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When I was one-and-twenty
I heard a wise man say,

“Give crowns and pounds and guineas
But not your heart away;

Give pearls away and rubies
But keep your fancy free.”
But I was one-and-twenty,



reminder

I turn 18 on a crisp October evening
stand shivering beneath the spilt glitter of stars

facing the world and its whispering

I’m suddenly very old
bowed beneath the glare of my own harsh lens

the singeing heat of expectations

in this moment
my future must lie before me

paved by recited mantra,
money success happiness

true adults
sternly warn me

of the diminishing entropy
that the slithering of age brings

I am a child amongst them
eight years old again

standing on the fringes of a dim dining room
as alien conversation bubbles in glass flutes

where they remind me of how young I am
I am their opposite

reflecting their tired pessimism
in wide-eyed innocence

in that innocence
wells the childish hatred of change

that watches youth
seep between my fingers

people drift back and forth
until they are gone entirely

melting into memories
and the silent laughter of pictures

I might see them again
might cross the street and onto their path

reminisce and laugh
yet we will both sit
smiles softly fading

and think on what we no longer have

Liza V,  UVI



no such Type

There isn’t such a thing,
As eternal youth.

You can look youthful,
Whilst having lost your youth.

You can look youthful,
Never having had your youth.

Youth can be corrupted,



The dragon

The raging dragon tore through the world
Engulfing its path in a current of wrath.

It left behind bare skeleton curls,
That stood silent, motionless, and rinsed in ash.

As the wind whistled wildly through the cracks,
They wavered in motion from side to side.

Each now insipid and stunned in their tracks,
Who looked upon the night with mortified eyes.

A trail of soulless grey rose gently from behind,
Concealing the slaughter with an enshrouding mist

That burnt with a deep fiery passion to blind
Whoever may come across its pugnacious hiss. 

The dragon now leaped with ardent flames,
Howling in fury against its vulnerable prey.

Its body and scales danced wildly untamed,
Scorching all life in its colourful display.

Shrieks of children ripped through with horror,
As the dragon now neared their childhood escapes.

They looked upon in utter sheer terror
As their dreams reduced to nothing but decays.

The charming memories of summer days
Spent clamouring and adventuring in their wooden refuge

Now collapsed in a heat of ignited gray,
Reduced to nothing but fantasized youth.

The dragon now lay tranquil and calm,
Diminishing in temper as all life is crossed.

It drew itself away from urges to harm,
As nothing but ruins and ravage remained across.

 Bowen C,  UIV



growing up

When I am older and wiser,
Will I change the world I live in.
Or watch it carry on around me,

Unable to raise my voice.

Like a martlet soaring the skies,
Can’t touch the earth.

silenced by those,
Who think they are in control.

Entangled in a web of lies,
False promises from those around me.

Telling me I can do it ,
Smiling with teeth gritted.

I am still young, fearless and free,
Time is on my side.

Will I be victorious in my adulthood,
The head on collision with uncertainty.

Ice melts, fires burn,
Backs are turned to danger.

Terra mater is weary with age,
The waters of life have run dry.

With youth comes the blanket of ignorance,
A shield from pain, fear, madness.
As I leave my childhood behind,

Will I be thrust out from under the covers.

Children are protected,
Fragile minds, gentle hands.
Hidden by secrets and love,

Till adulthood comes searching.

Striding deep into the unknown,
I turn to face the future.
My infancy behind me,

hopes, dreams, aspirations in my grasp.

The journey, a mountainous task,
Hands flail, legs falter.

I stumble and fall at the finish,
Will I ever get there.

Memories of childhood adventures,
Filling my head and my heart.
Wishing I could grow down .

Go back to the safety of youth.

Charlotte H, L6



Modern Youth

The days feel the same,
we're wasting away.

But how can I complain,
as thousands die today?

A yearning for normalcy,
which fades into fear.
A desire to be free,

as it's been a whole year.

Physically stronger,
but mentally weaker.

We’re young no longer,
as the days get bleaker.

Forced to face our fears,
remaining compliant.

As we lose our youthful years,
we’re framed as defiant.

But here’s the truth,
we’re increasingly fragile.

A struggling youth,
in a perpetual exile.

Our youth stolen from us,
deprived of true life.

Silent as others are worse,
battling internal strife.

Sixteen.
Seventeen.

Tomorrow I’ll be eighteen.

Farewell to childhood,
forced to grow up.

Our youth gone for good.
Please make it stop.

Dasha B, UVI 



Red

I placed the knife in his hand



summer 2006

We stare at each other: me and her
albeit through a photograph:

distanced by the changes that 15 summers have brought. 
Jealous am I 

of those round brown eyes
widened with the naïve innocence of youth,

glistening, gleaming with unfettered joy.
Confused is she 

by the longing hidden behind my eyes, 
the longing for a much simpler time:
for the distinct scent of play-doh and 

that forgotten feeling of frolicking
-freely-

through meadows; green grass between my toes, 
wholeheartedly absorbed by the splendour of:

Summer 2006.
That sweetly smiling girl in that so distant picture 

used colourful crayons
-bubblegum pink and boysenberry purple-

to create new worlds; new friends.
Would she be disheartened by the pen,

the one black
-plain black-

pen that has replaced the vibrant shades of my childhood?
The pen which writes essays: long essays and even longer essays 

commenting on the dystopian world that 
that sweetly smiling girl in that so distant picture 

could not have foreseen.
The pen which did not exist in summer 2006.

But at what point did it change? Surely it was after 2009
when my eyes stopped looking like hers and started looking like mine?

At what age did I stop wanting to be older and start wanting to be younger?
At what age did I start wearing worry and fear as opposed to  

frilly yellow dresses?
At what age did the façade of happiness replace the raw delight I see  

in her smile,
the way the desire to be a politician 

clouded the dream of being a princess? 

smiling

Youth, like poetry
Can be short and yet still sweet

Enjoy it smiling.

Nik G, UVI



But, maybe
-just maybe-

like there are still glowing red cheeks submerged 
under the false pretence of a flawless, foundation-blurred, complexion:

maybe I shouldn’t look at that girl as a stranger.
For, maybe

-just maybe-
she too exists

simply submerged under layers of societal oppression.

Perhaps it’s time for 15 more years of change.
Not the change that might leave future me 

emptily, confusedly, despairingly
staring at photographs taken now;

but the change that rekindles the child-like love and the fiery passions
that ‘grown-ups’ are not allowed to exhibit:

the emotions that only children are allowed to display;
the feelings I want once more, that I did once feel 

-all that time ago-
in summer 2006.

Jessica R, UV.



When lockdown ends

When lockdown ends on my street: 
1. David steps outside and feels the air on his unshaven face, the whispering trees, the evapo-

rating rain. Suddenly, however, he feels overwhelming sense of lightness. He notices his 
arms rising above his head. His feet peel from the pavement. Too late, he realises he has 
forgotten how to remain earthbound without a roof over his head. Slipping through the grips 
of humankind, he drifts away, vanishing, vanishing. 

2. To Susan, the streets seem eerily quiet. Picket fences hang ajar. SUVs snuggle amongst 
the dust in double garages. Sprinklers spout their whirring jets on unenjoyed grasses. The 
scene lies sleeping, quiet. Susan tentatively peers into the apartments, houses, bungalows. 
Here are the people – cooking dinner, watching TV, doing yoga. She knocks, smiles, waves. 
They turn, blink, nod, and return to their business. Susan walks once down the street, 
turns, sighs, and, bored, returns to the house. 

3. Andy, overcome with excitement, rushes into the road, and instantly run over by a car. 
A trailing dressing gown belt lies plastered to the asphalt. Mrs Abernathy, who had been 
watching through a gap in the curtains, touches her fingers to her forehead, breast, left, 
then right shoulder, before firmly shutting the blinds and returning to her knitting. She was 
right all along - it was not yet safe to venture out. 

4. Jason opens the door and immediately knows, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that he is living 
in his own version of The Truman Show. This perfection, however, is betrayed by one small 
detail: there are too many rabbits. 

5. Margot, who has become accustomed to her new routine, decides that she just won’t. 

6. The instant her parents fall asleep, Anna clambers down the trellis, and sprints into the 
lane, her gauzy nightdress glowing like some ethereal orb. They collide in a forceful, pas-
sionate, desperate embrace. Mrs Cleverly, who waters her plants to deal with the insomnia, 
simply shrugs. It isn’t anything this hasn’t seen before. Perhaps it is that latter thought, and 
not the act itself, she wonders, that makes her smile as she falls asleep. 

7. Maria, admittedly, feels anxious. She decides to assess the situation before making a judge-
ment on the situation. First, she writes all the things that have changed and all the things 
that have not. It takes years. She draws graphs. The study becomes her life’s work. Once 
finished, she feels comforted in the knowledge that she was right all along.

8. You open the door early in the morning. It is the day after the summer solstice, and the 
watery sunlight splashes onto the front porch. At first, everything seems quiet. You hesi-
tate. Then, you hear a faint, cheerful humming, punctuated by a short clip. Your next-door 
neighbour is pruning her roses. Across the way, the divorced mom across the street is 
rushing her seven-year-old out the door with a PB-and-J. You are surprised, but, after a mo-
ment’s reflection, concludes that perhaps it is not really that surprising, and rush to help the 
divorced mum carry a package to the door.   

Lucia G, U6VI
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