
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, Nostalgia. Revisit something you 
entertained yourself with as a kid. How does it make you feel, now that 
you’re older?; and General Writing.

Photo of the Week

 Lauren McCabe, 14, South Burlington

So dream me
The sky is out to get me tonight,
but I am not ready to face it.
What I am afraid real life is
is not what my life is like right now.
I’m in a dream,
I don’t want to wake up.
So I’ll keep dreaming.
So dream me silks and lace
woven from the sky,
watermelon-flavored stars
shining above our heads.
Dream me rivers of lilies
and thousands of fireflies,
pillows of plum and
sheets of cream.
So dream me pineapples.
All your faults and mistakes,
dream me wishing them all away,
steering my ship
through a bottle of blue.
So dream me a bird,
or a kite if you wish; I just want to fly.
Dream me avocados,
pears, and coconuts, dream me
a place where the sky-glass shatters.
So dream me free.
Dream me on a terrace laced
with sky, sipping bubbles.
So dream me in a gauzy dress,
wishes of flowers 
tangled in my hair.
Dream me amid ferns,
all of us blowing in the wind
then walking down candlelit paths,
and velvety scarves and
smooth pumpkin pie.
So dream me licorice and cinnamon,
a hundred sugar-coated 
cherry blossoms.
Dream me on top
of a rocky plateau
letting the wind
play with my hair.
Dream me, me.
So dream me free.   
                              
– Siri Dunn, 15, Morristown

Smoke
Children born in smoke
let it circle in their cradles.
They fill their cheeks with
cold hunks of coal and 
let the embers 
warm their toes.
Children born in smoke
can breathe much easier
when the burning ends,
since they learned to
live in the chimney 
stack before they could count.
Children born in smoke
know how to light a fire.   
                              
– Ava Rohrbaugh, 15, 
Charlotte

Apology for 
summer’s love
Today I must apologize 
for the dry summer wind 
that carried words to you from me
in outbursts of selfish misery.
Today I must apologize 
for the lovesick river waters
that curved around your tired body, 
thoughtless of your hungry belly.
Today I must apologize
for the sweet singing birds
that flitted gleefully ‘bout your head,
ignorant of your heart of lead.
Tonight I must apologize 
for my weeping autumn eyes
that cried to you in fits of woe 
for all you suffered some months ago.
I beg of you forgiveness please,
do not hate me for this deed,
for it is you, my dearest love,
whom I adore more than the sun. 
                              
– Willa Whitaker Jackson, 
14, Marshfield

The sky-sea
That time of year again when 
the night is just nippy enough 
to stand, feet numb in half-dead grass 
(I’m lying prone)
against overwhelming, speckled 
sky-sea.
And the stars are smiling at me again,
like an old friend 
(too many moons too late),
brain networks 
mirroring star networks.
It’s that feeling of smallness,
creeping smallness 
(inconsequential life of mine), 
smallness in that 
fine-tuned cosmic way.
I tapped my brother’s window,
forced my soliloquy into lamplight, 
then drowned (my ship unmoored)
in the inky, warming dark.  
                              
– Theresa Christiansen, 17, 
Richmond
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The purple 
flowers
     “I love the light this time of day,” 
she said to no one in particular. She 
loved the way the sunlight bounced 
off the leaves and made them look 
like they were glowing. She loved the 
feeling of warm sunlight on her face 
as she breathed in the fresh forest air.
     The sound of dirt crunching 
under her old white Converses gave 
her comfort. She always thought it 
was peaceful being out in the woods 
by herself. Most days she would 
come out here to think and pick 
wildflowers. She liked the purple 
ones in particular, the smell of them 
reminded her of honey and happiness. 
     As she made her way, she saw 
dozens of them, and gingerly picked 
one and put it behind her ear. As she 
did, a brief memory flashed before 
her of her mother doing the same 
thing when she first brought her to 
this place. She remembered her 
mother saying, as she tucked the 
flower behind her ear, “‘Flowers 
are the music of the ground from 
Earth’s lips spoken without sound,’” 
quoting her favorite author. She 
remembered how her mom looked 
so happy, the sun shining down on 
her like a spotlight. 
     The memory passed and a small 
tear trickled down her face. She bent 
down and picked one more of the 
flowers, twirled it in her hand, and 
kept walking. She followed the sun’s 
rays until she got to a clearing where 
the rays were all in one big circle. 
     It was beautiful, and she had 
never seen anything like it. It was 
like millions of tiny diamonds of all 
colors sparkling. It made everything 
feel magical. 
     She stepped into the middle of 
the circle and felt her whole body 
warm. She lay down in the middle 
of the circle and closed her eyes. She 
listened to the birds singing and the 
leaves blowing in the wind. It was the 
most beautiful chorus – every sound 
was part of one exquisitely beautiful 
song. She lay there and listened to the 
song for hours until the sky turned 
beautiful shades of amber and gold.
     When she finally got up from the 
circle, she realized there were dozens 
of purple wildflowers surrounding the 
circle she was lying in. They had not 
been there before. 
     She knew her mother had sent 
them. She rose from the ground and 
placed the purple flower she had 
picked earlier in the middle of the 
circle and whispered, “I love you.” 
And she knew, by the way the wind 
picked up and the flowers swayed in 
the breeze, that her mother had heard 
her.       
                              
– Penelope Zygarowski, 13, 
Burlington

Sharing the voices 
of young Vermonters 
on the issues that 
shape their lives

Salt
Do you remember when 
they built the bridge 
(or maybe they were fixing it)
and the metal fell
and severed the electrical cables 
running beneath?
Do you remember how 
all the houses south of the break
had no power and 
the air conditioning wouldn’t work?
Do you remember that anyone 
who didn’t live there
(and we didn’t live there)
had to stay away?
Do you remember (and 
I know it was stupid) how I cried?
I knew we could rent it for next year.
We were lucky for a promise 
of next year. Not everyone would 
get to go to the beach the next year.
But
I wanted the ocean so bad that it hurt.
I’m not sure why I love water 
so much.
I have nightmares about 
monster waves.
I’m scared of drowning.
The sea is cold and dark and it will 
eat you if the things inside it 
don’t eat you first.
But (and I know it’s sappy) 
if my soul made sound,
I think it would sound like water.
Sometimes when we’re 
driving on the bridge 
(the one they built, or maybe 
the one they fixed),
I can see the breakers,
and it aches between my ribs
like my heartbeat’s trying to 
match the waves.
And when we first arrive, 
on that first night 
(we can never beat the sunset, 
remember?),
I always run down the boardwalk,
and it’s like
home isn’t a building but a body,
the water’s body, my body,
and it’s real, it’s
real.   
                              
– Nora Gautsch, 17, Jericho

Tiger’s eyes
I watch, helpless 
as trees crash down all around me.
As the furless intruders 
continue to make noise.
As my friends run away. 
As fear comes in a wave 
that steals my every thought.
As adrenaline seems to 
fill my bloodstream.
As others stampede past me,
running toward nowhere. 
Running away 
from the loud metal things.
Running away 
from the unwelcome guests. 
Running away from the ruins 
of what was once a home.
Running away from the fear, grief, 
and devastation that is looking back.   
                              
– Sophie Morton, 11, 
Hinesburg
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Blue
My body does not define who I am 
no more than the shoes on my feet,
change in my pocket,
or house that I live in. 
I know it’s a messy thing.
Sometimes it seems unreasonable, 
doesn’t make sense.
But the endless stream of pink words, 
the relentless waves of knowledge 
that I am not and will never fully be 
myself
hurts.
I close my eyes,
cover my ears,
and wrap myself in blue.
The pink I used to think made me 
something people would love
does not fit into my life anymore,
and I will don the colors that 
make me feel 
like me.
Despite the pink you throw at me,
I will revel in the fact
that I am blue inside.   
                              
– Callyx O’Donnell, 15, 
Hinesburg

Bright side
The last little bit of blue sky 
is covered 
by gray sky.
The last leaf on the tree falls
to the ground.
Your first childhood bike 
is sold.
Your first elementary school
is left behind.
But if you turn it around,
a gray sky brings storms, 
and storms go away quickly, 
and the sun peaks through.
The last leaf is a sign 
winter is coming,
which brings cheer, 
hot cocoa, and cozy slippers.
Your childhood bike is a sign of 
all the things you went through,
falling, getting up, and 
it’s being passed on to other kids 
to create new memories.
Your first elementary school 
is left behind,
but you can still remember 
the fun you had, and all the friends 
you carried with you.
There’s always 
a bright side.  
                              
– Alice Ducham, 12, Essex Jct.

Some things glow
Some things glow
under the light
of my LED strips,
fading from purple to orange
to red to yellow.
Some things glow, like my neon mask
and my soccer socks.
Like people. Some people, 
it’s their moment, and others,
they have to wait a little longer
so they can glow
authentic to themselves.  
                              
– Ruby Hoffman, 12, Essex Jct.


