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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

Miniature paradise 

I look out the window,
seeing a blanket of green.
The leaves create textures 
and patterns.
Orange flowers are peppered 
through the branches,
popping out like stars in a night sky.
The bark on the trees looks pale
and smooth.
Sometimes I see crumpled, 
brown leaves,
but mostly they’re fresh,
healthy, and green.
Each leaf, twig, and petal blends in,
but still helps create
this miniature paradise. 

 – MAELYN SLAVIK, 11, 
BURLINGTON

Sometimes I wonder 

Sometimes when I walk into 
a room, it feels like someone 
was just there.
It’s like their departure echoes 
through the room. 
I wonder if houses ever miss 
their dwellers.
Sometimes when I trek across 
the track, I can see the weeds 
of an old plant,
like the arms of a child reaching out 
to a long-lost parent.
I wonder if paths ever feel guilty 
for being made. 
Sometimes when I see 
a deflated ball, it looks like 
the hope was sucked out of it.
I wonder if the air that was in 
the ball is enjoying its freedom.

 – DAHABO ABUKAR, 17, ESSEX

A pair of antlers 

A pair of antlers
lie on the ground. 
Weapons of war, like swords
wielded by the strongest masters,
tough as iron.
Can pierce you with such strength
they come out the other side.
When seeing two antlers clash,
it’s like seeing a battlefield.
Wielding so much vitality, 
humans can only dream of it.
You almost see sparks as they clash.
But now they’re only a pair of 
antlers on the ground.

 – CHACE JENNINGS, 15, BRISTOL

Self-portrait at 18 

I.   I know it’s a bad title, 
but I’m carving these words 
out of my compacted mind. 
I’m trying to mix the mud 
of my thoughts 
into something more coherent 
than to-do lists and quiet 
mornings with the windows 
all pushed up. 
The trails this spring are closed. 
“Come back tomorrow,” 
the sign says, 
but the tomorrows could stretch 
forever and no one 
would ever know. 
This is how I feel today: 
torn open and shut down, 
like I have one foot in my bedroom 
and one on the other side 
of the Hudson. 
II.   I don’t remember the day 
I was born, 
but I’ve been told it was full of light 
that grows from a rainstorm.
The way it builds, golden, 
like a patch in the sky,
and is swept away by its height. 
It’s one of the things I think about 
when it’s too nice to be inside. 
This and my eyes. Have they always 
been the color they are now? 
Recently, I’ve been learning Italian 
and cursive and trying 
to piece together the parts of me 
that fell away across the years. 
I haven’t looked at my baby photos 
in a while, 
but I know somewhere, 
in the thousands 
stored on our old hard drive, 
there’s one of me 
in an orange jumpsuit, 
examining a sliver of sunlight 
on the stairs. 
III.   Today is Earth Day, and tonight 
there is no moon. 
Google displays photos 
of the world 
from the past 20 years: decaying, 
graying around the edges, 
forests morphing 
into shopping malls, and roads 
with endless yellow lines. 
Last Monday I bought a book 
about strangers: 
65 letters to people who 
are incrementally unreachable,
figmented by reality, 
captured only in those 
solitary seconds 
when I wake in the morning and 
sit in bed, replaying memories over 
and over behind my stinging eyes. 
My favorite story, the one that 
haunts me most, 
is about a mother, her dying child, 
and the doctor who saved 
them both from darkness’s edge. 
I can’t get them out of my head. 
What is life except the divide 
between process and potential?
IV.  There are things I’ve given 
up on,
like drinking orange soda 
on a street corner at midnight. ...

 – SAM AIKMAN, 18, RICHMOND
Excerpted; read complete poem at
youngwritersproject.org/node/44500

Who doesn’t love to 
swim through the clouds? 

To fly is to dream.
It is to soar through the clouds
in the hope of being free.
To be truly free 
is to search the waves,
to search and breathe as one
with the clear air.
To soar, to tumble, to fall
from our heightened mount’,
and to see, as we fall 
from our Olympus, perspective.
Who doesn’t seek to fly?
Who doesn’t look at the birds 
in envy?
Who doesn’t dream?
But then, who sees the truth 
from down here?

 – ETHAN HUANG, 13, NORWICH

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.

Slipping 

Time must be slipping 
through the cracks of reality.
That has to be the only explanation. 
Every day I do the same thing.
I wake up, stare mindlessly 
at a screen for a while,
go to school, go to practice, 
and go to bed.
And every day it goes by faster.
The seconds aren’t ticking by 
any quicker,
but something is pushing me 
through the day at an alarming rate.
When I was younger, 
my hold on time was tight.
It was an unrelenting grasp. 
But as the years drag on,
my grasp on time loosens. 
I’ve asked many people if they are 
experiencing this phenomenon.
Most say yes. 
They all give me the same advice: 
“Enjoy the time while it passes.”
Or, “It only gets worse.”
It’s terrifying, truly.
If time is passing by this quickly 
at 16,
then I can’t imagine how 
it must feel at 40, or even 80. 
I was told to live life to the fullest,
but what if I can’t do that?
All the stresses,
the repetitiveness,
all the distractions –
they only make things worse.
I bet and plead for time to slow.
But it is an unstoppable force.
Now all I can do is hope
that my grasp tightens,
so that maybe I’ll have enough 
time to enjoy my life 
before it slips away.

 – JACK SAVAS, 16, 
SOUTH BURLINGTON

Low tide 

The ocean veil recedes 
and the sand sparkles 
in brilliant gold. 
Enjoy this moment of still,
for worry comes again 
with the tide.

 – EMMETT JARVIS, 16, 
MONTPELIER

Happiness is... 

Happiness is the ocean.
Salt and seaweed breeze.
Pulling you in, so cold and fresh.
Stinging sharp when you emerge.
Running down the beach,
leaving footprints in your wake.
Marking that you were there.
Until they disappear 
when the tide comes in.

 – AMELIA VAN DRIESCHE, 15, 
BURLINGTON


