
Before the world wakes 

On some spring days, 
if you sit 
outside
early in the
morning
before the world truly wakes,
the grass still damp from
dew and
shining
in the sun,
the air has a chill,
but with the
promise of warmth to come.
Everything is
still and 
quiet, 
and a lone bird 
is the only one who 
dares to 
make a 
sound, 
because the world is still waking 
up.         

 – MOLLY QUAVELIN, 13, 
BURLINGTON
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The clock of childhood 

Sleep used to feel like 
a waste of time. 
When you were younger, 
you would beg and scream 
to stay up playing in the light 
of the moon, 
protecting your childhood 
from slipping away into the embers. 
I should have listened 
to my parents when they told me 
to stop growing. 
Every inch taller I get, the further 
I grow from my childhood. 
I wish the clock had paused 
when the expectations of the world 
were not yet crashing down,
on those few years when we did not 
have to worry about the future, 
not even knowing 
a different future existed.            

 – ANNA O’REILLY, 15, 
SOUTH BURLINGTON

Happiness, in a way 

Happiness is the ache in
my muscles at 5:32 
in the afternoon,
the gentle reminder that I am real
and that I haven’t faded 
(yet).
The gold specks in someone’s eyes
that come out in the sun, 
the warmth
of a hot shower that I can 
finally cry in,
the release of emotions.
The soft strumming 
of guitar strings,
the sound of singing, 
and anything that makes
me smile at this point, really.
Hot tea, 
and food, with the twisted
form of satisfaction 
it brings my greedy body –
the food that keeps us from fading.
Happiness isn’t happy, really, 
but at least
it’s not sad.
Happiness is relief; happiness is 
not feeling like you’re falling 
from the sky every 
time you get out of bed, 
not wanting
the world to fall apart around you.
Happiness is someone’s thumb
brushing tears off your face, 
happiness is the Band-Aid 
on a nasty cut, the
one that’s been bothering you for
oh-so long.
There is a line between 
feeling happy 
and being happy, 
and I have been caught
in a bloody war between the two, 
crawling
toward the finish line 
until I finally give up.
We cannot control happiness – and
though it takes more and more, 
nothing
can be given back without a price, 
because the fight for happiness 
has never been a fair one.
No one can grab my hand 
when I reach out,
but they can pat it and tell me 
that it’ll be okay.
Someday I will change,
and happiness will be a promise,
happiness will be guaranteed.
But the war goes on,
and happiness continues to
love me and leave me –
a Romeo to my damaged Juliet.          

 – ESRA ANZALI, 14, MIDDLEBURY

An ode to sunsets 

Red, 
orange,
fading into blue.
Pink clouds,
blue clouds.
Fiery ball,
sinking
toward the mountains.
Birds silhouetted,
swooping their way
across the sky.
Rose gold,
warm blue.
A sky of fire.
A symphony of golds.
Fueling souls,
and sparking minds.            

 – AMELIA VAN DRIESCHE, 15, 
BURLINGTON

Sophie 

You’ve always called out “Char,” 
but all I’ve ever managed is 
the full length of your name, 
both syllables bouncing off 
my tongue before I even think 
about what I’m going to say next. 
Remember last spring 
when we drove to the 
pebble beach and 
waited for the stars?
And the frogs serenaded us with 
their deep, lovely songs? And we 
sat on the cool rocks? And we 
breathed in the heavy and sweet 
scent of lilacs and tall grass? 
And how you’re 
the only person 
I can ever explain 
anything to, even 
though I’ve never 
been able to shorten 
your name down to 
a single syllable?          

 – CHARLOTTE DODDS, 17, 
BURLINGTON

Words 

Words can be a pain or delight.
Words can cut you like a knife.
Words cannot always speak 
the truth, yet words 
can convince us of many lies.
Words can be soft and sincere.
Words can lift us high 
and drag us deep below.
One word can change your day,
whether it be good or bad.
Your day, week, or even month
can be affected by just one 
small 
voice.          

 – PIPER GOODKIND, 12, 
ESSEX JCT.

Backpack 

I worry that I put my backpack 
through too much abuse.
I wonder if the straining zippers 
are its protest, 
if it’s screaming at me 
that it’s too full –
that no, it can’t fit one more book –
but I can’t help getting 
just one more.          

 – DAHABO ABUKAR, 17, ESSEX

You are a river 

You start young and small,
moving through life as a river 
moves through the woods.
As the river laughs and plays,
with time you grow,
gaining power and strength.
But on the inside, you are still 
young and small.
People all see you differently.
Some appreciate you, admire you.
Others step all over you 
without a care.
This makes you feel sad,
makes you feel young and small.
Over time, you learn more 
about the world.
You grow up, become wiser.
You learn more about yourself.
The river inside of you 
becomes wise.
After a certain point, 
there is a fork in the river.
You must decide which way to flow.
Time to make a big decision.
Do you follow a path of growth?
Or do you wish to stay young 
and small?
There is no right choice.
As much as you wish to stay young 
and small,
perhaps it is time to move on.
Go where the river takes you,
even if the river cries along the way.
It’s time to move on
and grow into the strong river 
you know you are.         

 – ASHLYN FOLEY, 17, 
BURLINGTON

Dripping down the drain 

Have you ever seen water
dripping down the drain
and thought, I am the water,
I am the tears of liquid and love
dripping down the drain?          

 – ETHAN HUANG, 13, NORWICH


