
Young Writers Project’s mission is to inspire, mentor, publish, and
promote young writers and artists. We select the best writing from 
hundreds of submissions to our website, youngwritersproject.org, for 
publication in this newspaper and with other Vermont media partners, 
and in our monthly digital magazine and annual anthology. This week, 
we present General Writing responses.
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The fly 
The fly, that pesky little thing.
You should be happy 
that they don’t sting.
Fly around with nothing to do
except to annoy people like you!                    
                                                            
– Evan Benoit, 13, 
Montpelier

Little 
Sebago Lake 
The gravel crunches under the car 
as we turn down the winding road 
beside the lake. 
I glance out the window, 
watching the boats fly past the shore. 
The car pulls to a stop as my brother 
and I unbuckle our seatbelts.
A black blur dashes up the stairs, 
her tail wagging vigorously. 
My cousins are close behind her, 
already yelling to us, 
recounting a new story. 
I hoist as many bags as I can carry 
onto my arms, walking precariously 
down the steep set of wooden stairs 
to the house. 
My grandparents and aunt wait 
in the living room as I dump 
everything in front of the fireplace 
and go around giving out hugs.
I turn and pull aside the screen door, 
stepping out onto the deck. 
My eyes scan my surroundings, 
taking in the familiarity of what has 
come to be a second home. 
My cousins and brother soon find me, 
and I join them, laughing and running 
down to the water. 
The ducks parade by the dock 
as we sit down in the sun, 
breathing in the fresh July day.
We talk and touch the water, before 
deciding who has to jump in first. 
I adjust my swim shirt with one hand 
as the other takes off my hat.
I grin, backing up and sprinting 
toward the edge of the dock, 
leaping off just at the end. 
The water cools my skin 
as I let myself sink below the surface. 
Three more splashes follow 
as the boys all jump in after me. 
I quickly swim over to one of the 
non-slimy rocks to stand on, waiting 
for the rest of them to resurface. 
We swim and kayak around 
until the evening starts to arrive, 
and I hang back for a moment 
as they run up to dinner. 
I smile, hearing the loons calling 
in the distance and feeling 
a cool breeze blow my hair 
in the wind. I take it all in, 
the beauty of Little Sebago Lake.
And if this isn’t nice, 
I don’t know what is.               
                                                            
– Ava Blaisdell, 16, 
Colchester

The mob 
     Winter leaves in a flourish of 
white. Shivering, huddling people 
pray for summer. Soaking up the 
first rays of sun, we dance. Shedding 
tears of joy, we cry out for more. 
Delivered late as mail always is, yet 
welcomed with open arms. Tanning 
to twin with lobsters, playing till 
sweat soaks through shirts. Praises 
of summer can be heard through the 
mountains. 
     Snap. Poof. It disappears. 
     Warmth resting from vigorous 
weeks of work. We cry, we shout. 
Cursing the light we’ve grown to 
love. Like a mother unwilling to 
disappoint, summer pushes with all 
her strength. Roasting all on Earth to 
a crisp. Curses. Yelling. Where is the 
cold? Never are we satisfied but ever 
are we bold. Pitchforks in hand, we 
give chase.
   
     Summer is waiting 
     by the exit door in red,
     running from the mob.                    
                                                            
– Whitney Dykstra, 14, 
Monkton

School 
It’s almost over.
The school year that 
no kid will forget.
The year every kid was affected 
in some way by the pandemic.
School will be out 
and freedom will come, 
but freedom won’t be 
as sweet as in past years.
Masks will still need to be worn. 
But 6 feet will turn into 5, 
which will turn into 4, 
until we aren’t distanced anymore.
Soon getting a sunburn will be 
the only thing to worry about, 
and not if we remember our masks.
Kids are getting vaccinated 
and soon the masks will be gone.
I look forward to being able to 
walk into school and see 
kids’ faces smiling brightly, 
not covered up by masks.
The school year is almost over,
the school year that 
no kid will forget.
It’s almost over. Just a little longer...                
                                                            
– Eva Mazur, 12, Charlotte
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Midnight  
I am the black sky you look up at 
for confidence.
I am the stars you glance at 
when desperate for determination.
I am the moon you gaze at, 
in need of power.
I am the owl you stroke for advice.
I am the fireflies you watch hopefully.
I am the dream you see in your 
mind’s eye with strength.
You can look at me.
But you don’t need to.
Because you are already gifted with 
confidence, determination, and power.
You already have advice, hope, 
and strength. 
You need to look inside yourself.
Then maybe you will learn that you 
need nothing else but you for 
the trying journey ahead.
When you see me, you see you.                    
                                                            
– Suzanne Brubaker, 9, 
Shelburne

So often 
So often
I find myself giddy
with excitement.
Excitement for summer,
excitement for the independence 
that will come with it. 
So often
I find myself 
nervous, sad,
a mix of many
unidentified emotions,
sometimes controllable,
sometimes the opposite. 
So often
I find myself simply happy,
really happy,
for no apparent reason.
And when this feeling
runs through my mind
as if finally free,
I try to lock it up once more
in hopes of saving it for
other days when I,
or perhaps someone else,
might need it more.                
                                                            
– Scarlett Cannizzaro, 13, 
Essex

My chapped-
lipped, checked-
out, dance-pop 
ode to retail 
I was a model employee 
at the mirage factory.
Moved through the bland-faced 
clothes racks with swagger,
the cumulative bite of two dozen 
hangers on my arm.
Noticing everything but 
speaking vapors. 
Too female from the neck down 
in my black top.
Five-foot-four with a white lie.
So they talk down.
Snap fingers, click tongues, demand.
Just last week––
My throat burns with artificial honey
as I watch my neighbor sell
some death-trap-crap car 
to new Americans, 
their accents rich and resonant.
Fake-woke headbands 
on my first day,
fake-Pride T-shirts on my last. 
My dear associates, 
the only motive is profit. 
The faint crooning covers
fill our heads with TV static.
Managers fluently 
changing our channels
so we’ll never quite get context 
on a scene.
A business optimized for distraction,
for selling a squeaky-clean 
athletic-wear vision.
The people can get their sneakers 
anywhere.
Our pandering is standard. 
That calculated, 
crushing blandness
was for me.                    
                                                            
– Theresa Christiansen, 17, 
Richmond

A friendship 
of wind and sand 
     A friendship of opposites. At 
first thought, it seems unusual, yet 
possible. We have all heard the age-
old saying “opposites attract,” but 
does that apply to friendships?
     Opposite friends are the best 
kind of friends. An opposite friend 
is there to balance you, keep you 
honest. One is outgoing and loud, 
while the other is relaxed and calm. 
That balance is needed, that someone 
to tell you no or “that’s not the best 
idea,” that person to give you the 
advice you’d have never even thought 
of. Your weaknesses are your best 
friend’s strengths; if you need help 
with anything, you have the perfect 
partner to fix it.
     A friendship of opposites is less 
like fire and water and more like 
wind and sand. Water and fire are 
mutually destructive. Water will 
extinguish a flame, just as fire will 
boil water away to nothing. Wind 
and sand go together, yet are very 
different. They have things that are 
each their own, the wind with air and 
the sand with Earth. When they come 
together, it might not be noticeable to 
people going too fast, but if you stop 
and look – I mean really look – you’ll 
see the wind gently pushing the sand 
along, and the sand happy to go.
     That’s friendship – not opposites 
that destroy each other, but opposites 
that thrive together.                    
                                                            
– Maeve MacAuley, 16, 
Colchester

This ocean, 
this life 
This morning I
woke up early
just to see the sunrise.
Down through the 
sleepy town,
arm in arm
with my best friend.
The sky looks like
shattered stained glass and
our voices, magnolia blossoms.
Listen to an old guy talk about how
he’s never missed a sunrise,
not in 37 years.
Today I
face the ocean, breathe deep,
watch the waves
forming geometric patterns as they
meld with the sand and rock barrier
that keeps them from
galloping down the streets
of the little town.
This ocean, this life.
This is where I come from.
Take photos and 
boogie board,
seashells blooming
under our feet.
This evening,
examine my
sun-dropped skin,
rub on aloe vera.
Towels crumpled on 
our hotel floor.
Look at the pictures we took today,
heads on each other’s shoulders and
arms linked.
This ocean, this life.
This is where I belong.
Debate about movies, and
eat fresh lobster
followed by homemade ice cream.
Tonight,
browse colorful stores
selling saltwater taffy and
blown-glass crabs,
sunglasses, and
baggy T-shirts.
Out on the beach,
breathe salty-sweet air.
Crumbles of moon and
swirls of stars,
twisted and melted
in a soft vanilla sky.
Feel the warm wind, 
like smooth jazz.
Watch fires flicker 
up and down the sand.
People in love as well as
a few drunk guys.
Smile as I take it all in.
This beautiful place.
This ocean, this life.
This is my home.
To my best friend: 
I will always love you.          
                                                            
– Siri Dunn, 15, Morristown


