
“Can’t We See?” by Vivien Sorce, 15, Hinesburg
Silver Maple Award, Visual
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The city of green
Silver Maple Award, Writing 

The city of green
with bottomless arms,
the one that was built
by no man’s harm,
I go to that city to die.
When morning-star dies
and twilight reigns supreme,
when the eyes turn black,
as black as their dreams,
and men of yesterday tell their lie.
They speak of “progress”
and glory to match,
they speak of the future
too important to hold back.
With us, you can fly.
But I do not wish for iron wings
if the home of the birds
is reduced to twigs.
For that injustice, I do cry.
The city of green
must not be paved,
for the city is life,
and that we must save.
Or at least we can try.
So to the city I go,
where the song is the trees,
away from the men
who take what they please.
I go to that city to die.
                                                                                                                                              
 – EMMETT JARVIS, 16, 
MONTPELIER

Why not?
Honorable Mention 
 
Call me a tree hugger,
a hippie, a snowflake.
Tell me I’m exaggerating,
that “trees can’t feel.”
See my sorrowful gaze
fall across open fields once graced 
with exponential growth,
replaced with solid, cold tarmac.
Ask me why I care, why it matters.
I’d admit, I have no convenient 
scientific answer.
Is that the only thing 
that would settle your discontent?
Have you ever felt the embrace 
of a tree? Ever felt the despair 
from the life with no voice?
I’ll ask you, why don’t you care?
As if you do not rest upon 
Mother Earth’s creation,
as if you do not breathe 
the air from her children.
You may ask me 
what I gain from caring. 
What do you gain by not?
                                                                                                                                              
 – ASHLEIGH PROVOST, 17, 
HINESBURG

Thank you, trees
Copper Beech Award, Writing 

Trees,
we need to thank you

for all the things that we never think about.
The dry spot in your roots during a torrent of rain.

Turning the colors of sunset to show us your beauty.
Preventing the sweltering sun from touching our fragile being.

And burning a fiery red to keep us warm during long nights.
After all that you do to improve our short, thoughtless lives,

our thanks is shown through the pulling of a saw. 
As I look out the window of my cozy, warm home,

I see a haze of snow driven by a biting wind
and proud trees stripped of their lifeline.

They slowly sway, almost dance
in the howling gale.
Then my thoughts

slowly drift to these
silent protectors

standing forgotten
but still doing their

part for their destroyers,
Earth saved with every breath,

countering a threat to our very existence.
So, trees, on this day, I thank you for all that you do.

                                                                                                                                              
 – BEN WETHERELL, 15, MONTPELIER

Leaves will fall
Honorable Mention 

   Have you ever seen a tree? And 
no, I don’t mean just seeing one 
as you drive down the highway. I 
mean, have you ever really looked 
at one? Watched as the leaves fell, 
as the branches sagged with the 
weight of snow, as forests started 
to look like a barren wasteland, 
even though there were still dozens 
of trees there? But then, when the 
next winter crashes in, there are 
fewer trees? And they start to 
decrease more and more each 
time you visit the forest, until it’s 
no longer a forest. It’s just a small 
clearing, with a few bushes here 
and there. The beautiful wide-
spread forest that you came to
love is gone. The logs sold off, 
leaves decomposed into the soil 
you step on now. And you stand
there, wondering, Where did the 
trees go? Why have they been cut 
down? What happened to the
animals that lived and thrived 
here? 
     Well, I am here to answer those 
questions – and more – as best as 
I can. To show you that the path 
we’re going on right now, the 
choices we are making right now 
aren’t the best things to be doing 
if we want a better future for the 
world.
    To start, let’s talk about how 
trees come to be. How do they 
grow? Why is it so important that 
they grow? Of course, most trees 
have to start with a base or a seed. 
Like other plants, trees need 
sunlight, water, soil, and nutrients 
to grow. And over time, different 
parts of the tree will use these 
materials to help itself grow. The 
roots of the tree absorb water and 
nutrients from the soil, while the 
crown uses the water, nutrients, 
and sunlight to produce sugar. 
And as trees grow, they extend 
upward, going higher and higher. 
And surprisingly, there’s a process 
they have to go through to be able 
to grow higher. Trees (and most 
other plants) detect gravity using 
tiny structures within the cells of 
their roots and shoots called 
“statoliths,” which tell them which 
way is up (a process known as 
“gravitropism”). These pocket-
shaped structures are also 
responsible for storing the plant’s 
food (in the form of starch).
     Statoliths are drawn by gravity 
toward the bottom of their cell, 
telling the tree that this direction 
is down. The tree responds by 
growing its roots downward and 
shooting upward. If, however, the
tree gets blown onto its side, the 
statoliths shift and settle against 
whichever part of the cell is now 
facing downward. The tree then 
uses this information to reorient 
itself, and continues to grow 
vertically. Cool, right? ...
                                                                                                                                              
 – AVA FLINT, 14, SHELBURNE
Excerpted; read complete essay at 
youngwritersproject.org/node/43518

Someone
Honorable Mention 

Beauty will never cease 
to exist in this world.
It simply goes into hiding
from time 
to time,
waiting for a special someone
who cares enough
to come looking.
Someone who is
strong in the ways
most of the world is not.
Kindness. Caring. Love.
Someone who will gently peel back
the branches hollowed by suffering
that mark both death and life 
anew.
Someone who will caress
sorrowful life left in nature
with true pain in their heart.
Someone willing to apologize
for the hurt, death, and destruction
the entire human race 
is responsible for.
Be that someone.                                                                                                                                        
                                                                                                                                              
 – WHITNEY DYKSTRA, 15, 
MONKTON

“A Helping Hand,” by Caris Gaito, 13, Burlington
Copper Beech Award, Visual

This week, we feature selections from Trees: Lifeline for Our Planet, 
this spring’s writing and visual art contest by Young Writers Project and 
Branch Out Burlington! Congratulations to the eight prize-winners and 
eight honorable mentions and thank you to everyone who responded to 
the contest challenge: Given the vital role of trees for moderating climate 
change, in words or visual art describe the importance of trees to you 
and the critical role they play in saving planet Earth. Special thank you to 
our contest sponsor Branch Out Burlington! for this partnership and the 
generous prizes and professional judging of the contest! 

As the wind blows 
through the trees 

As the wind blows 
through the trees,
the outside world begins to freeze.
The trees remain 
exactly where they are.
People retreat inside, 
yet observe the trees from afar,
not realizing what they’re doing 
when they step into their car.
They’re always there, 
giving us air to breathe,
counteracting all people do. 
to hurt them – our trees.
                                                                                                                                              
 – ELIZA KONOWITZ, 17, 
SHELBURNE


