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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
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The sun and the shadows 

I lie on my back 
with my head in the sun.
The light turns my irises gold 
and makes my hair shine.
I open my eyes and tilt my chin 
to the ceiling. Out the window, 
the land is all upside-down.
Evergreens float in the sky 
while wisps of cloud fall 
ever-downward.
The sky is clear, 
and the world is bright. 
But my heart is cold and 
my hands ache with something –
with something I am somehow 
unable to touch.
It takes everything I have 
to close the shades, to turn on 
the rain sounds on my earbuds.
After that, it is easy to pretend 
the outside world does not exist.
Or to simply reimagine my own.
The sun-bleached blankets 
remain warm, and so
I lie back down and close my eyes 
once more. The absence of light 
turns my irises black, 
and my breath freezes in the air.
Darkness is a comforting blanket, 
hiding me from the outside world.
The rain sings with a thousand 
voices, drowning out my mind.
Comfort for me 
is the absence of thought; 
comfort is absolute silence. 
I really do wish 
I could tell you otherwise.                                                                                                                              

 – MYRRH PITKIN, 13, VERGENNES

MARCH WRITING 
WORKSHOP:

THE LUCK OF LONGER DAYS

YWP NEWS & EVENTS

What do longer, brighter 
days mean to you? 

Join poet Reuben Jackson 
and arts educator Alex Muck 

for our next free writing 
workshop, in celebration of 

the light, energy, and creativity 
spring has to bring. 

Respond to prompts, listen, 
share, and offer supportive 

feedback. 

All formats (prose, poetry, plays, 
lyrics, etc.) are welcome!

When: 
Thurs., March 17, 2022

6:30 – 8 p.m.

Where:
Zoom link sent the day of,

after prior sign-up:
youngwritersproject.org/node/43722

Winter’s death 

     She starts to lay her head to 
fire. I see her as her voice dies and 
her fingers start to thaw. Her yawn 
irks the birds, sending them into 
rainbow spirals, directing them to 
the sky’s choir. Winter seizes the 
concept of her own white light. She 
does not fear or quake, because in 
Spring’s arms, she feels safe.
     Spring kisses her forehead, 
bearing her to rest. She lays her 
melancholy head on an endless 
sea of bitter time. Spring is now 
free. She bids you farewell, but 
she will be waiting. She never 
abandons; only promises. She will 
never forget you in her blue hands. 
But she bids you farewell, with a 
smile.                                                                                                   

 – EMILY VAN DYKE, 18, 
NORTHFIELD

School shivers 

Middle school.
The words make me shiver.
Not just middle school, 
but any year of school.
Thinking of all the things 
that might happen.
The change. The stress.
The anxiety. The worries.
The standing-in-front-of-the-class.
The reading-out-loud.
The self-consciousness felt
from your outfit,
from your looks,
from your personality.
The bullies.
Everything on top of everything.
But there is something 
a wise little bird once told me.
It’s okay to be nervous, scared, 
and self-conscious.
All you need to do is 
go out there and be the best you 
you can be.
Don’t try to please others 
with how you look,
or even act.
Be yourself.
But try to remember that 
at some point in life, 
you’re going to have to do things 
that are scary for you.
But that’s okay!
Just give it your best.
As long as you give it your best, 
you’ve got nothing to lose.
Make them the best years 
of school yet.                                                                                                   

 – EVIE CROWELL, 12, 
BURLINGTON

Earth’s getaway 

     The paddle glides through 
the clear, fresh water like a 
snowboard through the frigid 
snow, creating a rippling through 
the reservoir that flows along the 
sides of the boat. The smell of the 
freshwater drifts up my nose. 
Smells of fall, apple pie, and 
foliage mix with the hills. 
     I feel free. All my fears have 
been diminished. I can feel my 
problems unwrapping from my 
mind like a bandage. 
     I push the paddle through the 
glossy, glistening, elegant waters. 
As it comes back up, a little bit of 
water is flung slightly into the air. 
The water comes tumbling down 
on me, a shower for my legs. 
     I cannot feel it, for my mind 
has drifted away to the world of 
my dreams. A place that seems 
to come true only when you’re 
sitting in the bathtub. Watching 
the world go by as you sit there in 
the body of water that is captured 
in your house. Soaking in the bath 
full of a mountain of bubbles, a 
mountain so fragile that even one
movement can break it. 
     Down the bubbles go, 
splashing into the calm waters 
that flow around with zeal. A 
place where my mind blocks out 
the calls of the people around. 
Just me and the faint music of 
my classmates’ songs, the sound 
drifting across the lake. 
     A place so special. With a peek 
in the clouds letting the sunlight 
out to mix with the imperturbable 
waters.
     But yet, no rainbow. A place 
where the world can atone for 
problems it did not make. 
Somewhere so strange that you 
don’t know how to tell if it’s real. 
Where the coves go deep, where 
the prettiest fish hide. Like 
something in your dreams as a 
child. Where the birds 
communicate to the mountains, 
where the wind plays tag with 
your boat. Where the water is 
clean. Where you can be alone. 
Somewhere you can be a callow 
child again. 
     Somewhere you can think 
about the world orbiting around 
slowly. A place you think is fake 
until you find it. A place where 
the mountains are red with the 
color of leaves. A place where the 
wind blows softly. A place where 
gasoline does not lace the 
bubbles. A place so magical that 
even the birds land on the rocks 
to hear the silence. Like a 
painting of the trees and sky 
that changes every time they 
stretch.  
     So here I am, sitting in the 
middle of my dreams. Sitting in 
the middle of something real. 
Sitting outside of the vessel that 
has held me down.                                                                                                       

 – ANNA O’REILLY, 15, 
SOUTH BURLINGTON

Empty 

The person is empty. 
The person with no identity. 
The one with no personality. 
Who doesn’t know what yesterday 
was like, or the day before.
No one seems to know this person 
anymore. 
It is like this person doesn’t know
right from wrong.
It is like this person is really gone.
Because inside, they are empty. 
Just like me.                                                                                                     

 – LILY MEYER, 12, MONTPELIER

Remember 

Back to basics: Run, jump,
feel the wind between your fingers
and the grass beneath your feet.
Breathe in the sweet air, 
Earth’s nectar streaming out
of the tapped veins of life.
Sit and stay, in the shade.
Feel the Earth’s beating heart.
We too are her children.                                                                                                                                        
        
 – EMMETT JARVIS, 16, 
MONTPELIER


