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IMAGINE2EMPOWER, a nonprofit under Words4Wisdom,

invites year-round submissions for its E-magazine. We welcome
all writing styles and artwork from diverse cultures and
perspectives. Our platform values works that illuminate research,
storytelling, equity, justice, and the beauty of everyday
moments—whether through fiction, nonfiction, poetry, paintings,
or multimedia creations.

Curated collaboratively, we provide a supportive space to
showcase diverse talents, offering peer-to-peer guidance and
opportunities for individuals from underserved communities.
Please note that all submissions must be entirely original; Al-
generated content is prohibited. At the end of the year, we will
print hard copies of our e-magazine to distribute in low-income
areas, providing valuable educational resources to these
communities.

Our mission is to inspire students worldwide, fostering their skills
and amplifying their voices within a global community.
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BEFRIEND THE
FACE OF FEAR

By Nina Zhan (U.S.)

Regal strokes of jet-black
ink adorned the pages with
illustrations that | still
reminisce about when | think
of childhood. | was mesmerized
by the characters; they were
valiant in the face of adversity,
and fear was their ally, rather
than their enemy.

“Befriend the face of your
greatest fear, and when they
are no longer your foe, you will
cease to be afraid,” | imagined
them telling me, “So sail dauntlessly
across the open sea; welcome
adversity and you will never drown.”




- l éckhowledged their every word, and it was a§ it
promised, “l will, and I’ll never fall to being afraid.”

| was only three, the age to find pleasure in th.e simple joys
of childhood, yet far too young to understand the lessons |
had been taught. But little did | know that the promise |

had given those characters would be broken very soon.

* x %
Yulan magnolias came bright and early that.gf;ring, their
petals trailing down the streets of Shanghai as w,iht.e.r.. . .
waned. The blossoms painted the bustling atmosbhenef o
with touches of ivory-white, visible even against the P
nighttime city lights. L e

My earliest experiences consist of visiting my

grandparents in China and seeing photos of lively. stree‘.c__%;"-'f'if':»
and the graceful presence of b
Shanghai’s city flower. .

My grandma would tell
me stories, Chinese
folktales, and rhymes

that | began to read

at a young age.
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a different language and culture than N\
the country | was born in.
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It was the first day of preschool. A crowd of children
ran across a vibrantly-colored carpet, laughing and
shouting, the walls decorated with trails of the alphabet.
The classroom radiated a warm, friendly ambiance. But to
me, there was a barrier to that warmth. Everywhere, the
English was incomprehensible, every word foreign and
meaningless, unlike the Chinese, | had been accustomed
to. So, | sat alone, unable to hold back my tears, having
only my stuffed toy--a bear with the appliqué of a moon
on its back--for company.

| remember once: A classmate smiled and waved at me.
She began to speak, not knowing that | only knew a few
basic English words at the time. | wanted to suggest that
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© soundlessly toward a table that held
drawing supplies, and perhaps she could
- ' %e my first friend. But the girl only shook her
Hgd, not understanding. If only it were as easy as |
thought it would be. My hopes dared to rise even higher.
But still, against my everything, she turned away before |
was able to say something back.
Questions flooded the waves of my thoughts. How
much time until | can understand the language around
me? --And why am | falling in the face of adversity? ”
During naptime, as silence hummed its simple tune, the ’

ink forming the alphabet on the classroom walls stirred

with life. They shifted, morphing into the storybook . '

characters | had admired in what seemed like so long ago’
Sail towards the torrents of the sea, and you will find that

no opportunity is more valuable than facing your fears, thk\*

characters advised in my imagination.



“But how could I possibly achieve what you say?” |
asked.

My fear rose in my mind. | imagined that it spoke with a
spirit as fearless as the wind, and just as wild. “l have been
by your side all along.” it told me, “Welcome me and you
will seek the greatest of heights--” But it was too late. Its
voice was lost within the ring of the classroom bell that
startled my thoughts into reality.

The months flew by, but, despite my improved
understanding of English, I still stayed in a shroud of
silence, too shy to interact with others. The dread that
always accompanied me to preschool had lodged itself
permanently in my chest, holding me back whenever |
searched for any sign of confidence within me. That
nstant, | had let adversity become my enemy.

x *x %
A year had passed. There was an air of simplicity about
the way the silver raindrops fell, and something tranquil
about the color of the sky as a storm ebbed away. But

something wasn’t right, something that wasn’t the biting

cold of early winter.




The familiar sense of disquiet seemed pef_m.anent, hut
now another sensation enveloped my insides. A dizzying
sensation overtook me, and as | sat up, my head ached
ceaselessly; there was a throbbing pain in my stomach
that added a strange heaviness. This happened again. And
again. Every few weeks, to every week, until it was every
single day. The promise | had made to befriend adversity
was forever behind. Fear was fighting against me and no
longer my ally, which stung far greater than any winter
chill.

* * %

“Mama,” | said one day, “l don’t feel well. My stomach
hurts.” It was another day of trying but failing, to battle my
fears around the other kids.

My mom brushed it off at first, knowing that this
wasn’t uncommon. “It’s alright, you will be fine.” | found
solace in these words, and the pain would temporarily
fade into nonexistence.

But it was getting worse by the passing day, so often it

was nearly chronic. | was terrified but also confused. Why




am | feeling this way? | wish it would stop, | thought, What
could be wrong with me?

But it was getting worse by the passing day, so often it
was nearly chronic. | was terrified but also confused. Why
am | feeling this way? | wish it would stop, | thought, What
could be wrong with me?

Somewhere, a memory answered me. “Nothing is
wrong, not with you or your health. You’ve been neglecting
adversity, your old friend!” It cried, “You must befriend
and conquer your fears, have you forgotten?” But its voice
was lost among the raging gale.

My mom began to become worried, and there were
segments of conversation | heard every so often as she
spoke on the phone. “Yes, | would like to make an
appointment for...”, “No fever or nausea...”, “At 10 o’clock
tomorrow?”

The memories are a blur now. | was at the hospital to
receive a colonoscopy for my stomach pains. | remember
the atmosphere being a cloud of stark white, with few
hints of color-- There was no ink on the walls to speak to

me about the time when fear was still my friend.




* * *

| awoke after the procedure, and my mom told me that
the doctors had said | was healthy. “No infections or
gastrointestinal issues,” she had explained, “But one of the
nurses told me that stress and anxiety could be the
cause.” My mom went on to say that the nurse’s son had
faced a similar issue after switching to a new school and
also had stomach pains due to long-term anxieties in a new
environment. After hearing about my experiences from the
beginning of preschool, the nurse determined this to be
the case.

As | sat looking out the car window, | contemplated
what | had just heard. The gentle arms of reassurance
pulled me out from under the weight of my fears, brushing
away the smoke and ashes within my mind from the
unease that had been burning me whole.

That day, | found myself looking through the
illustrations from over a year ago, reminiscing and
embracing the pages now scattered with dust, not.quite
recalling when | had let facing my fears, a friend so

valuable and true, go.



* * *

A sea of light blue was suspended in the air, a canopy
of an old place, yet so new now that adversity was my
friend once more. As | approached the others at recess,
one of them gave me a wave of acknowledgment.

| spoke to them for the first time, facing the fears |
ignored in the past. The warmth of their welcome melted
every barrier | had faced up to that point. As we made our
way up a hill, the storybook characters from deep within
my memories watched me, knowing | had truly learned my
lesson. Slowly and subconsciously, simple strokes of ink
formed themselves into those characters, and whispered
for he very last time, “Forever sail without a fright, no
matter the darkness of the night.”

These sweet, priceless memories of my early childhood
left as | matured, and told me, at last, to go forth to seek
greater heights. Before I could look back, those strokes of
jet-black ink from the characters | had cherished closed
their eyes and slept, like an owl crouching nis body

forward to sleep until sundown.



But through the latest hours of the night and the
vulnerable breaks of dawn, fear and adversity will never
leave me, nor will | ever see them as an enemy.

After all, why shouldn’t one embrace the
element that lurks in every corner?
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President Franklin D. Roosevelt puts forward the idea that “We may not be able

to prepare the future for our children, but we can at least prepare our children

for the future.”

— indeed, parents can and should
prepare their children for the future
— emotionally. Tense dinner
conversations and cold shoulders are
a staple in the repertoire of
teenagers’ lives. Teenagers are often
consumed by the balancing act of
school work, activities, social circles,
and existential thoughts as they
mature into young adults. This
naturally results in an emotional
pressure cooker that often boils over
in the comfort of their homes.
However, when parents retaliate
against their children’s expression of
emotion, this breaks trust in the

4

familial bond, causing children to withdraw and withhold their feelings from their

parents. Therefore, parents should strive to create an environment in which

children can express themselves freely and experience emotional growth without

punishment.

19



One avenue for parents to foster
an emotionally safe home
environment is by allowing children to
worry about their own problems,
while simultaneously shielding them
from worrying about their parents’
trauma and stress. This protects
children from unnecessary trauma,
which forms an emotional response to
a stressful event that an individual
does not have the skills or tools to
cope with. A recent study in 2023,
conducted by the Center for Disease
Control and Prevention (CDC), found
that a child’s health is significantly
influenced by their parent’s mental
health. The study showed that “1in 14
children aged 0-17 years had a parent

who reported poor mental health, and
those children were more likely to
have poor general health.”[1] A
parent’s own mental health needs to
be maintained in order for their
children to lead healthy lives. Children
are not equipped to support their
parents’ mental health, nor should
they have to take on this burden;
parents should actively take care of
their own mental health in order to
protect the health of their children.
Since parents shape a child’s
understanding of life, their expression
of serious problems, worries, and
mental health issues can dramatically

impact a young person’s experience of
their childhood.

Parents who blur the line between child and companion in sharing their

troubles with their children, have more difficulty caring for their children, which

negatively affects a child’s mental and physical health due to neglect. Showing

care for the emotional wellbeing of others
takes energy, and when parents dedicate
their energy towards expressing their own
emotions, as opposed to listening to the
emotional needs of their children, this can
result in neglect. Whereas parents who
prioritize both their own mental health and
that of their children, by educating their
children on coping mechanisms for strong

20



negative emotions, are able to form closer bonds with their kids. John M.
Gottman, an American psychologist, wrote his famous book called ‘Raising An
Emotionally Intelligent Child: The Heart of Parenting’ in 1997, where he talks about
how parents can build a healthy relationship with their children, and finds that:
“When parents offer their children empathy and help them to cope with negative
feelings like anger, sadness, and fear, parents build bridges of loyalty and
affection.”[2] Supporting children in understanding the emotions they are
experiencing creates closer familial bonds and teaches children to manage changes
in their emotional states. Furthermore, until their late teens, children are not
equipped to support their parents’ emotional well-being and have not yet
developed the emotional intelligence to process any complex issues that are being
shared with them. While it is valuable for parents to share some personal
challenges with their children, such as interpersonal conflicts at work, as an
educational opportunity and a maturity exercise, parents should not be depending
on their children to be pseudo-therapists to, for example, provide support during
burnout or depression. A child’s healthy development depends on their parent’s
ability to share valuable learning moments while censoring traumatic events

until a child has developed the emotional maturity to understand them fully.
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Children are growing beings who
need a safe environment to develop
themselves and to do so, parents need
to create comfort by absorbing their
children’s emotions. A study
conducted by the Journal of Family
Psychology found that “a child’s ability
to regulate their emotions is
significantly impacted by a parent’s
approach to punishment (emotionally
controlled vs. emotionally charged),
emotionally charged punitive
measures resulting in a child’s
aggressive behavior at school.”[3]
Healthy homes are created when
parents control their own emotions
and accept their children’s emotions,
as this creates a sense of peace and
comfort for the child and
demonstrates that expressing
emotion is acceptable and even
valuable in certain situations. As
children need to be able to experience

emotional trial-and-error in the home.
This allows them to learn appropriate
responses to situations like
compassion, active listening, and
confrontation, which they would not
be able to do if they were not
permitted to express their emotions
to their parents, or if they were
shouldering the emotions of their
parents and muffling their own.
Children are sponges: they learn

through absorption, and the home

environment their parents craft for
them is reflected in their personalities
and behavior. Disturbing the
emotional ambiance of a child’s home
influences the trajectory of their
emotional maturity. Parents need to
give children a safe zone for emotional
experimentation by absorbing their
emotions, however challenging to
their own emotional states.

Not only does emotional expression allow for emotional development in children,

but it also facilitates the growth of healthy relationships. These form between a

parent and child when parents don’t retaliate against normal human emotions and

allow their child to express themselves. A child’s relationship with their parents is

their first experience of an interpersonal connection, which will inform how they

interact with, and treat other people in their life later on. The study, supported by
NIH’s National Institute on Drug Abuse (NIDA) and National Institute of Child



Health and Human Development (NICHD, suggests that: “adolescents who grow up

in positive family climates with effective parenting are more likely to have healthy

romantic relationships as young adults.”[4] Children feel at ease when parents

accept their feelings. This understanding creates a stronger bond between the

parents and child, building trust and confidence, which are critical to all

relationships. As the emotional bonds between parents and children are the

primary factors influencing a child’s growth, retaliating against a child’s expression

of, for example, anger, frustration, or sadness, drives them to fight against their

emotions instead of processing, understanding, and reflecting on their reactions to

different circumstances. Normalizing a child’s feelings decreases the stress of

learning to express themselves appropriately. Allowing a child to express their

emotions develops a healthy acceptance of their feelings and strengthens the

parent-child bond, which will form the bedrock of the child’s future interpersonal

relationships.

A healthy relationship starts by
bearing a child’s emotions and
allowing them to develop from them.
Emotion can be a disorienting and
disarming force for people of all ages.
It is easy to adopt the emotions of
people around us, be they happy,
angry, or sad, but it is a challenge to
recognize the emotions of others
without allowing them to affect us.
Being emotionally resilient is a critical
life skill, and also a behavior that is
nurtured over time and through
experience. Parents can help build up

children’s emotional skills, but they
need to respond calmly and
accordingly during a sudden outburst.
Parents’ ability not to react to a child’s
outburst of anger sets an example for
the child to emulate in other
environments, such as at school, with
friends, or with siblings at home.
Demonstrating an ability to be level-
headed in heated situations, and
remain focused on priorities is very
important to a child who observes
human ecosystems in different
scenarios.

Although it’s important for parents to share some of their personal challenges with

their children, they should not rely on their kids to hold emotional support.

23



Parents need to be able to communicate educational experiences without
revealing traumatic information to promote their child’s healthy mental
development. A culture of emotional suppression in the home disrupts a child’s
pathway of emotional growth since children are developing beings who require a
safe environment to thrive. Not only does emotional expression allow for
emotional exploration in children, but it also facilitates the growth of healthy
relationships. People of all ages may find emotion to be confusing and disarming,
but parents can support their child’s emotional growth by absorbing their
everyday stress and providing guidance on how to respond to emotional
experiences.

24
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That Summer

By Martina Hao (China)

Last summer, | can never forget. It's not that | don't want to forget,
but that | can't. At the end of last year, one thing after another came up.
Each thing made me at a loss. | had never felt this kind of feeling
before.

One day after school, when | got home, | found my mother
hanging up clothes in silence. "Mom, I'm back!" | said to my mother in a
cheerful tone. "Well, baby." A voice with a thick nasal sound pierced
through my eardrum and entered my mind. | was stunned. | felt that my
mother was different today. Did mom cry? | didn't know what to say.
Subconsciously, | quickly changed my shoes and entered the bedroom.
At this time, my mother suddenly said, "Baby, mom will go back to
hometown in advance. | have to deal with some things. You should take
good care of yourself during this time..." Then she choked up. At this
time, | seemed to guess. | looked at my mother and asked in a low
voice, "Is it great-grandmother?" "Well, great-grandmother is seriously ill.
Mom has to go back. Don't worry, she will be fine..." For a moment, |
wanted to say something, but | couldn't think of anything. | didn't know
what | felt. This feeling had never existed before. | didn't know how to

comfort mom either. | could only pat her on the back gently.

| thought of countless bad ideas, but in the end, | scattered them with

33



the chat area of my WeChat note as "Mom": "Great-grandmother is
gone..." At that moment, | didn't cry and wasn't very sad. | just felt a dull
pain in my heart and had an indescribable feeling. | know about death,
but | have no concept of it. | never thought it would come to me so
quickly. Until the day of the funeral, | stood aside and listened to the
eulogy. Tears couldn't stop flowing down. My right hand held my sister
tightly. Why did | cry? Maybe it was because of the death of great-
grandmother. To some extent, it might be because | imagined that if my
closest person left.. The more | thought about it, the tighter | held my
sister's hand. Mom always said that great-grandmother is a very, very kind
person. She always thinks of others and never thinks of herself. She always
gives her opportunities and love to others. Whether it is because of
various reasons such as poor health in childhood and being unable to
continue going to school, or being wronged in marriage after adulthood,
and wearing out her body by working hard day after day for the family
and children, she never complains or cares about anyone. She always says
that as long as the family is well, she is well and she is fine. Even for
strangers, she is equally kind. When she sees a stone on the road, she will
go up and move it away just so as not to affect pedestrians on the road.
She will say with a smile that it's not good for anyone to bump into a

stone.




The Day | Met Sir John Coconut

By Vicky Zhao (Canada)

Have you ever wondered if you could get something that
was unlimited? Well, on that stormy night, when the wind was
howling in my ears and the rain was splashing heavily
on the roof, | craved for my favorite drink. My throat
went dry and my eyes focused on an exquisite poster
on my bedroom wall. It was quite ancient, the
poster. It had a coconut in the middle with a
straw in it and an absolutely marvelous jungle
background. The poster had three words in the
middle with all capitals written in black marker:

35



- ;(COCONUTS DA BEST. |
’g‘ know, you can probably

A infer that | wrote that.

m ActuaIIy, | have that written
. on all my posters. Pretty
fweird, right?

Now, I really need a
coconut drink, | thought. | ran
downstairs and pushed open
the kitchen door. | opened

“the fridge door and oh howl was excited! A precious bottle of

coconut water lay in front of me, glinting in my eyes. | grabbed
it right out and shut the fridge door. Suddenly, | realized
something was wrong. The bottle was very light. Too light. |
turned the cap and threw it into the garbage can. Then | peered
in. There rested a tiny droplet of water! NO!

That was when the thought came to mind. What if I could
have an unlimited amount of coconut water? | know that
sounded greedy, but how can you not agree? Everyone (and |
mean it) have had that thought before! | shook it, expecting the
water to rise. Of course, | was dreaming when | did that. | threw
the bottle into the garbage can. Ugh!

All of a sudden, mist curled around me like a cocoon. It
slithered up to my neck, then covered my face. My hands
started to prowl at the mist, hoping to get rid of it. Why was
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there suddenly mist in my kitchen? | wondered. | thought about
waking up my parents, then stopped myself abruptly. Because
then, right there, in front of my eyes, a coconut with eyes and a
mouth and a mustache appeared, staring at me with an evil
looking glare.

| pinched myself.

Again and again.

It was true! | wasn't sleep-walking or dreaming! Just then,
when | thought nothing more incredible could happen, the
coconut spoke!

"Young girl, welcome to my realm," he said. | was

confused. This wasn't his realm, it was my kitchen. So | gave a

good look around my kit- oh my gosh. | couldn't believe my .@;—; L = -1..’.\
’#

/{,‘ o
s

eyes and my eyes couldn't believe the sight! I was no longerin -

»7 rs

my dusty kitchen, but surrounded by hundreds ( /

- . & “v
and thousands and maybe even millions of " ‘f; i

coconuts! They were perched on stands,
inside bushes, around trees and even at the
top of a faraway mountain that | Vec
caught a glimpse at.

"Am | in wonderland?" |
thought, but asked out loud
without knowing.

"You may call it that," the



coconut with a mouth and two eyes told me. | jumped, turning
around to face him. "And you may as well enjoy it. My name is
Sir John Coconut, the grandfather of- ooh, | lost count, around
seven million coconuts," he started. My eyes started to explore
again. "l am the grandson of the creator of the REALM OF
COCONUTS. Are you listening?" | turned back to Sir John
Coconut and nodded. | was speechless.

After a little more exploring, | brought myself to say, "am |
the only human in this realm?" Sir John Coconut looked at me
like | was coocoo. Which | certainly was at that moment.

"You are the only human in this metaverse, but currently
we have four billion metaverses open, for your information," he
replled still giving me that awkward, uncomfortable look. |

gé“taded again, which made me look more stupid, but | couldn't
ing myself to answer.
‘I heard your wish. | listen to everybody's wishes about
wanuts. But | found yours quite funny. Unlimited? How
'" my face turned red as he spoke these words. "So |
K }ded to pay you a visit and give you a gift." | was
flabbergasted. He called me greedy, and now he's giving me a
0 gift? What kind of logic was that?
"I know you don't really understand, but this wish being
granted doesn't happen every day. You may choose a coconut,

and it shall provide an unlimited amount of coconut water as
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soon as you touch it." Sir John Coconut smiled creepily, giving
me the chills in this tropical area.

| decided to try. So | went up to a mini coconut and
touched it. It glowed blue and yellow right after my skin
contacted its rough surface. | scooped it up with my hands and
brought it over to Sir John Coconut. "Wonderful," he said as
soon as he saw my coconut. "Now | don't want you to stay here
for too long, there are other people in the land demanding
their wish to come true. | must sadly say you must leave. But
remember two things: do not be greedy, and that coconut you
chose was a good choice."

Before | could have said anything, mist curled around me
again, and in the next blink of an eye, | found myself back in my
kitchen, holding a coconut. My mother looked up at me with

surprise. She was holding a cup of tea, mixing it with a spoon. 1
gave her a small smile and was about to run upstairs —=
when- "Uh uh. You're not going anywhere, missy. Where have

—

you been? | can use a little story while drinking my tea," my~~ =\
mother grinned. | sighed, then sat down.

What a day!
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The History of Bubble Tea
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Bubble tea originated in
Taiwan in the [980s
LiuHan- Chleh created bubble

tea.
Durmg a sfaff mee?tlng
I_IU Han Chleh poured 4
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He also encouraged =
employees to drink tea, Hms/// -
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creaf‘mg Fear/ milk tea.
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Types of Bubble Tea

—=

There are many types of bubble tea, usually
including black tea, green tea, oolong tea, and

‘ sometimes white tea. | |
- & Typically, bubble tea contains tapioca pearls,
8 but you can add many other ingredients as well.
- ‘ > !'/ You can add jelly. Jelly comes in different
: shapes: small cubes, stars or rectangular
9 - strips, and flavors include coconut jelly, konjac
® ‘ jelly, lychee jelly, grass jelly, mango jelly, coffee

jelly and green tea Jellg
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wrl milk tea.
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100%)

content.

Correspono(s to quarterlj

100%).

Ratio of bubble tea
Bubble milk tea shops often

allow customers to choose
regular ice cubes or sugar

Sugar dnd ice contents are

usually specified in that order,

intervals (0%, 25%, 50%, 75%,
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Bubble Tea Shop in Vancouver
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Bubble Tea Extended Food é&
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Peolp/e loved bubble tea, so *he_(/
started inventin many bubble
fea-related foods. Bubble fea
lovers are invenfing bubble tea
ice cream, Pizza, foast, sushi
and ramen. Persona//y, ['ve on/y

had bubble tea ice cream and
bubble fea mochi.
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Life is Better with a
Cup of Bubble Tea



Covid -19

In 2020, the coronavirus spread worldwide

-
The pandemic altered the course of .

countless lives, and time spent at
home inspired reflection—to treat allﬁ A
things with kindness, support each

other through difficult times, and _5
extend help to one another. " -
Although separated by thousands«:ef

miles, we share the same Earth. =

arth offers to,

The generous gifts that th
| €6 cherish as true.

Those are the things we
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Greed

By Nina Zhan (U.S.)

“I will grant you many wishes,
Each will bring you many flourishes;
Choose wisely and be rewarded,
Become foolish and be deplored.”

Enchanting mountains frozen in snow,
Curious seedlings ready to grow;,
Waltzing flowers showing their hue,
Caroling wind with birds that flew;,

We received these gifts and were content,
But only for a while as time went,
Slowly, slowly, we grew out of greed,
Forgetting about our promise from our need;

We asked for more, never satisfied,
Our oath of our wishes did not bide;
Endangering animals, cutting down frees,
Giving the earth numerous pleas;

“‘Enough!” she cried in despair,
“Your ungratefulness is more than | can bear.”
And so she punished us, with furious heart,
Our wishes, one by one, did depart;

“As | said, you will be deplored,
Due to your broken promise, you won'’t be rewarded.”
And so she cursed us, without second thought,
Spreading viruses and taking away what she had brought;

And thus we realized our mistake,
How foolish our actions were, to make;
The generous gifts that the Earth offers to,
Those are the things we need to cherish as true.
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X THE
VMIONSTER’S
ENEMY

We have fallen in the clutches,
The clutches full of virus;
As he sits high from above,
Watching prey to fall;

Into the trap he has made,

Again and again he waves his wand;
To cast viruses on unfortunate souls,
Watching more death and sadness spread,;

(‘s'n) ueyzeuiN Ag

As our story of woe was written,
We were the prey of this despair;

We didn't flinch once in this mortal battle,
In this raging virus, we were fearless;
Our brave words did not falter or silence,
“There will be a peaceful day beyond this night.”

And then he found,
That we had built a fortress with our souls;
That our unity to lit of flame of peace,

And then he found;
He belittles the meaning of life,
Our perseverance is his greatest enemy.
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Hometown
By David Qiao (Canada)

My hometown is a beautiful, lucid place.

It possesses a quality that cannot be replaced.

No matter where | travel, it remains my favorite space.
| used to visit there every year, rejoicing in its embrace.

The babbling of the merchants echoed through my head,

“These streets know things that you don't,” my father always said.
A flavorful aroma drifted through the streets: spices, and bread,
Carefree sparrows chirped, flying gracefully on ahead.

Ancient architecture still stood tall and proud tough as nails,
Now shaded by skyscrapers built on incredible scales.

The wind blows through the streets like it is God who exhales.
You can always pursue something afresh here when all else fails.

Yet recently, the gates of the great city clanged shut.
Everyone had to wear masks, with not one "if..." or "but...".
| thought to myself: "It’s just a virus - why all the buzz?"
Everyone was panicking, their minds becoming fuzz.




| couldn't travel back; they canceled all
the flights. Everyone was now
self-isolated; what would be the price?
Everyone stayed inside, glued to this
and that electronic device.

Crowds queued to get tested, the line
stretching onward like a snake,

Folks were growing tired, some even
branding the virus a fake.

A virus small and deadly,

Spread across the world so steadily.
It brought with it fear and pain,
And caused loss that left a stain.

But hope and love did not depart,

And people found new ways to start.
Virtual connections made us one, a1
And kindness and resilience shone. 2B
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One day, life will be restored to its proper track, |
Matters will return to how they were, and ways of life com
People will get through it, and that'sa fact.
Even it's almost over, there will still be an impact.

For though the virus still rages on,
Hope and love will always dawn.

And one day, we'll look back with pr
And say, we fought and we survive
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ade to Ty Degy,
By Alicia Li (Canada)

A haven full of dreams and hues,
where paints and padas lie,

My desk, a world both vast and true,
beneath this gentle sky.
Brushes dance, colors bloom,
each stroke a spark of soul,

In whispered lines and pages turned,
my heart finds its role.

With each dawn, | greet this space,
my cup a steady friend,

A sanctuary | embrace.
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By Nina Zhan (U.S)

On a soft blanket, cozy and warm,
A tiny baby sleeps through the storm.
Curled in peace, in dreams they lie,
Beneath a gentle, star-lit sky.
Soft breaths whisper, rise and fall,
A world of wonder, safe and small.
In this world, they softly lay,

As night turns gently into day.
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42 B 1 2

A child is sitting on the cloud reading, swimming in the ocean
of knowledge, while the flowers pouring out of the book
symbolize the growth and blossoming of wisdom. The words
"luv" and "Wisdom" on the page stand for "love of wisdom",
which is the original origin of the word "philosophy". We
should not only pursue wisdom, but also seize the moment
and use actions to influence the world.
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By Xinyu Yan
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Painted by Yanjun Zhuo
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Submit Your Work

Join Our Team




IMAGINE2ZEMPOWER

= Words4Wisdom & FH—Z=IEEFI
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