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Welcome to The PoArtMo Anthology: Youth Edition! In this release, you will find the written works of more than 25 talented creatives between the ages of 13 and 16.  

When we launched our submission call for this edition of our annual anthology, I knew that I was going to be very impressed. Yet, months later, I am still at a loss to describe the incredible caliber and quality of the entries we received. 

The PoArtMo Anthology: Youth Edition is not just a collection by young people for people of all ages and walks of life. It is also a masterclass in inspiration and positivity, delivered with depth, maturity and sensitivity. As an artist and human being, I applaud the way this new generation celebrates art, creativity and life! 
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Winnipeg, Canada, December 2021

Cendrine Marrouat - Co-founder Auroras & Blossoms / PoArtMo

A very warm welcome to you all, as we celebrate the first collection in the PoArtMo Anthology series to feature writers between the ages of 13-16.

This is without a doubt one of the most exciting anthology projects that I’ve worked on with Cendrine for Auroras & Blossoms, as it really showcases the enormous talent of our artistic youth. Their inspiring words and attitude are not only humbling but something to nurture and treasure in this day and age.

It is important to encourage artists at an early age, if we want them to passionately continue with their craft into their adulthood. For some, this will be the first place where they have been published and I sincerely hope that this spurs them on to submit to many other outlets in the future.

Thank you for reading and supporting our artistic youth communities!
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Tunbridge Wells, Kent, UK, December 2021

David Ellis – Co-founder Auroras & Blossoms / PoArtMo
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“Aurora’s Awakening” - Uma Numbiar
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Content willow trees encase a rich blue lake

Their different hues of verdancy

Dancing on the ever so still water

Frogs speak their throaty sounds

Sitting on thrones of lotuses

As soft as cotton candy
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Meteors race against the diamond laden sky

Seeking a new world

Birds chirp their enchanting melodies

Music filling the universe

Iridescent crystals rain from the pearly clouds

Leaving a watery mark on wooden benches

A loud howl stills the night sky

A full moon prompting the noise
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Petals fall from their safe homes

Whorls and patterns etched on the tiniest crinkle

Small leaves rustle

Timidly peeking their shy heads

Out of their hiding spots

Children are playing hide and seek

Laughing and running across the grass

Eyes daring their opponents to catch them
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Mothers are strolling with their babies

A gift from heaven in disguise

The elderly sit to catch a breath

Appreciating the beauty of the world around them

Tendrils of ice cream are entwined in toddlers’ fingers

Stickiness overcoming the once clean flesh
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Ancient sequoia stumps with thousands of stories

Hidden in the lines that swirl around

Sitting on a land of tranquility

The aureate rays of sun

Catch the whispers of grass

Sparkling and radiating the once ordinary color
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Azaleas, roses, lilacs, and peonies

Grace us with their presence

Their sweet aroma drifting from one nose to another

Beautiful blues, perfect purples, and gorgeous grays

Make their way across the dark sky, a miracle
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The willow trees once again bend their flowing tips to the ground

A continuous dance

The lake opens up for a koi fish

The rich colors of deep burgundy and bright white

Engraved on its body as it quickly and shyly

Jets through the ripples

Its debut drawing the attention of the stars’ watchful eyes
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A placid chime

Runs through the air

Everything quiets

Letting a new day begin
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“Candied Melanin” - Shivani Tripurani
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Brown eyes don’t give much away,

But the dripping melanin seems to stir your devil.

Sugar crystals pierce my throat—I bleed nectar,

Devour my maple tears: this mess no longer muted.
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Full lips, light eyes, and honeyed hearts,

I reap the beauty my ancestors sowed,

Caramel hair, melted smiles, and unchained spirits,

I’m cocoa and molasses: tailored sugar.
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Tanned fingers: sunburns are disguised,

Stare at me behind a weave of frosted lemon zest,

My cloying heart sails through your wrath,

Dear chauvinist, bitter isn’t flattering.
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I trumpet my freedom by fixing the odds,

My genre of life carries no guilt, your honour,

My native tongue no longer parched like powdered sugar,

It laps on my tongue like a dulcet ring-syrup.
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My skin chants a myriad of stories,

The moonshine melts on this orphaned visage,

Watch the sun fall on me and unapologetically glow,

We are beautiful, we are candied gold.
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“The Mountain” - John Fabiano
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The mountain stands still in the face of all

Upon it one hears the echo of silence among the bird calls

Rising from the ground piercing the cloudy sky

One marvels at a natural phenomenon so high

Despite all of mankind’s industrial advances

The mountain remains along with the nature it enhances
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The mountain is a refuge for all natural life

A sanctuary from injustice and strife

A place for nature to nurture and grow

Safe from the seeds of hate we vehemently sow

The mountain doesn’t judge or discriminate

It does not have a fee or entry rate

––––––––
[image: ]


The base of the mountain is large and wide

A place where humans and animals first collide

As one ventures higher up they become more peaceful inside

As you climb up higher, nature becomes more in tune

Listen to the mournful call of the loon

Close your eyes and feel the cool breeze

And embrace the gentle humming of the bees
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At a higher level the trees become thinner

And your view of the world becomes brighter and bigger

See the untamed wilderness span the horizon

Spot a wild herd of buffalo and bison
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Up even higher, the rocks start to jut out

Feel your mind cleared of all worry and doubt

Look around and see life in its natural form

Never having to assimilate or conform

Feel the warm sun rays on your cheek

Listen to the gentle trickle of the shallow creek
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Cool, clear water and alpine air

The crisp wind blowing in your hair

Approaching the summit, the ground becomes loose

Look carefully and spot the horns of a moose

Trekking up farther, the ground is coated with snow

Reflecting off the sun and casting a bright glow

––––––––
[image: ]


Near a higher altitude the world seems to stop

The world sprawled before you like a movie prop

Open your eyes and feel the wind of cold

The peace and stillness expand tenfold
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Snow and ice coat the rocks and grass

Daunting on the sides of a mountain pass

Rocks and pebbles crumble down the ravine

The treeline is no longer pristine

And the frozen ground is devoid of green
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Upon the summit the world enters a dormant state

Isolated from the rest of the world’s fate

The white capped summit offers a vantage point

To view the world which humans are determined to exploit
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On the mountain are pieces of a simpler life

Free from the troubles which plague us day and night

Separated from the daily hustle and stress

One can let their soul rest
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