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JpStarts

Spring Edition Two Thousand Ten

A Young
Writers Association (YWA) publication of Lane County youth

Some Funny ‘Things’ Happened on the Way to the Glitterary Word Festival 2010

“Have fun and use your imagination.” Those were the only instructions given to young writers who entered YWA’s 2010 creative writing contest.
“Things” was the theme of the challenge, and the wide variety of super submissions we received was a testament to the amazing imaginations of the
youth in our community. “Things” might sound like an easy-to-define topic, but there were almost as many ways to interpret this competition as there
were, well, “things.” So, hats off to all the young writers who took on this challenging task. And congratulations to our winners who succeeded in creating

something out of nothing. The winners
are ...

Ages 5-8

* First Place: Walker Wonham, Crest Drive Elementary

* Second Place: Jonathan Christon, Crest Drive Elementary

* Third Place: Gracie Moyer, Crest Drive Elementary

* Honorable Mention: Sasha McArthur, Crest Drive Elementary
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Ages 9-10

* First Place: Austin Gregory, HomeSource
* Second PlaceTie: Rosemary Williams, Oak Hill School and Eva Kokkino, Crest Drive El-
ementary School
*Third Place Arielle Ward, Oak Hill School
* Honorable Mention: Kylie Peterson, Crest Drive Elementary School

Ages 11-13

* First Place Tie for Prose: Zack Harris, Crest Drive Elementary School and Anisha Datta,
Evergreen Middle School

* Second Place for Prose: Isabelle Rogers, Oak Hill School

* Third Place for Prose: Maisie Titterington, Roosevelt Middle School

* First Place Tie for Poetry: Sahalie Pittman, Edison Elementary School and Hannah Harris,
Roosevelt Middle School

* Second Place for Poetry: Chelsea Pohrman, Springfield Middle School

* Third Place for Poetry: Paloma Deinum-Buck, Roosevelt Middle School

* Honorable Mention: Sabrina Mowder, Hamlin Middle School

Ages 14-18

* First Place Tie for Poetry: Zoé Livelybrooks, Crow High School and Jemila Spain, Lane
Community College

* Second Place for Poetry: Sierra Sorenson, Pleasant Hill High School

* Third Place for Poetry: Natalie Mosman, Roosevelt Middle School

* Second Place for Prose: Cassidy Swain, Lowell High School

* Third Place for Prose: Cassy Harris, Pleasant Hill High School

* Honorable Mention: Rachel Petty, Roosevelt Middle School

One of the hardest parts about hosting a literary contest for such a talented group of young
writers was picking the winners. This issue of UpStarts contains the first through third place
winners from this year’s contest, but you can read more great writing at the YWA Web site (www.
ywalane.org) where we’ve posted the Honorable Mention recipients.

1



ages 5 — 3

upstairs

The T, /zing That Came From The ,Mig/zt .S%y

One night Max and his dog, Chewy, went outside to look
at the stars. Max said, “I've never seen that constellation before.” It
looked like a creature ¢. [t had long arms that
looked like elastic bby. It was an inch

taller than Max i amus.
f the sky and attacked

d his bat away.
other bat, but this
one was wooden.

He ran out and hit it. It got knocked out.

He put the constellation in the garbage and put a lock on it.

The next day Max threw the garbage can into the deep lake.

Jonathan Christon
Crest Drive Elementary School
Age 8




Magic

Once there lived a little girl named Jenna. She had a weird thing happen to her. If you want to know more, I'll tell
you.

to her dresser to
ber ever wearing
all ready, she

f her! Jenna was so

One day Jenna woke to the birds singing. She got up and went to get dre
get pants, but when she opened her drawer, she only found one pair of
this pair of pants, but since they were the only pair in her drawer, she pu
went downstairs. She said to herself, "I wish I had warm toast with jam.'
amazed.

Next, she heard the school bus. Oh no! She wasn't ready! She said, "I wish I had mor he clock went
backwards. She didn't know what just happened!

Finally, she thought of it!! It was her pants that gave her wishes. She want." Jenna was
thinking about what she could wish for. T'here were a million things sh

She thought of something she wanted the most——snow. So she said, "I wish it would snow." Poof! It was snow-
ing!

After she played in the snow, she said, "I wish for a million dollars." "T'hen she ran upstairs and looked in her piggy
bank. Itwas overflowing.

She wore the pants everyday until..... They got too small.
The End

Gracie Moyer
Crest Drive Elementary School
Age 8




ages 9 - 10
THE CROWN

Long ago, there was a king and a queen and their two sons, Ramses and Tut. Ramses was handsome, but bossy and weak-
minded. Tut, 2 1/2 years younger, was handsome, too, but strong and kind-hearted. To Tut’s sorrow, however, his father and moth-
er loved Ramses more because of his commanding personality. They game Ramses more treasure, splendid clothes, magnificent
chariots, and even a tamed leopard! And because Ramses often provoked Tut, quarrels usually broke out between them.

One night when Tut was 28 years old, he found himself so sad that his parents loved Ramses more, that he decided to leave.
"T'aking what was only his, the young prince left with his treasures, his personal chariot and army of 8oo men, and made ready for
the Sahara Desert. But before he left, Tut crept into the royal bedroom and stole the Pharaoh’s Crown, then buried this symbol of
power that was never to be his beneath the statue of an ancient pharaoh at the entrance of the city. Then, as a skilled navigator, he
met his army a mile into the Sahara and swiftly led them far away.

Many hours later, they made camp in a sandy plain. Lying down in his tent beside his own insignificant crown, he fell asleep
dreaming of a new life, a destiny of his own.

After the disappearance of Tut, his army, and the Pharaoh’s Crown, Tut knew his father would be worried and send patrols
out. Yet, even the strongest soldier would fear going too far, for the desert landscape and blinding sun caused confusion to most.
Tut was sure, with the wind covering their tracks, the distance traveled had taken them where no one would look.

Three years passed, and Tut’s army expanded as he left generals and troops to oversee the many cities he had conquered. But
Tut was nice to the people and let them be free. “T will treat them fairly,” he thought, “as my father should have treated me, and my
people will be loyal.”

One day, Tut was looking over one of his royal cities from his balcony, thinking how much his princely crown had gotten
him. Every city had prospered, and the populations had grown, too. But then his mind wandered back to Egypt and to a life of
growing up under his brother, Ramses, who surely was pharaoh by now.

The Pharaoh’s Crown! When Tut was younger, it wasn't really his father’s crown he wanted; it was his recognition. And to
earn the crown was something he had worked hard for. Ramses, on the other hand, had not. Tut wept for his parent’s love, but over-
came his distress with a decision.

Guards at the gate to Pharaoh’s City realized the dust rising on the horizon was not a sandstorm. Indeed,
panded army and massive nation, who had been traveling non-stop for seven weeks. Pharaoh, who was
were summoned, and the gateway blocked.

Both armies arrived at the gateway simultaneously, as Tut glanced at the base of the statue where he hi
father walked forward, joyfully recognizing this magnificent ruler to be his lost son.

Tut stepped down from his chariot and was surprised by his father’s arms. Without a word, Tut strode
reaching deep into the sand, he pulled out the crown. Turning to his father with tears in his eyes, Tut humbly
its rightful owner. Tut’s father said, “I have missed you so much, much more than this crown.”

By now, Ramses had nervously evaluated how little he had accomplished compared to his younger bro act was
obvious to all, including Tut’s father who said, “I can see I judged between my sons wrongly.”

Lifting the smaller crown from Tut’s head, he replaced it with his own. Then turning to the multitudes, he pronounced,
“Egypt, I give you King Tut!”

ut, his ex-
his father

n. Tuts

statue and
crown to

Austin Gregory
HomeSource
Age 10

One thing, . TA C K

Small thi i gh the door!
Babies h i i exact, their mamma Sharp, small, white.
When I first saw a tack,

Things are in museums f rld to see. I bet if
there was a BEE eve

Things can ma

things can i ot for Christmas
made me

There ar ¢ valuable, some
not. Some jewelry is inherited, and trinkets are bought.
Some think they know a thing or two about poetry and if
you like my writing, then I'll be jumping happily.

Eva Kokkino Arielle Ward

Crest Drive Elementary School Oak Hill Elementary School
Ageg Age 10




ages 11 — 13 prose

A Stranger on Christmas

I was downstairs on Christmas Eve, snoozing by the fireplace.
My Christmas tree was surrounded by a wall of presents. A candle that
glowed steadily on the table flickered and died, as though an invisible
hand had snuffed it out. This sudden darkness brought me to my senses.

Then a fire crackled in the fireplace, though no one had visibly
lit it. I gasped in shock. Standing in the waltzing flames was an angel,
glowing an eerie blue that was like rolling ocean waves. Her wings were
folded behind her, stiff” as boards.

“Come,” she said in a voice that was winter wind. “I, Syra, need
your help.”

I clasped her ghostly hand. It wasn’t solid; it had a texture differ-
ent than regular air. Then Syra and I shot backwards into the fire!

Heat seared my body like the fires of Hell, but only for a mo-
ment. In a flash of light, I found myself in a frosty lane.

“Welcome to ‘Haven,’ land of the angels and other winter enti-
ties,” Syra said.

‘Are you going to tell me why I’'m here?” I asked.

“Yes,” came the angel’s reply, “We are getting back my halo.”

I'looked at her head. There was no halo there.

“Where did you leave 1t?” I inquired.

“No, no. I know where it 1. We have to get it back. It’s been
stolen. Follow me.”

Syra flew above the snowy landscape, while I sprinted like a
deer below her. After we passed a frozen field inhabited by angels, Syra
halted.

“Here,” she whispered fearfully.

Knowing that something which created great fear in an angel
could not bode well for me, I looked. Standing in front of us was a
charred Christmas tree and a dismembered menorah. Behind these rav-
aged objects was a gaping, yawning abyss. Syra pointed at the abyss.

“Down there. He’s down there,” she declared.

We clasped hands. Syra flew over the chasm, and dropped like a

stone plunging into the crystal waters of a lake on a bright summer day.
A few feet away from the bottom of the pit, we slowed. We
touched the ground. I looked around.
In Syra’s blue glow, I observed that we were in a spacious cavern.
Odd rock formations jutted out from every inch of t ce. Smashed
Christmas ornaments and vandalized Hanukka ittered the

floor.

Then I saw something in a corner that
my throat. A creature with bulging green eyes,
a hunched back, and a white scaly body was gn
from a Christmas tree that lay discarded at its f
shining blue halo.

I picked up a sharp rock and charged.
dropped the star; its point strangely frozen. I du
claws. I stabbed its arm with my rock. It
halo from atop its gruesome head. Som
arm melted away.

I ran to Syra like a rabbit from a fox. We quickly ascended out
of the cavern and to the edge of the abyss. In a flash of light as bright as
the sun, Syra and I disappeared.

CRACK! We were back in my fireplace. The angel’s halo shone
like a jovial beacon.

“Stopping Jack Frost was brave. Thank you,” she said.

Then, as I stepped out of the fireplace, Syra disappeared.

On Christmas morning, my family was unwrapping gifts. I came
upon a tiny black box. The tag said:

Zach

Thank you

From S.

Inside was a tiny stone angel.

eart leap into
shaped head,
battered star
head was a

arled and
hite creature’s

Zack Harris
Crest Drive Elementary School
Age 11




ages 11 —13 prose

Poolr

Pooh Bear stands for comfort. He stands for bedtime, for sleep. I've never read the original Pooh stories. | don't really care about him as a
character. And | think that’s best, because imagining snuggling with the bear of very little brain fer snuggling
with the little cute undefined bear. The bear that represents Mom, since | have to be in my ings |
want when | go to bed that don’t necessarily go together: comfort and solitude.

Pooh looks like...well, Pooh. He's not very worn, because I've taken care of him, in a“he f my room” so
crazy “pretending he has a cold and then nursing him” way. He smells like my bed and . He's furry, bu
licked him, and that’s definitely a good thing. And he fits perfectly in my arms. I don’t r

him always being there. We've lost him a few times, but he was always found in the end, a e was lost enou
“Hotel Pooh” as we called Pooh #2. Whenever we went to hotels, we used Hotel Pooh, hence the name. Hotel Poo
regular Pooh, though. No other stuffed animal could replace Pooh.

If | were to lose Pooh, I'd be very unhappy. Even when he’s momentarily lost - under the bed or under ething - | get sad.
If I lost him, | would find the closest possible replacement, but it wouldn’t be the same. That's w g sure he’s never lost. If my
friends were to find out about him, it might be a bit embarrassing at first, but I'd be okay. It obably prompt them to talk about
their bears, at least the girls. The boys would never admit it. It would probably be good i

I know I'm not the only one who has a bear of some kind. I'm not the only one that w
are like that. Only no one will admit it. Well, I will. And maybe you'll read it and find yo
admit it. And maybe realize that it's not embarrassing. Not really embarrassing at all.

Isabelle Rogers
Oak Hill Middle School
Age 11




ages 11 — 13 poetry

Wave Song

I the wave, the gentle arch

The fierce and mighty enemy.

I the writer of the song

The dark but peaceful melody.

On my back Ttoss and turn

A driftwood log from far away

A piece of seaglass smooth and worn
A milk white shell small and chipped.
I crash and roar on jagged cliffs
With diamonds falling in my wake
And out to sea again I fly

To where the ocean meets the sky.

Sahalie Pittman
Edison School

Age 11

Paper Hats

I wore my paper hat that Tuesday.

My newspaperhat:

I was strolling in the park on Foxglove Street
Where the ivy knits the bricks

Together in the walls.

The wind was playing in my ears

When my hat left my head

To play hopscotch

With the squirrels

In the trees.

If my hat hadn’t left

To play hopscotch in the trees,
I wouldn’t have rushed

To the pond

To grab its reflection

To wear as a wreath.

As I stooped by the pond

And was catching my breath,

A bottle-billed ibis

Dipped in its beak.

With devilish precision,

It speared the edge of my reflected hat
And plucked it from

The pond’s mirror surface.

To this day, I still wonder

What an ibis might want

With a hat.

I may never know

But my hat has no reflection
Though it wears a definite phobia

Of hopscotch, squirrels and over-large birds in its

place.

Hannah Harris
Roosevelt Middle School
Age 13

Softball

It takes skill
It takes pride
The ball’s fat and it’s wide
You practice and practice
To make yourself better
You throw and you catch
And become a good hitter.
The ball’s by her ear
The pitch draws near
My hands re-grip the bat
The centerfielder tips her hat.
['m ready;
I'm steady
The ball draws near
I draw the bat down
And hit it to town.
The ball soars
The crowd roars
I round the bags
The opposing coach sags'
Six run rule
We rule the school
In the field we go.
I feel great
I feel fine
With that bat
It’s divine.
Oh how I love
My softball.

Chelsea Pohrman
Springfield Middle School
Age 12

The Dress

A turquoise sea, a spring sky,

a flower garden with a sense of adventure

is what my mind imagines when I wear this
dress.

It makes me imagine.an outside world

where beautiful sunsets and fields full.of violets
are possible,

where small dreams someday come true

and where everyone gets a second try at life.....
With its light' delicate ruffles that wave hello
and its small yet elegant bow

the dress«¢alms my heart.

It shows me what it’s like to believe in myself.
It shows me who I am.

Paloma Deinum-Buck
Roosevelt Middle School
Age 12




Sestina

In your pocket, you had bones.
You told me they were finger
bones from the ocean,

and you also said that you
once held the sun

without being burned. You
didn’t understand names.

To you, a thing was more than
a word,

though less than a dream.

Sometimes I thought you lived
in a dream,

or tried to. You had a relent-
lessness in each bone, an
eagerness to escape the cage
of words,

and merge with a greater
ocean.

Your parents never thought of
the right name

for you. Maybe they knew you
would soon fly away to the
sun.

When you were young, you
played naked in the sun.

You made castles out of sand
and shells of dreams,

but they made you angry and
you cried, “No! Too many
names!”

and smashed the castles.
That’s when you started col-
lecting bones,

after staring into the begin-
ningless ocean

for hours, eyes leaking some-
thing too full, too bright, for
words.

I wanted to help you, but all
knew was words.

I liked castles, drank water
and not sunlight, and was
unable to pull you from your
ocean

of grief. You slipped away, had

ages 14 - 13 poetry —

terrifying dreams

that you were buried in an
avalanche of bones,

that the sun had a name.

no name
ed to you,
d to fit it into

words
Ididn ut I think you
bones

nd climbed to

finally be-

name,
as you stood by the ocean.

We buried the shell of your
dream beside the ocean
under a blank headstone, no
name.

Last night you visited in my
dream,

though you had no face and
neither of us used words.

I saw nothing but the sun,
and my pockets filled with
bones.

You dream is not mine, not
yet.

My life is full of names and
words, and I only ever put my
feet in the ocean.

But I've known the sun, and I
still have the bones, ready for
when I am called.

Jemila Spain
Lane Community College
Age 16
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prose ages 14 - 16

Teddy Bear

me, smiling at me. The
aper you tore off
loved. You tell me

You're little, with dimples that cave into your cheeks and a beautiful face. We sit on the
tree glitters from the lights woven around it, and the box you pulled me out of lay on the
excitedly lying shredded on the floor, too. You smile at me, and turn to give a warm than
you’ll hold on to me forever and ever, and I believe it.

You're older now, not yet a teenager or even in double digits, but you've almost stopped playing wit
and miss the days when you would play with them every single day, and you hug me and take me to t
hours, your dog on one side of you, your cat on the other side, and me, brightly in the middle of
every time something scary or tense comes up on screen, you hug me tightly. Your dimples a

You’re too old for toys, aren’t you? You sit in the middle of your large bed, chattin
friends. Every time she says something, you seem like you have to reply with a long respo
paint your nails at least once a week, and they always smell like nail polish now. Your makeup 1s covering your beautiful eyes, and I don’t un-
derstand why you put it on every morning. I lay, dusty in the corner of your room, looking at the dolls you haven’t touched for years, their
painted smiles covered in gray dust. Did you forget us that easily?

You've grown up well, I note as you study for school intensely, sitting in the middle of your bed. Every now and then, you type fever-
ishly on your computer to find more research, and scribble it all down on a sheet of paper. You look like you’re panicking, but I can’t help
you. You suddenly stop typing and writing, as if you simply can’t do it anymore, and you bite your lip. I worry, in the corner of your room,
about you. Are you feeling alright? I warm up as you walk over to me, suddenly, and seem calm again, as you wipe the dust off my nose.
You scoop me up in your arms, and hold me tight once again, and I warm up inside. “Thank you™ I think to myself, as you take me over to
your couch, and sit down to stare at me. You seem happier than before upon holding me again, I'm glad.

No one can resist a teddy bear for long, really.

y lay in their boxes
to watch TV. We sit for
ou’re watching a movie, and
i me.
your talkative
o your parents. You

Cassidy Swain
Lowell High School
Age 14




¥ WA T.aively L.ait Camp
2010

It’s time to register for “Down the Mississippi,” an active book-
inspired adventure! The roaring good tales of Mark Twain and
the wild side of the Mississippi inspire YWA Lively Lit Camp
2010.

UO Youth Enrichment, TAG and Young Writers Association
team up again to offer one of YWA's popular lively litera-
ture camps. These much-loved, one-week, day camps delve
into classics as a springboard for experimentation. Explore in
teams, in partners and solo while meeting amazing peers who

enjoy creative fun. Lively Lit Camps are a great place to make

friends with kindred spirits. This summer join us as we explore
Mark Twain. Warning: These are wild tales!

“Is Down the Mississippi for you? It 1s it you are looking for a hands-on expedition into the world of steam
power, cornbread, rascals and close shaves! No need to read Mark Twain’s wild tales before camp — you
will hear choice stories to incite you to become artist, writer, scientist, actor, inventor... and to raft on the
Willamette River while imagining the muddy Mississippi. Create, imagine, laugh out loud — discover Mark
Twain’s America for yourself.”

Each camp i1s specifically designed for different age groups:
- Middle School Camp: July 12-16 for those currently in grades 6-7
- Elementary Camp I: July 19-23 for those currently in grades 4-5
- Elementary Camp II: July 26-30 for those currently in grades 3-4
Monday through Friday, 9 a.m. to 4 p.m.

Register Online: www.ywalane.org

Registration Deadline: July 1, 2010. Space 1s
extremely limited so register early!

To find out more visit www.ywalane.org, or
contact Louisa, (541) 485-2259, ywalouisa@aol.

COo1.




THANK YOU TO OUR
GENEROUS DONORS AND
VOLUNTEERS 2009 - 2010

YWA Literary Angels

Chambers Family Foundation, Chintimini Fund of The Oregon
Community Foundation, Lane County Cultural Coalition, Lane
Arts Council Community Arts Projects; Literary Arts WITS
Summit, An Oregon Arts Commission Arts Learning Grant

YWA Literary Patrons

Anonymous (3), Sarkis & Karen Antikajian, R. Lou Barker, Ann
Fulkerson, Interiorscapes, LLC, Linda & Bridgett Johnson, Bill
Bishop & Janice Jurisich, Carter McKenzie, Merry Hempsters,
Bob Kominsky, Ron & Diana Osibov, Daniel Sheerin, Judy
Sierra, Catherine & John Smith, William Sullivan & Janell So-
rensen, The Ulum Group

YWA Literary Family

Raymond Byrne, Gaylene Carpenter, David Clouse, Essex
General Construction, Scott Felsher & Elizabeth King, Mary
Ginnane, Margaret Hadaway, Hilary Kretchmer & David Fulp,
Holiday Market, Brian & Linda Lanker, Vicki Morgan & Michael
Duran, Norman Narin, David Niles & Team Orthodontics, John
& Nola Reed, Norma Sax, Judy & Tim Volem, Julie & Robert
Westermann

YWA Literary Individuals

Christine & Garin Armstrong, Marie Bigelow, Terry & Lynne
Copperman, Quinton Ehley, Caryn A. Gagarin, Quinton Hallet
(in honor of Louisa Lindsay-Sprouse), Bob Helm, Ann Hubbird,
Tara Jecklin, Richard & Janet Reed, Paul Semonin, Randall &
Deborah Wells, Sally Quinn

Glitterary Word Festival 2010

Produced by Young Writers Association and made possible
by:

Lane Arts Council with support from the City of Eugene Cul-
tural Services Division, Eugene Public Library and Friends of
the Library, Ingrid Wendt and Ralph Salisbury, KLCC Public
Radio, 89.7, Lane Literary Guild, Wells Fargo Bank, Robertson/
Sherwood Architects, Sunrise Asian Foods, Rainbow Optics
Nancy’s Yogurt/Springfield Creamery, The Science Factory
Hands on Children’s Museum, McKenzie School District,
Jerry’s Home Improvement

Volunteers

Mary Ginnane, Oregon Librarian of the Year, 2010, Gail Fisch-
er, “neighbor extraordinaire,” Ryan McKenzie, South Eugene
High School, Carter McKenzie, YWA writing mentor, Sharaya
Dutton, UO intern

Donated prizes:

WOW Hall, Tsunami Books, Lord Leebrick, UO Bookstore/
Duckstore

Papa’s Pizza, Skipping Stones Magazine, Multicultural Sto-
rytelling Festival, Eugene Toy & Hobby and Unique Eugene
businesses, Young Writers Association

Donated for light luncheon reception:

Friendly Street, Le Petit Gourmet, Marie Callender’s, Metropol
Bakery

Sweet Life, Trader Joes, Nancy’s Yogurt/Springfield Dairy,
Great Harvest Bread Company, Hideaway Bakery, Humble Ba-
gel, Safeway, 40th/Donald, Sundance Natural Foods, Eugene
City Bakery

A special thanks to Image Sense Inc. for t-shirt designs

Thank you to N.K Hoffman for the cover photos
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2009-2010 Advisory Board

Doug Blandy
Marji DeBuse
Judith Hankin
Deb Kriegh

Jon Labrousse
Marianne Oakes
Shannon Sprouse
Rita Svanks

Judy Volem
Robert Young

2009-2010 Board of Directors
Catherine Ballard - YWA Board President

Tara Jecklin-- YWA Board Treasurer/Secretary/
Website

Linda Johnson - President-elect

Amanda Reed - YWA Treasurer/ Secretary-elect
Louisa Lindsay-Sprouse — Founding Director
Tracy Edmunson

Bridgett Johnson

Emily Mangan

Judy Sierra

Frank Sprouse

Sarah Walden

Lewis Taylor — YWA UpStarts Editor and
Media Advisor

2009-2010 Designer

Breanne Gratton, intern, UO School of Journalism

Where Do My Donations Go? How Can I Help?

Bring YWA into more schools:

* $700 provides one school with a team of four artists/
writers working with 120 school children for a literature
based integrated arts day.

* 5150 buys a full day of age-appropriate creative writing
explorations in a local school.

* $800 brings a writer into a Lane County school for in-
depth, ongoing writing labs; 20 hours of instruction

Add to YWAs scholarship fund for low-income families:
* $244 buys a scholarship for YWA's one-week summer
literature camp.

* $100 buys a scholarship for 12 hours of word-based
play for the primary elementary age group.

* $80 enrolls a child in eight weekly writing workshops.
* $40 buys a child a scholarship for a YWA school-days-
out program, which integrates creative writing with the
exploration of science and art.

Stir up literary play in our community:

* $100 pays the honorarium for an author to lead an
intergenerational workshop at our annual Glitterary Word
Festival, a free event for families.

* $100 pays the honorarium for an artist to produce
multi-media word play for families at the Glitterary Word
Festival, an event which recognizes our writing contest
winners and engages families in creative word projects

Help publish Lane County’s young authors:

* $1,600 covers the cost of printing and distributing 4,000
copies of UpStarts, YWA's publication of Lane County’s
young writers.




