
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, Dreaming. Have you ever had 
the same dream twice? Interpret a recurring dream through poetry or 
prose; and General Writing. Sharing the voices 

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

 Paige Dubuque, 17, Essex

I believe
I have friends at school
alone and sad,
not a lot of help from 
mom and dad.
I have friends at home
scared and cold,
empty plates and no roof,
their car sold.
I have friends in the world
going without,
adults around offering no help
in a place full of doubt.
We need to work
side by side
until no one is left out,
no one cries.
                              
– Patrick Richardson, 18, 
South Burlington   
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When we 
ran away
Oh, dear reader! Do you remember 
when we ran away?
When we ran to our loves 
and they embraced us,
and so we packed up our suitcases
with our favorite clothes
and left
to the most beautiful place 
we thought could exist.
And our old thumpity-bumpity truck
drove down little dirt roads,
through pastures and flower fields,
and we swore we would never leave.
We slept in barns full of fresh-cut hay
and spare rooms stacked with 
handmade quilts.
We forgot about life and let 
the sea breeze carry us
to places that couldn’t possibly exist
in the world we had known before.
I remember our great times.
When the world feels like too much,
I think back to your face,
and suddenly the world feels 
a bit more bearable.
                              
– Willa Pelschoen, 15, 
Bolton 

September
One day in September,
I’ll build a rocket ship, or maybe
a pair of wings
(you know I’ve always wanted 
to fly),
and I’ll soar off into space
faster than this Earth can hold me.
I’ll watch the sun fall away and then
I’ll leave.
I’ll learn how to count the stars,
and I’ll learn the strata of the comets,
and I’ll stay away from black holes.
I’ll shape a nebula
with my own hands and
make it blue and pink and yellow.
I’ll name a star after myself because
I’m human enough to be selfish, and
I’ll name a star after someone else 
because
I’m human enough to be selfless.
I’ll go to a planet and
I’ll find a stone
the color of your eyes,
and I’ll hold it tight
until it’s time to let it go.
I’ll go to the very edge
and I’ll look back and
see everything,
and I’ll look forward and
see a blank to fill.
And then
I’ll return here
and I’ll tell you
how glad I am that I left,
and how glad I am that I came
back.
                              
– Nora Gautsch, 17, Jericho

Seasons of joy
Summer.
Green grass beneath my feet.
Shorts and swimsuits.
Splashing in the pool 
and playing croquet. 
Sun and laughter.
Summer camp and seeing friends. 
Grilling and ice cream.
Fall.
Red, orange, and yellow leaves. 
Pants and flannels.
Running, hide-and-go-seek 
in the woods.
Cold air and smiles. 
School and meeting new people.
Turkey and pie.
Winter.
Snow beneath my boots.
Snow pants and coats.
Sledding and snowball fights.
Icy air and clouds of cold breath.
Late mornings and early nights. 
Hot cocoa and cookies.
Spring. 
Fresh grass and mud.
Shorts and rain boots.
Splashing in puddles 
and playing in the mud.
Fresh sun and rain.
Cloudy days.
Flowers blooming.  
                              
– Zora Kolovos, 11, Essex Jct.

The mailman 
Before his knocking hand 
reached my door,
frightening the hungry fox.
Till coroner put sun to bed,
how still my eyes,
as though, Goodbye, moon.
Why day begins!
Why day begins?
Even though no sleep came.
Because the mailman cometh,
wherever lonely day dawns.
Because yesterday never ended,
just as sleep never came.
Hungering, dried stomach for day,
as if stomach denied
since mailman arrived,
since eyes never shut.
Once bring letters of purpose:
“What of today?”
“Joy or tears fill dusty waves?”
Why mailman cometh,
bringing monotonous days,
giving letters of daily purpose?
Because our request:
longing to know purpose.
Grasping for our commissions.
                              
–  April Palmer , 16, 
Williston

Spring dream
Walking through the barren trees.
Squirrels frisking about,
flowers dancing in the breeze.
Cool wind blows.
Only the dirt road in front.
Cloudy white sky,
sweet singing birds,
crunching white snow.
Then I hear a beeping sound.
I wake up in a bed,
in a dark, gloomy room...
There are no birds, no trees, but
I look out the window
and I smile.
                              
– Richard Jiang, 12, 
South Burlington

Dreams for you
     Dreams. I dream of things far and 
wide, new things, old things. Dreams 
are where I see my creativity fly free. 
From floating through the air to 
beating a cheetah in a race, you can in 
dreams do everything. When I dream, 
I am invincible, I can do anything. 
Dreaming is freedom, it’s living life 
without consequences. Dreaming is 
like testing out your life before you 
really try it. 
     Almost every dream is different, 
but occasionally the same ones slip 
through the cracks. Some say dreams 
mean something, give you hints to 
the past or the future, but to me, 
dreams are an escape. Dreams are 
the adventures you didn’t know 
you wanted or needed. They are an 
opportunity to be whomever you 
want. Dreams are a time to let go. 
Dreams are a time to let your mind 
take over. There is no thinking or 
choice in dreams, you just let your 
imagination guide you along. That’s 
the best part: Dreams are made for 
you, by you.
                              
– Maeve MacAuley, 16, 
Colchester

Ever-changing 
seasons
Winter stings the air like a 
summer bumblebee
stings. It’s cold, 
but it’s warm in my coat.
The snow melts into 
spring like a popsicle on a 
hot corner. 
The flowers bloom
into the shades of a soft sunset, like 
leaves on a tree in autumn.
The sweet dew of spring 
kisses your cheek like a cooling
summer lake.
Blue skies and dreamy sunsets. 
Spring, summer,
autumn, and winter.
                              
– Claire Silva, 12, Essex Jct.

How to support
YWP

YWP relies on the generosity of 
foundations, businesses, and 
individuals who recognize the power 
and value of writing. If you would 
like to support YWP, please go to:
youngwritersproject.org/support

Or mail your donation to Young 
Writers Project, 47 Maple St., Suite 
216, Burlington, VT 05401.
 Special thanks this week to

Queen City Printers

Friday 
night thoughts
If it is merely the words I say,
then I will say them all
in no particular order,
without rhyme or reason.
If it is merely the actions I portray,
will you trust them then?
The words I order,
the promises I construct,
will you believe me then?
See for your own eyes that I can do it,
complete it,
follow through.
Trust is malleable.
It is fickle
yet deserving.
It is wanted,
strived for,
given with penance.
It is earned through repetitive action,
consistent care,
your presence, just being there. 
It is in what you do,
what you say,
how often you follow through. 
Because in the end,
I am merely the words I speak,
the actions that I seek.
                              
– Maria Beaulieu, 15, Milton

What do you see?
Sunlight filters through 
an open window,
highlighting dust 
on the paneled floors.
I see dust –
what do you see?
An angel’s cloth
falling smoothly from the sky,
brushing against our floors?
A movie projector
playing a film that tells us nothing
other than light?
I see dust
littered across the floor,
drifting around, unnecessary,
but still there.
What do you see?
                              
– Ruth Knox, 12, Essex Jct.

As the sun dances
This morning,
this beautiful, 
cool,
refreshing morning, 
I sat down in
a red recliner.
I sat
and I wrote. 
My hands were typing
while my eyes lingered
on the window,
the window that shielded me from 
harm
but at the same time
led me to watch, 
to discover.
I couldn’t see the sun,
the cheerful sun,
the smiling sun,
but I saw the trees.
I saw the trees,
with the sunlight
shining on the tops of them
like a spotlight.
I saw how,
so very gradually,
the sunlight faded away
near the bottoms.
And 
as the day moved along right 
in front of me,
I saw how everything –
the trees,
the homes,
the dew-dropped grass –
got covered
in sunlight.
How wonderful, 
to be able to watch such a thing 
happen.
How magnificent
to be able to watch
as the sun dances.
                              
– Scarlett Cannizzaro, 13, 
Essex

Empty glass
See-through and empty,
you wait on the windowsill 
to be filled once more.
                              
– Izzy O’Donnell, 14, 
Hinesburg


