scruff 
biting at the neck,
was your inheritance?
I’ve seen that face before
on every monument 
to a great hero,
on every coin and crumpled dollar 
in your purse,
watching over his subjects.
That evil face is mine to bear,
but that evil face is not mine 
to live.
I cannot live that evil.
I will not live that evil.
But how?
How do I prove to the world that 
I love?
I love so deeply, Mother...
“Show the world your love,
and no one will question 
your heart.”                                                      

 – EMMETT JARVIS, 16, 
MONTPELIER

Ode to the boy 
of sun and starlight 

Decorated with sun and starlight.
Face like marble, 
carved from stone.
Yet never perfect, not quite.
But still, I won’t leave you all alone.
Interchangeable skin and face.
Change and shift, 
and move and flow.
And yet it stays the same as I trace.
Lines and eyes of beauty so.                               

 – ROBIN RYAN, 16, RICHMOND

Shattered but whole 

Her heart was stolen 
and he returned it broken 
and shattered,
when his wasn’t 
the least bit battered. 
She cried for a while. 
She felt like she’d never smile. 
But her tears dried up,
and the rain let up.
And she picked up the pieces 
and put the creases 
back together one by one, 
until she was done,
and got back up again. 
If one of the pieces would break, 
she’d shake with the crushing 
weight, of sadness and loss,
but she always put the piece 
back across. (Though some pieces 
are still missing.) 
She is still reminiscing 
about the way things used to be. 
She is waiting 
for someone to come, 
to see who she has become.
Someone who can hold 
the broken pieces together for her 
so she can be sure
they won’t break again. 
Some pieces are still missing,
but she is whole.                               

 – PENELOPE ZYGAROWSKI, 14, 
BURLINGTON

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!

Memories 

My memories crisscross
across 
the endless space of my brain.
They’re sticky.
They carry weight.
My memories of the house 
carry the taste 
of roasted marshmallows,
piping hot.
My memories of before
taste like challah,
golden and soft.
My memories crisscross
across 
the endless space of my brain.
They taste like home.                                                     

 – MOLLY QUAVELIN, 12, 
BURLINGTON

Horns 

My horns protrude out of my skull,
a constant reminder of who I am. 
No matter how sharp, 
I file and dull,
for those who see and give a damn.
Along the road of waning light,
shadows come in to bite me whole. 
They mock my horns 
in need and spite,
their cries as loud 
as the bells they toll. 
Society laughs when I am faced
with burdens that tower over me.
If only they all could get a taste 
of how painful my horns 
can really be.
Will I laugh or will I smile
when my horns are cut to bits?
I can only dream of it for a while,
when my life is forever amiss.                                                     

 – ELLA POSTON, 18, ST. ALBANS

Cheeseball in the sky

In the winter, the moon doesn’t 
look like cheese. 
In the winter, the moon looks like 
a whitened, polished tooth 
floating in the sky. 
Out of place, like a moose 
in a pigsty. 
So, no, 
child,
I have no idea why 
all the authors compare the moon 
to a ball of Swiss cheese 
in the wintertime.
We can only hope that this year, 
they’ll figure that out 
on their own.                                                  

 – MIA MARINO, 16, HINESBURG

Ghosts 

Can ghosts die?
Can they walk through cats and 
doors and memories one last time?
Can they drift to the tops 
of old ghost-cherry trees 
and look out at the rising clouds?
Can they lock-in themselves, 
pull themselves, drag themselves 
down? Can ghosts cry?
Does it feel like mist, or steam, 
or old brandy seeping from the side 
of a brittle barrel?
Do the tears squeak out like 
pudding between harmonica teeth?
Like Jell-O from a trumpet mouth, 
or trifle from a tight-lipped vase?
Can ghosts wave goodbye?
Do ghosts get the chance 
to kiss the smooth tops 
of their gravestones,
to mark their ghost-handprints 
in white chalk along brick walls?
Do they march off 
to the sound of ghost-brass bells?
Does my ghost want to cry?                                                    

 – ZOE BERNSTEIN, 16, JERICHO


