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Spring’s gift 

     The energy radiated off the air 
and onto me. It was like nothing 
ever phased the plants and they 
were full of undying life. It was like 
the sky could talk with me again. 
That feeling like spring’s breath 
could have conversations with my 
soul. I felt like I was soaring across 
the open area above. 
     I was infused with joy because 
that peace spread a rare type of 
happiness. The type of excitement 
that you get when you have a best 
friend you can trust and smile with. 
An unexplained feeling that only a 
few get to experience. 
     For the first time in a while, the 
air was filled with clarity. For once 
I felt like the sun was aligned with 
the ghost inside of me, creating 
unanticipated happiness as a result 
of the path we’d chosen.
                                                                                                                                              
 – ANNA O’REILLY, 15, 
SOUTH BURLINGTON

Flames 

If you could see the way I do,
your eyes would shine darker 
than midnight’s sky.
You wouldn’t be so prone 
to turn your head and cry.
The silky touch of your hair, a 
perfect mix of chestnut and cocoa.
I look at you and see the world
in the freckle on your cheek.
How you laugh and how you smile,
with perfect white teeth.
Although, it is not the outside 
that I love,
even if that is nice and sweet –
it’s the person who comes out
who makes me stay.
With intelligence and humor,
love and light and soul,
you, my dear friend, are the one 
who makes me whole.
And even if you can’t see me,
even if I am gone,
my flame will burn brighter for you 
until dawn.
                                                                                                                                              
 – MAE REINCKE, 15, SHELBURNE

On your deathbed 

     When you are on your 
deathbed, you won’t be worried 
about how cool you were in high 
school, how you look, and how 
other people think of you. The 
only thing that matters at the end 
of the day is how you treated other 
people. You can’t take your wealth 
or fame with you when you die. 
You can only take the memories 
and love you hold inside you. 
     When you are about to die, you 
will have regrets. You will wish 
you’d gotten to go there, or stayed 
with that person. You will wish 
you were a better person, and that 
you’d made someone’s life better. 
You will wish that you’d went for 
it when you had the chance. Right 
when you consider that we all will 
die, you will realize there is nothing 
to lose. 
     So now, while you have the 
chance, go live in the moment. 
Go fight for your dreams, because 
tomorrow you might not be able 
to. Go take a risk so that you die 
knowing you did what you could – 
so you don’t have to think about 
what could have been. Go try your 
hardest to get what you want, so 
you aren’t lying on your deathbed 
wishing you’d done something that 
you don’t have any time left to do.    
                                                                                                                                              
 – GRETCHEN FITZGERALD, 15, 
BURLINGTON 

Spring 

Spring, it’s an emotion, 
it’s an ending and a fresh start.
It’s the hopeful flower of your eye,
blooming with its back
to the browning snow.
It’s the calming 
voice of the warming wind,
and the newly melted ice
trickling through
the muddied streets
of a thawing heart.
It holds me again in flowing hands
and lifts me up once more
to my mother, the sun.
                                                                                                                                              
 – EMMETT JARVIS, 16, 
MONTPELIER

The path and the tree 

Blurred vision, 
walking on jagged rocks,
my path is unknown. 
I am a weary traveler,
crumpled and creased 
like an old candy wrapper.
My sweet tooth has become 
worn and rotten with time.
Stumbling and fumbling 
over the roots of my past,
the family tree holding memories 
that are meant to last.
The path begins 
with innocence,
and my first years 
on unsteady feet.
The cries for attention 
or the whine for a treat,
endless toys and books 
thrown all around.
Sleeping the day away 
like a cat in the sun,
waiting for the day 
when I’ll finally turn 1.
The days of a toddler 
are full of laughter and fun,
days full of sleeping 
and nights full of smiles.
Parents know this stage 
lasts awhile.
The path is now sunny 
with breaks for some rain.
But the family tree stays put 
through all the harsh weather,
staying together 
like birds of a feather.
The path turns to dirt 
with jagged bumps in the road.
When teens come along, 
the ride seems slow.
Growing up with my sister 
through the ebb and the flow,
through fights 
and through love, 
the road seems rough.
But the family tree stays planted 
firmly in the rocks,
finding ways to wind around 
and peek through the blocks.
Next comes adulthood, 
busy and rushed.
No time to look down, 
no time to delay.
Get a job, 
get a car, 
get your life in array.
Breaks on the weekend 
with time to relax, 
watching TV 
with your popcorn in hand.
Imagine your feet 
being buried in sand.
Through weather 
and through troubles, 
the tree still stands,
holding the memories 
of the years that have passed – 
the roots of generations 
that will hopefully last.
The tree has grown 
and will continue to do so.
I stop and read the message 
carved into the bark:
“Be strong, 
my loves, 
till death do us part.”
                                                                                                                                              
 – EMERY STERLING, 17, 
HINESBURG

Better tomorrow 

Small tears like soft rain 
on an overturned bucket 
fell from her sapphire eyes.
She had loved once.
She had opened her heart, 
only for it to be torn apart. 
She had opened her mind,
and yet she had been blinded.
Though she wasn’t anymore. 
She knew she couldn’t restore 
what she had lost.
She had been tossed 
away like a crumpled piece 
of paper 
just so he could escape her.
Though she had thought they were 
good for each other, 
others 
hadn’t thought so. 
So she had pushed them away. 
Though she knew it wasn’t okay,
she did it anyway. 
Now it was done.
Though she hadn’t been the one 
to run away. 
She felt betrayed. 
She felt like she had been played. 
Though she knew it was 
for the best.
She just needed rest. 
And to wake up the next day 
and say, “Hey,
I feel a little better today.”
                                                                                                                                              
 – PENELOPE ZYGAROWSKI, 14, 
BURLINGTON

Life upon lines 

A pencil traces across a sheet 
of paper,
creating lines and curves,
zigzags and swirls.
Soon the lines will connect,
forming images, 
sketches, and words.
Within these lines,
people,
creatures, poetry,
songs, and landscapes
will be conjured.  
Within these lines
there will be hope,
and sadness.  
Humor, and belief.
A pencil traces across a sheet 
of paper,
creating life, 
and death,
and everything in between.
                                                                                                                                              
 – MAELYN SLAVIK, 11, 
BURLINGTON


