
‘Good morning, it’s a
great day to partici-
pate in democracy . . .

go vote!”
Every Election Day, I wake

up my friends with that cheesy,
patriotic text message.

Some years I guilt-trip: “This
is a right our friends in the
military are defending.”

Other years I say: “Please
just do it for me.”

This is the reality: Millenni-
als vote in disappointing num-
bers. Yes, 51 percent of 18- to
29-year-olds voted in 2008
when Barack Obama made
history. However, that fell to 45
percent in 2012, and then to 21
percent in 2014, according to
the U.S. census.

The response tomy text
messagesmatches that. So I
wincingly have to give some
credence toDemocraticNa-

tional Committee chair Debbie
Wasserman Schultz’s recent jab
that she sees “a complacency
among this generation of young
women.”

What Schultz reallymeans is,
we aren’t coming out strongly
forHillaryClinton,whomwe
“should” support because, you
know,we share a gender and are
historically a Democratic-lean-
ing demographic.

In our defense, this sup-
posed sweeping apathy isn’t
just limited to young women.
Or millennials in general, for
that matter. In the most recent
midterm elections, overall
voter turnout plummeted to a
72-year low, and New York
ranked 49th in voter participa-
tion, according to a report by
the Nonprofit Vote group.

The stats make it easy for
leaders like Wasserman
Schultz to paint our generation
as complacent. But compla-
cency is not the picture I see.

I see young teachers who
care deeply about the future of

education and have creative
policy ideas. I see young doc-
tors and nurses who can spend
hours talking about how bro-
ken the health care system is
and how to fix it. I see young
lawyers and police officers
committed to criminal justice
reform and keeping us safe.

So why aren’t we voting if
we’re so passionate about
political issues? I blame our
broken two-party system. It’s
so static and such a turnoff —
nothing changes, and when it
does, it often becomes a

hard-to-follow soap opera.
Obamacare. Fiscal cliff. Se-
quester. Planned Parenthood
defunding.

This disillusionment in party
politics iswhy half ofmillenni-
als describe themselves as politi-
cal independents, which the
PewResearchCenter says is
near the highest levels of politi-
cal and religious disaffiliation
recorded for any generation
since it has been polling on
these topics. Only 26 percent of
millennials reported that poli-
tics and government are a “top

three” interest, versus 45 per-
cent of baby boomers.

This has big implications for
a system that makes us
squeeze ourselves into a
“Democrat” or “Republican”
box, when our views some-
times put us in both.

The Iowa caucuses are next
week and, sure, the debate antics
of DonaldTrump andTedCruz,
Bernie Sanders’ $1 donation
momentum, andHillary Clin-
ton’s historic primary endorse-
ment fromPlanned Parenthood
all caught the attention ofmillen-
nials. But I’m not surewhether
thismeanswe are anymore
interested in 2016 politics.Will
we actually go vote, or is all this
just something to tweet in the
moment?

I hope it’s the former, and
that this will be the year my
generation goes to the polls to
vote for candidates who will
champion the issues we care
deeply about. Fingers crossed.

I’ll let you know how my
text message goes this Novem-
ber.

Amanda Fiscina is a Web
producer for Newsday Opinion.

Disillusionment with the two major
parties could stop them from voting

Amanda
Fiscina
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My teeth chattered as
my ice skates glided
over frozen ripples on

the Unqua River. Despite the
tides and wind-driven waves,
the air was cold enough to
freeze the saltwater. The result-
ing bumps in the surface
meant rough going for those
seeking perfect form, but who
needed perfect?

This wasMassapequa in the
early 1960s, and Iwas perhaps 10
years old.My family’s CapeCod
was among the first homes in
Nassau Shores, on theGreat
South Bay.Much of the shore-
linewas still undeveloped and
coveredwith seagrass.

As I skated, I had no idea
what the temperature was, but
the cold wind seeped through
my layers of wool and cotton.
There was no Thinsulate or
UnderArmour in those days,
and my sweat formed an icy
film next to my skin.

I liked to skate upriver, where
the narrow channel cut off the
gusts. I came upon neighbors
looking into a large hole cut in
the ice. Hand over hand, one of
themen pulled up a long pole
with a steel arrow at the end that
held a fewwrithing eels. Like koi
in ponds, the eels became slug-
gish andmore catchable in the
cold. Theywere a delicacy even
in 1960, so themenwere heroes
of sorts in local homes, restau-
rants and fish shops.

The ice was several inches
thick. There was no danger of
falling through, except where it
thinned near the shoreline and
turned into frozen snow that
could cave in. While skating,
we’d pick up speed and leap
from thick ice to the sandy
beach. Unfortunately, this
dulled our skate blades.

My favorite skating activity
was to create miniature neigh-
borhoods. When the snow left
an unskateable coating, we’d
shovel connector roads and

name imaginary locales to
make believe we were
grown-ups running errands,
going to church, etc.

Farther out in the Great
South Bay, the ice changed
from white to steely blue as it
approached open water. There,
the currents were too strong to
freeze. So, when skaters joined
hands for “crack the whip,” we
made sure to safely fling the
last person toward the shore.

There were times when our
ice games coincided with the
crack of rifle shots. It was open
season on geese and ducks. In
the 1950s and ’60s, hunters sat
for hours in the bulrushes
waiting for a flyby. We shouted
as we played to let the hunters
know where we were.

The river ice, which rose and
fell with the tides, was tough on
docks behind our homes. Unless
someone used a newfangled
water circulator, or “bubbler,”
around each piling, the rise and
fall of the ice heaved the pilings

and upset the planking.Wewere
not allowed on the docks, de-
spite the fun that could be had
walking on them. After the last
freeze, our family joined neigh-
bors in getting a group discount
from the dock and bulkhead
repair company to have the thick
muddug and the pilings re-
aligned.

I loved all the seasons of our
little house on the shoreline,
and each one was my favorite
as long as it lasted.

Reader Valerie
Policastro lives in
Miller Place.

Life on the frozen Great South Bay

Stony Brook University students, right, are urged to register to vote
in 2008, a year when young adults voted in significant numbers.
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Why millennials are up for grabs
Valerie Policastro skates on the
Great South Bay around 1958.

SEND AN ESSAY about life on Long Is-
land (about 550 words) to express-
way@newsday.com, or to Express-
way/Opinion Dept., Newsday, 235
Pinelawn Road, Melville, NY 11747. Es-
says will be edited and may be repub-
lished in all media.
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