
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, CJP-Bully. Write a letter to a 
bully, showing how negative this person’s behavior is; Rhyme. Try an 
end rhyme, rhyming the final syllables of each line in a pattern; and 
General Writing.
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 Eloise Silver Van Meter , 18, Fairlee

Grow up 
and listen
You don’t want to talk to me or 
listen to me or hear what it is I want 
to tell you so badly, and that’s fine.
You never want to listen to anyone, 
anyway.
You’ll never understand what it’s like 
for everyone else because you never 
listen.
You don’t care and you don’t want to.
You’re stubborn and greedy 
and everything I dislike in a person.
You picked and poked at the people 
I love for being different.
You nag and nudge because you can 
never be like them.
You can never be original or funny 
or free.
You’ll always be trapped by 
your own hate, unable to be happy, 
unable to let go.
You’ll never understand what it’s like 
to be born in a body that you don’t 
feel is yours.
You’ll never know what it’s like 
to be scoffed at and ridiculed 
for being yourself.
You’ll never know love or friendship 
or family, and for that, 
I feel sorry for you.
You’re just too busy being torn 
by hate and chewed up by its 
disgusting mouths.
You made me feel so weak 
and hopeless and ashamed 
of who I was.
You made my loved ones feel 
just the same, and our bodies became 
so frail before us.
You gave me bruises from 
all the times you were violent.
You gave me nothing but anger, 
insecurity, and fear, and for that, 
I shame you.
You haven’t learned a thing after 
all these years, and no one’s 
stopping you.
You don’t deserve the privilege 
you have, as you repeatedly abuse 
and waste it.
You flicked my choker and laughed, 
so I bought more of them.
You snickered at my crazy socks 
and shirts, so they got even crazier.
You’ve done enough for me to realize 
that you hate whatever is good.
You hate kindness, compassion, 
diversity, culture, pride, love, 
learning, and peace.
Your hate toward me only makes me 
proud of who I am, and for that, 
I’m not sorry.
You can’t hurt me anymore because 
“hurt” has developed 
a whole new meaning.
You’re not a little kid anymore, 
tripping all the losers in the hallway 
with your Sketchers.
You still don’t even know 
how amazing 
so many of those losers were.
You’re the same age as me, 
19 years old, and 
you’re still the same.
You’ll never listen anyway, 
so there probably isn’t any point 
in trying to tell you
that being a bully is really sad. 
Grow up.
                              
– Gabby Seguin, 19, Essex  
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Paper cranes
We are all just human,
affected by the changing world 
around us.
Like a perfect square of origami paper
that a child folds into a crane, 
we are manipulated. 
The folding, pressing, shaping
fingers of society 
telling us we have to be
like the other paper cranes. 
But really, 
none are alike.
It’s just an illusion created 
by repetition.
A child folding a hundred cranes,
the pressing fingers of society 
affecting each page differently.
All based on its material, 
its past,
the future planned for it,
and the ways it is bent to fit
the shape that is most pleasing 
to the eye.
                              
– Addison Schnoor, 14, 
Weybridge

Which direction 
do you choose?
I walk down a path
wondering which choice to make.
So many signs,
colored roads,
dead ends,
that you can get lost so easily –
how could one possibly know 
the right choice?
Even with directions being given,
it doesn’t mean you won’t have to
make a U-turn.
Some give up trying after seeing 
how difficult
the journey is.
Others will flourish 
and grow from the struggles,
making it from Point A to Point B.
But what about the rest?
They never make it,
but also never give up?
Well, I call those ones dreamers –
stuck in the in-between,
fantasizing about what 
could be out there,
never losing hope, always seeing 
the brighter side of things.
No matter what, 
they always have faith.
Dreamers don’t see lefts and rights.
It’s all an adventure.
No matter the problem,
they stay okay, 
calm...
and ready to face the world head on.
                              
– Lilly Noreault, 14, Milton

Rhyme time
Spring is coming, bright and new,
so how come people seem so blue?
The air smells warm 
and almost sweeter,
but this crazy world 
just seems to teeter.
In a normal year, we’d all make plans.
In a normal year,
the trees would dance.
But now they move without intent
as endless remote hours are spent.
Back to normal is what we want,
back to a legible and pretty font.
We don’t want to hear 
the words “cancel” or “closed,”
we just want to look 
and see someone’s nose!
The sunshine used to 
bring people outside,
but in this new era, people just hide.
Missing school and seeing friends...
When will this pandemic end?
The chirps of birds 
are clear and sweet,
but kindness is lacking 
when the people Tweet.
But just as it takes time 
for flowers to grow,
this icy pandemic 
will melt with the snow.
If we wait and we listen, 
we may just find
that there are still some people 
who are always kind.
                              
– Paige Dubuque, 17, Essex

Freedom
The watercolor sphere above me 
reflects in the dark ocean below.
The sky slowly dims 
as it creeps toward dusk.
A light breeze toys with my hair 
as it lazily wanders over me.
A pale crescent rises 
into the increasingly darkening sky.
The first stars appear, 
dancing in rhythm 
with the chirping of crickets.
I can hear the waves lapping softly 
against the ghostly-white sand below.
I gently run my fingers 
through the tall grass I’m standing in.
Fireflies dart around my head,
creating slender lightning bolts 
through the air.
When I breathe in, 
I can smell the salt in the air 
mixed with the fainter smell of roses.
When I breathe out, 
I feel completely free.
                              
– Caris Gaito, 12, 
Burlington

Tangerine moon
One night,
one sweet,
silent night,
I looked up at the sky.
I saw stars,
brighter than ever,
and the moon.
On that night
as I lay in bed,
my eyes threatening to close,
threatening to darken the world
with my very own lids,
I turned my head to the window 
as the sunset was taken 
to be watched,
to be guarded,
by the tangerine moon. 
How beautiful,
how mysterious
this night was,
for it wouldn’t be
so wonderful
without that
gorgeous, mystical
tangerine moon.
Why would it want
to take the sunset
away from us?
Why would it want to 
keep such a thing,
such a wondrous thing,
to itself?
Perhaps it cares so deeply for it
that it wouldn’t want it to be hurt
by these billions of pairs of eyes. 
These eyes,
who wish to see
magnificent things.
These eyes,
who can’t see everything.
These eyes, 
who are soft,
but who want to explore the world. 
These eyes,
who cherish beauty,
beauty in the sunset,
beauty in many things,
like the tangerine moon.
                              
– Scarlett Cannizzaro, 13, 
Essex

Sunlight 
and raindrops
Golden-sweet cookies
and soft white bread.
We smiled and skipped 
when the sun came.
Drenched ourselves laughing 
in the rain,
with rain boots as our 
small rubber boats.
Tromping through pools 
and mysterious moats.
Ladybugs, worms, and butterflies,
we were all the same, you and I.
Wasn’t this what life 
was supposed to be?
Mommy had told me 
that I could stay me,
so why does the rain 
mean sneakers and coats?
My feet are sinking, 
no longer afloat.
My memory fades 
in the stress of today.
A worm in the sun, 
butterfly in the rain.
The world is sharpened with age,
but I turn to stay 
absorbingly unfazed.
Gravity can’t take my mind, 
which grows forever through clouds.
Knowledge grants me wings 
to navigate the crowds.
My smile is sun, 
my tears are rain.
I see that we are all 
still really the same.
                              
– Madeleine Connery, 16, 
Shelburne 

Two
But two halves don’t make a whole, 
and two scarred souls 
can’t make each other warm,
because two broken heaters 
can’t melt the ice in the room.
I used to love you, 
but yesterday is old.
                              
– Dahabo Abukar , 16, Essex
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88 keys
88 keys on a piano.
The seamless noise filling the house.
One key to the next, 
my hands fly all over the piano.
The sound amplified 
through the room. 
The satisfaction of music 
fills my heart.
Music to me is instruments.
Music to me is my family 
singing in perfect harmony.
Music to me is justice and peace.
Music makes me happy 
and sparkling with joy.
It brings people together, 
and now is a good time 
to make music,
to bring people together
virtually, in person, outside – 
together with family.                      
        
– Nathalie Hooker , 12, 
Essex Jct.


