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The Dragon Ride 

     The Dragon Ride was about to 
begin. I was proud of myself, 
having won two tickets to the 
virtual reality roller coaster. It was 
simple, really: win a series of 100 
battles (the “Guardian of the 
Entrance” actually made it 101) 
and you’d win two tickets to the 
purely awesome, all-expenses-paid 
Dragon Ride. I couldn’t wait.
    “Think it’s a hoax?” joked my 
slightly nerdy friend Loize. 
     Loize has been my best friend 
since second grade, and we’ve 
been stuck together like glue since 
we first met. Well, “like glue” 
might be the wrong term – more 
like tape and (relatively dry) ice. 
Our friendship fluctuates, but we 
are in a good place right now. And 
Loize was the obvious choice for 
my person to bring on the Dragon 
Ride. 
     This was going to be fun.
     We stepped into the VR room. 
Inside, there were fans mounted 
on the walls and ceiling, and long 
robot arms to lift us up off the 
ground when the ride began. There 
were also many little panels in the 
walls – some screwed in, and 
others that looked like they would 
slide away to reveal gadgets inside 
that would amplify the realism of 
the ride. There was even a light in 
the ceiling labeled “abort” in case 
of malfunction or emergency. The 
weighted platform in the middle 
of the room was illuminated from 
below by a blue LED the size of a 
bus, or something like that.  
     We stepped onto the platform 
and closed our eyes. When we 
opened them again, we were 
standing on the edge of a cliff, 
looking out over forested 
mountains. Then from the 
mountains came the dragon, the 
virtual beast that made the ride 
famous. The dragon landed in 
front of us, coiling into a pile of 
scales. It was a long thing, thinner 
and more centipede-like than I 
had imagined.
     “Cool,” breathed Loize. “So 
cool.” 
     “I am Thraex-kra Glorm, dragon 
of the Kraktl-grath clan…” ...

 – SAMUEL PREGGER, 12, BARRE

Excerpted from original; 
read complete story at
youngwritersproject.org/node/44397

Broken 

A sculptor
stands at a 
worktable,
staring at 
his masterpiece.
The face 
of an unknown
stranger
sits on an armature,
staring back at him.
And, 
as he takes his last look,
turns away,
he bumps the table’s corner.
Down
falls the stranger,
down to the floor.
Crash,
sounds the stranger,
as it collides with tile.
Gone
is the stranger,
for the only remnants of 
its face
are shattered shards 
of the dried clay
that once made it
be.
The sculptor watches,
listens,
and sees his weeks of work
become fallen,
broken.
Down
sinks the sculptor,
down to his knees.
Sob,
sounds the sculptor,
as his tears fall aimlessly.
Gone
is his dream
of presenting this piece,
this stranger,
as his work of art. 
But after a moment,
his tears stop falling.
After a moment, 
he stands up,
walks to his stranger,
and sweeps it away,
watching it for the
very last time.
He begins to cut,
to smooth,
to sculpt another.
And though it will 
never truly be the same 
as the first,
the sculptor’s dream 
to create his own work of art
will always be the same.

 – SCARLETT CANNIZZARO, 14, 
ESSEX

Sunset 

I gaze quietly out the window.
The pinks, oranges, and reds blend.
Their colors mix like they were 
painted with an artist’s brush.
The golden light of the fading sun
bounces off a paper birch,
basking it in pure, golden light. 
How many sunsets a year 
are as beautiful as this?
Finally, I turn back to my book.
Soon the sun will disappear 
behind the horizon.

 – WILLCOX ELLIOTT, 13, 
HINESBURG

Bicycle 

We ride our bikes into the brush, 
flying effortlessly down winding, 
thin roads,
endlessly searching and reaching 
for that next breath,
that next grace, 
to lift the weight of gravel 
inside our stomachs,
only to drop it into 
satisfying clusters of caught breath
and throw it up again 
as our tires track 
up to the top of the next 
sloping swoop of hill.
Overhead, 
vines and leaves 
crumble the sunlight 
into dazzling drops of warmth.
They shift, grazing across 
your back as you pass ahead of me.
For once, my competitive streak 
at this sleight of hand is soothed
as I watch you get smaller 
amid the greenery,
passing swiftly and peacefully 
alongside a glowing brook 
covered in twisting roots
and gliding underneath 
the industrial, towering 
bridge of highway 
that caverns over our heads,
warm from the sun
and swimming with heart and heat.
I can remember the smell 
of that summer
with the sun in my lungs, 
desperately searching 
for a scent of peach 
to perfect the already-thrumming 
image of love and life.
I can feel the weight 
of the Polaroid camera 
I wished for so desperately, 
tapping snugly against my hip 
with every pedal of my wheels, 
thumping a reassuring bruise 
that will stay to ache in reminder 
of this day, for the few weeks 
this heady giddiness will last.
We took a picture at the end.
Slipped just under 
the train station roof,
my aunt with the camera 
catches us stopped in motion, 
a gradient poise 
against the cerulean sky,
bursting in energy and green
from an Earth soaked in sun.

 – RENÉ VAN DEUSEN, 18, ESSEX

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.

Glowing inspiration 

I lean over the plastic white kayak,
admiring the magnificent bay
filled with dinoflagellates.  
They glow and sparkle,
dance and glimmer.
I reach to place my fist in the water,
and when I open it, 
it’s like a mini explosion,
a volcano erupting, 
baking soda and vinegar exploding.
Except instead of fire or chemicals,
it’s made of light.
The glowing glimmers 
make me feel hopeful,
happy, and optimistic.
The dinoflagellates themselves 
are microscopic, but 
they are so proud and so arrogant
that they glow 
a hundred times bigger
and a hundred times brighter 
than their actual size.
I pull my hand out of the water,
knowing that the cells will die soon,
but their glow will remain forever,
inspiring others and bringing joy –
even if it’s only from a small shard 
of memory.

 – MAELYN SLAVIK, 11, 
BURLINGTON


