
 To every young person around the world, to the youth who are eligible to vote especially, please 

 don’t. Please don’t vote until you truly know as much as we do about politics. Until you are 

 responsible. Until you are intelligent enough. Until you’re old enough to know what you really 

 want, because I promise you it’ll change when you get older.  Signed, the adults. 

 �ese are all things I’ve heard at some point or another. My generation will not be considered 

 because of our passion, but only by the fact that we will always be  too young to vote  . Our 

 competence is instead measured by the insignificant grains of sand that fall into the bottom of 

 an hourglass. What nobody seems to realize though, is when there is too much sand at the 

 bottom, it must be �lipped back over to keep it going. I don’t know about you, but I refuse to be 

 defined by the number 18, 19, 20, or anything before or beyond that. I refuse to be defined by the 

 insecurities instilled into all of us by the older generation, because I may not know what I want 

 in the future, but I am one hundred percent sure of what I want right now. 

 But maybe, maybe I should listen. Maybe I’m not ready to vote. Maybe I should be obedient, as if 

 I’m in a classroom and need permission from my elders to speak. Perhaps putting my hand 

 down would prove to be beneficial to you, because I somehow have the wrong answer to an open 

 ended question. 

 �ey do know better though, don’t they? What would my one vote change anyways? Because my 

 one vote isn’t voicing my opinion, it’s closer to whispering it. And yeah, you know, that’s a fair 

 point. One whisper on its own may not be that loud. But, put millions of them together, and 

 suddenly it’s a dangerously distracting noise.  A noise that can’t be ignored. �e noise of the 

 younger generation who will do nothing but strengthen our democracy. It is our job to live up to 

 the expectations of voicing our opinions, because out of every adjective to describe our 

 generation, when have you ever heard the word “quiet?” 



 It is our job to vote now. To show up. To contribute. You want to see payo�f? �en work for it. 

 Choose to get your hands dirty, because a paycheck feels better when your name is written on it. 

 We are no longer the le�t, 

 the middle, 

 the right. 

 �e socialists, 

 the liberals, 

 the conservatives, 

 but we are also the old and the young as well. 

 �e narrative has already been written. 

 But, it’s now our turn to write our own story, not a repeat, because no one wants a sequel that’s 

 the same as the first. If you do decide to write a story that’s similar, I ask that you at least change 

 the author. 

 It is within our power to create the future we crave, but if you think using fi�ty four percent of 

 our full one hundred percent of power is enough to make that future, then you are sorely 

 mistaken. 

 We cannot let the future be decided by those who already lived it. 

 To every young person around the world, to the youth who are eligible to vote especially, please 

 do. 


