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YOUNG WRITERS PROJECT

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

ABOUT YWP

SPECIAL THANKS THIS WEEK

Behind this mask 

A mask,
like a heavy coat of snow,
like a sweater 
on an autumn Sunday morning,
can hide many things.
It hides one’s thoughts,
it hides one’s opinions,
it hides one’s self.
At some point, 
we all walk around with a mask
while our face is still
completely revealed,
while it appears with a smile,
while it appears with a grin,
while it appears with a pair 
of laughing lips.
We discover secrets,
our insides burn,
but we keep our skin cool.
We inherit disappointment, 
the lines between our eyebrows
deepening,
but immediately fading away.
We become stressed, 
we lose sleep,
letting any weight that burdens us 
fall into our eyes,
where we forever conceal it,
keeping the dark circles,
the heavy bags, 
only to ourselves. 
But at some point,
this weight becomes 
too much to carry.
At some point, 
this mask will not be able
to stay put, to continue on,
glued to the being 
we know ourselves to be,
we want to be,
we are afraid to be.
Eventually 
this mask becomes useless.
Eventually
we realize there is no point
in keeping it on,
knowing that, someday,
it really will be gone.
Our faces should not only be seen,
they should be known –
so that the passion 
that lights up our eyes
is real, is true.
We should never have put 
that mask on in the first place.

 – SCARLETT CANNIZZARO, 14, 
ESSEX

Windy days 

Holding onto my hat as firmly 
as I could with one free hand,
I looked out over the sea.
The waves were crashing, 
sending salty mist over me.
I have always loved the ocean best 
on windy days.
When the waves 
are three times bigger
and the beach is vast,
not a soul in sight.
Just me, grinning at the sea,
and trying to keep my hat on.

 – AMELIA VAN DRIESCHE, 15, 
BURLINGTON

Stargazing 

An owl hoots in the distance.
The trees rustle gently 
in the summer breeze. 
A frog croaks, 
longing for a friend. 
I smile, happy to be 
surrounded by life.
Imagine what the world would 
be like without a bird chirping,
a fiddlehead growing,
a newborn’s cry,
a dog’s barking,
or a blacksmith’s hammer.
Maybe, just maybe,
those sounds exist 
on another planet.
Maybe, just maybe,
I’m looking at one now, 
as I stare into the bright night sky
on an evening in July.

 – WILLCOX ELLIOTT, 13, 
HINESBURG

13 ways of looking 
at a piece of paper 

1.  A flat, white rectangle 
   sitting on the floor, 
   thin as paper, 
   because it is. 
2.  Infinite possibilities,
   a canvas waiting to be 
   transformed
   by just the right person.
3.  Trash
   littering up a nice house,
   screaming to be picked up.
4.  A paper crane 
   waiting to happen.
5.  An obstacle
   to leap over
   as I race to the kitchen.
6.  A tiny drawing in the corner,
   an almost microscopic heart –
   who drew it?
7.  What used to be a tree
   is now a useless scrap
   that never should have been.
8.  Slippery, 
   don’t step on it,
   you could fall!
9.  Who left it there?
   Do they miss it?
   Or did they never notice it fall?
10.  A vehicle to contain 
   the stories in my mind
   when paired with a pencil.
11.  Soft as a butterfly’s wings, 
   crinkles nicely,
   smells like a library.
12.  Thin,
   fragile;
   it will be torn before long. 
13.  A piece of paper on the floor.

 – NATALIE LEWIS, 15, NORWICH

Camping 

As the moon and stars 
swirled around me overhead,
I was overcome by a sense of calm.
Camping had never been 
so beautiful. 
The trees swaying 
in the dying light.
The campfire crackling 
while my dog slept next to me.
I loved being curled up 
in my warm blanket 
with my pillow under my head.
The calm flooded my body.
The stars were shining 
as bright as day.
I realized how much 
I enjoyed the outdoors. 
Tomorrow I would do it 
all over again,
and I was not upset about that.
With an owl hooting, 
I fell into a deep, comforting sleep.

 –  LIAM BROWN, 12, ESSEX JCT.

April nostalgia 

I sat down alone 
on the cold pinewood chair 
with a double bowl of ramen. 
The strong smell of spices 
filled my nostrils 
with reminiscence, with memories  
of days I spent laughing 
with my friends 
as we speed-ate ramen 
to see who could finish first.
Bursting into tears out of laughter 
and the burning of our throats
as we looked at each other 
wondering who would be the first 
to give up
and chuck down 
the glass of cold milk.  
                                                                                                                                              
 – ISHMITA PRADHAN, 16, 
SHELBURNE

The mountain 

     I sit in silence, the delicate 
breeze occasionally breaking the 
thin tranquility. I see no people, 
only the occasional fleet of 
squawking birds overhead, or a 
watchful hare sitting on my high 
fells. All I see are the everlasting 
snow peaks in the distance, and 
the rich, green blur of pines. 
     There’s no denying that the 
quiet is peaceful, yet sometimes, 
as I sit amid the mist, I wonder 
if anything lies beyond my tall 
summit of nothingness. I ponder 
that thought awhile, but when the 
blazing sun rises from her golden 
slumber, I can only sit and watch 
the beauty of the morning. And, 
though it may not be grand, I find 
great comfort in the serene hills I 
belong to, and wouldn’t trade my 
slopes for anything.

 – AMELIA MACHANIC, 12, 
ESSEX JCT.

Rainy morning 

This morning, the clouds lie low,
tangled among the crooked pines,
framing the mountains
in their ghostly webs.
This morning, the sleepy rain
falls with the drone of a fly, 
and the clouds wait
for a beating heart
to fall from the sky,
ensnared in their beauty.

 – EMMETT JARVIS, 16, 
MONTPELIER

YWP NEWS & EVENTS 
OH SNAP! Online Open Mic 

MAY 21, 1 PM – Join us every 
month to share your words, snap 
your appreciation, and hang out 
with other YWPers from across the 
country. All events are FREE for YWP 
members. To sign up, go to: 
youngwritersproject.org.


