
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, Climate. Is anyone listening? 
Send an urgent message about climate change so people will sit up and 
pay attention; and General Writing. 
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 Vivien Sorce, 14, Hinesburg

History 
“History has its eyes on you,” sings
George Washington in “Hamilton.”
It’s true. It’s a message,
though with a tune.
It shows us that you and I
will be in history books,
will be in history classes.
We will be spoken about,
our generation
of students with this struggle.
COVID-19, we are coming for you.
There will be plays about us,
songs written,
like they were in “Hamilton.”
Maybe we’ll be the next
Alexander Hamilton –
we will inspire.
We are the next generation.
History has its eyes on us,
the future.
                              
– Ruby Hoffman, 11, Essex Jct.  
  

 The Community Journalism 
Project is supported by 

Lisa Schamberg and Patrick Robins, 
the National Life Group Foundation, 

and the Windham Foundation.
Thank you!

Dreamily
I stand on the edge of a cliff.
Nothing behind, 
nothing ahead,
but somehow I know it’s a cliff.
The sounds always vary,
the tide ebbs, the fire flows...
but never do my emotions vary.
My blanket holds me tight,
strong and safe, warm and sure.
The embrace is oh-so-tight.
Do I want to return to
the peace, the quiet?
Oh, how I must return.
                              
– Margaret Eagan, 17, 
Charlotte

Time is 
not on our side
Whittlers while away the time
with sticks and knives.
Me, I wait with diamonds,
scratching lines into the sky.
Down, down, down, down,
and then one across.
One for every hour
that waiting has cost.
Waiting in lines,
praying for movement.
Praying for a movement,
a temporary resolution.
Are we still, are we silent?
Are we quiet, defiant?
I see our hourglass, and it is mine.
Time is not on our side;
I’m running out of time.
Jokes pile up in boxes on my table.
The tales of our defeat
stack up like fables.
Lost, losing, choosing not to fight –
will we stand up,
will we do what is right?
And then, what is?
What is our salvation?
Will it come like rain,
soothing our nation?
Or will it come like a wrecking ball
and leave us broken just like we were,
so we can pick up our photographs 
marked 2031?
But when the stars align
and fossil fuels fail,
will we persevere,
or die leaving a trail of destruction,
a lost past, a lost path?
And although I want to cry out,
scream, and bring our demise
to a halt – simple, like a dream –
I sit here with my lights on
contemplating
what goes on when we’re gone.
And yet I rhyme dream with scream 
and wonder:
What am I doing about all this?
                              
– Eleanor Freebern, 14, 
Richmond

Optimist
Even the sun makes shadows. 
We can’t all be perfect,
we can’t all be flawless.
And without those shadows,
you’re actually further from perfect,
because those so-called flaws
are what make you somehow perfect.
Even the sun makes shadows.
                              
– Riordan Adams, 11, 
Essex Jct.

How to support
YWP
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and value of writing. If you would 
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youngwritersproject.org/support
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216, Burlington, VT 05401.
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Imagine 
you are a tree
When you feel like you are falling
down, down, down,
look out the window at the forest
that is impossibly calm,
impossibly serene.
Imagine you are a tree
with roots that go down, down, down
into the warm soil,
keeping you grounded,
impossible to shake,
with branches that reach
into the clouds,
catching the sun’s warm rays.
And when you return to your life
as a human,
you can stand a little bit taller,
and fly up, up, up
on wings made out of hope.
                              
– Sophie Morton, 11, 
Hinesburg

Where I’m from
I am from chapter books,
from smartphones and pencils.
I am from the freezing-cold winters 
of Vermont.
I am from the maple tree,
the soft grassy lawn.
I am from noodles and dark hair,
from Andrew and Coco.
I am from glasses and chopsticks.
From “work hard”
and “never give up.”
I am from atheists
and respectful people.
I’m from the south, from Alabama
and rice and noodles.
From the hard-workers,
the first-comers,
and the heart-warmers.
I am from the family album
that records our past.
                              
– Richard Jiang, 12, 
South Burlington

Feeling
Joy isn’t just the sunny days
with ice cream drips
and perfect words.
Love isn’t just the first few seconds,
flawless moments,
and romance books.
Life isn’t just laughter
that bounces off the clouds,
the birth of new things,
or the smell of leaves.
Joy is the rain falling,
sweet relief pouring across your face,
moments when the value
of everything, every little thing,
is the largest thing.
Love is the tears
of a resolved argument dripping
into a well of shared emotion,
the unconditional
“let me wipe your eyes
with my sleeve and hold you close 
when you dislike me most.”
Life is the constant cycle
of last and first breaths,
of holding on to things so tightly
only to realize you are most fulfilled 
when you let them go.
See your scars not as reminders
of the bad you went through
but as the strength
that allowed you to survive.
Feel your pain not to wallow
but to know that you can endure.
Live your life not to wait for the end
but to revel in each moment you 
spend
feeling. 
                              
– Izzy O’Donnell, 14, 
Hinesburg

A poem 
about atoms 
(and other things)
Stability,
balance:
These are the things we
are taught to search for in the world.
Every living creature, every
organism is living in
need of these things.
An atom wants to have
a neutral charge,
and humans want a nice
house at the end
of the cul-de-sac.
How must we look to other
species? Spending a lifetime
searching for something
to make us the same as the rest.
They say, “You’ll understand
when you are older,” but
I don’t want to understand.
Is that so hard to imagine?
My science teacher told me
that everything wants to be
balanced.
An atom doesn’t want
a positive or negative charge.
Humans don’t want spontaneity,
they want a good life,
a boring life lived out
in the most boring town
they can find, because
it keeps them safe.
They stay on the road,
they paint the picture they
are told to because
it keeps everything the same,
it keeps the cycle going.
And when someone doesn’t
listen, when they drive off
the road, when they put
the paintbrush down, asking
for a reason to keep
going, we pity them, we call it
a tragedy.
How could they have gone wrong?
How do you mess it up
when everything is laid out
in front of you?
It’s easier to be normal.
It’s easier to be normal,
they tell us.
And it’s true.
It has always been so much
easier to pretend that
we want that life.
It doesn’t exhaust you to
live the same life
that millions before you
have lived as well.
It’s easier to stare out of
the window and imagine all
the things you could have
done instead of doing them.
I want it to be easier.
                              
– Esra Anzali, 12, 
Middlebury

When I 
think of spring
March 1.
The time has almost come
for animals, plants,
to awaken from their slumbers.
The time has almost come
for honeybees to
dance around the flowers,
making me so shyly inch away.
The time has almost come
for spring.
Spring.
When I think of spring,
I see colors.
Millions of
brilliant colors,
not painting
but flooding the world
in the most delicate ways.
When I think of spring,
I see people strolling
down my street,
smiling.
When I think of spring,
I see new beginnings,
new hope,
for the sun will rise
every day,
greeting us with light,
greeting us with warmth.
When I think of spring,
I see one of the best,
most wondrous things
I could ask for.
Opening my eyes and
noticing the life,
the fun, the beauty
outside my window,
winking
as it peeks through
my pink curtains.
When I think of spring,
I see that time has passed,
that things have changed,
that some things haven’t –
and that’s okay.
Because not everything,
not even life itself,
has to move so quickly.
At least, not right now.
Not when I think of spring.
                              
– Scarlett Cannizzaro, 13, 
Essex

Glass girl 
looking out 
a glass window
Looking out the window
waiting for today to be different,
waiting for the world to show you
you are more than just a glass girl
looking out a
glass
window.
People do not speak to you,
thinking you might break;
some speak to you in the hope
that you will break.
So you look out the clear window
hoping
the world will seem clear one day.
You are the glass girl,
a puzzle with a piece missing,
looking out the window
and wishing for a story to tell,
just gazing at this half-shattered
glass
world.
                              
– Lily Meyer, 11, Montpelier


