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Woman 

Woman is fuchsia falling apart 
in October, softly
humming lullabies 
through an angel’s teeth.
Woman is pomegranate seeds 
sliced into revolving stars,
dissolving into marzipan, sweet
honeydew hymn,
silky skin pierced into a garden 
for plastic garnets.
Woman is wind 
watching a sinking ship,
mountain-slide counting bones,
child eating crushed sweet peas 
in a thunderstorm, pushed
into rolling door, running stairway, 
laughing streetlamp.
Woman is bleeding gums, tongue.
Woman sheds feathers 
like raindrops,
drips tattoos from her skin 
in inky rivulets.
Woman dances,
woman cries,
woman lies down with the lion,
golden and asleep in a sunbeam,
and dreams.                                                                                                        

 – AURORA SHARP, 18, 
MORETOWN

The moon’s dance 

I talked to the sun yesterday 
as it watched over the lake. 
It was a little distracted at times, 
watching the boaters pass by. 
Soon, a new part of the sky 
turned into night.
It hides away while the sun plays. 
It only comes out 
when few people are around 
to admire its shimmering glow,
protecting only part of the world 
at one time
as it dances in the sky.
Sometimes I wonder, 
when it’s away, does it cry? 
I want to get lost 
in the shimmering sky 
like the moon, as it does not fear 
dancing alone.
The stars watch and some join in – 
only for a split second 
before they run away.
Sometimes I find the moon 
being my best friend 
when no one else will. 
It keeps me alive 
while I rest my eyes. 
It cools down the world 
that builds up the heat 
of the feelings inside me. 
It tries so hard to turn away 
the creatures that lurk in the dark, 
ready to pounce.
When it lights the world, 
you can see why it wants to go 
away at dawn.
The responsibility 
of the life we hold 
relies on the moon.
Sitting outside in the summertime 
watching shooting stars pass by 
as we join the moon in harmony, 
soothing the night that would 
otherwise be boring, 
like a cloth covering up the flatness 
of the lost that would fill the sky...
Now I talk to the moon 
because it is the one and only thing 
I can count on.                                                                                                          

 – ANNA O’REILLY, 15, 
SOUTH BURLINGTON

Golden optimism  

The golden sun rises 
above the mountains,
creating glimmers across the water
that look like smaller, brighter suns.
They dance and sparkle
against the lake.
They jump and leap,
creating a spectacle
beyond reality.
They look like golden stars of light
against deep, blue water.
It reminds me 
of hope, 
and of seeing the best 
in everything.
The golden sun rises 
above the mountains,
creating optimism
that dances
and sparkles
against the lake.                                                                                                     

 – MAELYN SLAVIK, 11, 
BURLINGTON

Skating 

I glide across the rink,
a bolt of lightning,
a bead of power,
flowing,
determined.
I am a swan.
I soar down the ice,
smiling
but serious, 
strong
yet graceful.
I am a swan.
I loop around the rink
like a ballerina
with flourish,
but––
I trip,
falling
down,
down, 
down.
I slide
across the ice,
my arms and legs rubber.
I skid to a stop.
Then I get up,
my arms and legs like steel,
and glide away.
I am a swan.                                                                                                        

 – ADA THOMAS, 11, LINCOLN

Presenting, me 

Once, I was invincible,
untouchable, had armor.
Then it all fell down.
The first bit was an accident,
a spark of feeling
impossible to ignore.
I was fine with it,
but then other pieces of my armor 
disappeared,
leaving me shattered, vulnerable,
with no more protection.
I had nothing to save myself.
But strangely,
I was more myself than I had
ever been before.
I hit the ground, hard.
But I got back up,
dusted myself off,
took a long, hard look in the mirror, 
and realized that my armor 
was not armor at all.
It was a disguise that was hiding 
the real me, for the sake of safety
but killing me slowly,
a coat of gray paint covering up 
the masterpiece beneath.
So I made up my mind,
chipped off the gray paint, 
and let the real me shine 
once more.
It took a while to remove 
my disguise.
It had been on for so long 
that I had forgotten 
what was my “armor” 
and what was me.
But through it all, 
I healed, I cried, I got better.
I tried, I fell apart, I died.
And it was the hardest thing 
I’ve ever done.
But I would do it a thousand times 
just to get to where I am now.
I made myself armor 
out of confidence.
I grew wings of optimism.
I walked into the world
with eyes wide, arms open,
standing on a stage 
for my grand reveal.
The red curtains now come up...
Drumroll, please...
Presenting, me.                                                                                                                                              

 – SOPHIE MORTON, 12, 
HINESBURG

March 

The melting-cold ground 
crumbles under my feet.
The sun hides his face.
Snowflakes fall, 
softening all other sound,
except for the crackle
of the frigid, frozen earth.
A woodpecker drums her song 
into a nearby tree.
She swoops through the valleys,
her wings 
like a fresh breeze.                                                                                                      

 – FLORA DIEHL-NOBLE, 13, 
VERGENNES

It all sums up to you 

Cotton candy feeling.
Stumbling words,
and a racing heart.
Hot cheeks, 
and nervous hands.
Thinking mind,
and a dreamy gaze.
Aching heart,
and clinging seconds.
All sums up to you.                                                                                                      

 – AMELIA VAN DRIESCHE, 15, 
BURLINGTON

Nature 

Waves like to push me.
They want to engulf me 
in their essence.
They try to lull my voice
and fill up my lungs.
Dirt likes to blind me.
It wants to cover me.
It tries to cake my skin
and decorate me.
Grass blades like to stab me.
They want to lie beside me.
They try to destroy my skin
and become one with me.
Wind likes to probe me.
It wants to kiss me.
It tries to make me run,
and dances with me.                                                                                                        

 – DAHABO ABUKAR, 17, ESSEX


