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I acknowledged their every word, and it was as if I 

promised, “I will, and I’ll never fall to being afraid.” 

I was only three, the age to find pleasure in the simple 

joys of childhood, yet far too young to understand the 

lessons I had been taught. But little did I know that the 

promise I had given those characters would be broken very 

soon. 

* * * 

Yulan magnolias came bright and early that spring, 

their petals trailing down the streets of Shanghai as winter 

waned. The blossoms painted the bustling atmosphere with 

touches of ivory-white, visible even against the nighttime 

city lights. 

My earliest experiences consist of visiting my 

grandparents in China and seeing photos of lively streets 

and the graceful presence of Shanghai’s city flower. My 

grandma would tell me stories, Chinese folktales, and 

rhymes that I began to read at a young age.  
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I was born and have always lived in the United States, 

yet my first memories are a comforting vision of a different 

language and culture than the country I was born in. 

 

* * * 

 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, I had been accustomed to. 

So, I 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. 

I remember once: A classmate smiled and waved at 

me. She began to speak, not knowing that I only knew a 

few basic English words at the time. I wanted to suggest 

that we could color together. It’s a simple request, I 
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thought, pointing soundlessly toward a table that held 

drawing supplies, and perhaps she could be my first friend. 

But the girl only shook her head, not understanding. If only 

it were as easy as I thought it would be. My hopes dared to 

rise even higher. But still, against my everything, she turned 

away before I was able to say something back. 

Questions flooded the waves of my thoughts. How 

much time until I can understand the language around me? 

--And why am I 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 I 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, the 

characters advised in my imagination. 

But how could I possibly achieve what you say? I 

asked. 
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My fear rose in my mind. I imagined that it spoke with 

a spirit as fearless as the wind, and just as wild. “I 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 I 

searched for any sign of confidence within me. That instant, 

I had let adversity become my enemy.   

 

* * * 

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

cold of early winter. 

The familiar sense of disquiet seemed permanent, but 

now another sensation enveloped my insides. A dizzying 

sensation overtook me, and as I 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 I 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,” I said one day, “I don’t feel well. My stomach 

hurts.” It was another day of trying but failing, to battle my 

fears around the other kids. 
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My mom brushed it off at first, knowing that this 

wasn’t uncommon. “It’s alright, you will be fine.” I found 

into nonexistence. 

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

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

am I feeling this way? I wish it would stop, I 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 I heard every so often as she 

spoke on the phone. “Yes, I would like to make an 

appointment for…”, “No fever or nausea…”, “At 10 o’clock 

tomorroThe memories are a blur now. I was at the hospital 

to receive a colonoscopy for my stomach pains. I remember 

the atmosphere being a cloud of stark white, with few hints  
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   *  *  * 

I awoke after the procedure, and my mom told me 

that the doctors had said I 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 I sat looking out the car window, I contemplated 

what I 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, I found myself looking through the 

illustrations from over a year ago, reminiscing and 
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embracing the pages now scattered with dust, not quite 

recalling when I 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 I approached the others at recess, one 

of them gave me a wave of acknowledgment. 

I spoke to them for the first time, facing the fears I 

ignored in the past. The warmth of their welcome melted 

every barrier I 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 I 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 I matured, and told me, at last, to go forth to seek 

9



greater heights. Before I could look back, those strokes of 

jet-black ink from the characters I had cherished closed 

their eyes and slept, like an owl crouching his 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 I ever see them as an enemy. After all, 

why shouldn’t one embrace the element that lurks in every 

corner? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

10



 

        

  

  

我依稀记得儿时带插图的书页，高贵而峻峭的墨渍点缀

着故事；他们在逆境中英勇无畏，逆境是他们的盟友，而不

是敌人。 

    “与逆境为友，扬帆远航吧！” 脑海中的角色

们对我说。 

    我记住了他们说的每一个字，默默地承诺：“我一定会

做到的，绝不会惧怕。” 

    当时我只有三岁，正值简单快乐的年龄，还未成熟到能

领悟这些深邃的智慧。我并不知道自己很快将打破对书中人

物的承诺。 
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* * * 

早春时分，明亮而早成的白玉兰花瓣拖曳在上海的街道

上。白玉兰以象牙般的白色点染了熙攘的空气，在夜里仍与

街灯一样显眼。  

    拜访我在中国的祖父母、看热闹的街道和上海市市花的

优雅景象组成了我最早的记忆。我的外婆会给我讲故事，中

国民间神话和童谣，我从小就开始阅读中文。我在美国出生

长大，但我最初的记忆是一片与我出生的国家不同的语言和

文化的柔和图景。 

* * * 

    那是入美国幼儿园的第一天。  

一群孩子奔跑在色彩鲜艳的地毯上，

边笑边喊，旁边的墙上贴着一行行的    

       字母表。教室中散发出了一种温    

      暖而友好的气息。但有堵墙把我和  

     那种气息隔开了。四处都是我无法   
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理解的英语。墙上的字母和周围的声音对我都是陌生的，与

我所习惯的中文字相距甚远。我只能孤独地坐着，忍住眼

泪，与我的毛绒玩具——一只背上绣了月亮图案的熊——作

伴。 

    我记得有一次，一个女孩微笑着向我招手。她开始说

话，并不知道我当时只懂几个基本的英语单词。我想邀请她

一起涂色。我无声地指了指一张放有绘画用品的桌子，想着

这是个简单的要求，也许她可以成为我的第一个朋友。但那

女孩只是摇摇头，并不明白我的意思。 

    随之各种问题充斥着我的思绪，还有多久我才能理解我

身边的语言？ 
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在午睡时间，寂静的单音被无声地奏响，墙上字母表中

的墨迹活了起来。它们变成了故事书中我很久前曾崇拜的英

雄。我想象中的英雄建议道：“向着海洋中的激流航行，没

有比面对你的逆境更有价值的机会了。” 

“但我怎样才能做到呢？”我问道。 

     我的恐惧在脑海中显现。在我的想象中，那些英雄再

次降临，他以风一般无畏狂野的精神对我说：“我一直在你

身边，你若是接纳我，就能攻克万难——” 他们的声音消

失在教室的铃声里，把我的思绪拉回现实。 

时光飞逝，尽管我对英语的理解能力有所提高，但我仍

然沉默寡言，羞于与人交流。仍然呆在属于寂静的汪洋之

中。伴随我幼儿园时期的恐惧永远驻在了我的心里，阻止着

我对自信的寻求。那时我让逆境成为了我的敌人。  
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* * * 

    一年过去了。银色雨滴的坠落方式显露出几分简洁，风

雨后的天空中闪现出几抹透亮的色彩。但有什么东西不太对

劲，这是与初冬刺骨的寒冷无关的东西。  

熟悉的不安感似乎是永恒的，但现在另一种感觉笼罩

了我的内心。当我坐起来时，我的头不停地疼，在我的肚

子里，某种抽动的痛感使我感到异常难受。这种情况一次

又一次，从最初的几周一次，到每周，直至每天都有。     

与逆境为友的承诺被我永远地抛诸脑后。我的腹痛，

成了恐惧的化身，不断地折磨着我，它比任何冬天的寒冷

都更加刺痛。  

* * * 

    “妈妈，我肚子疼。” 我有一天说道。那天是又一个

我尝试面对其他孩子的恐惧而战斗，但最终失败的日子。 

    妈妈起初不以为然，“没事，过一会就好了。” 我在

这句话里找到了慰藉，疼痛也暂且消失了。  
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但腹痛一天比一天严重，近乎成了慢性病。我既害怕又

困惑。为什么我会这么难受？我希望它能消失，这是出什么

问题了？ 

    某处一段记忆回应了我。“你的身体没出任何问题。你

只是忘了逆境，你的老朋友！” 它喊道：“你必须与逆境

为友，你必须克服恐惧，你忘记了吗？” 它的声音在肆虐

的狂风中消失了。 

 妈妈开始变得忧心忡忡，我听到妈妈在电话里的零星对

话：“是的，我想预约挂号……”，“没有发烧和恶

心……”，“明天十点吗？”  

    这些记忆现在很模糊了。我当时正在医院做肠镜检查。

我记得当时的气氛是一团惨白，几乎没有一丝色彩——不像

当初我想勇敢面对逆境时。现在墙上没有能与对我说话的墨

迹。 

我在术后醒来，妈妈告诉我，医生说我很健康。 
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“没有炎症和其他消化道问题，但是有位护士告诉妈妈

压力和焦虑可能是肚子痛的成因。” 妈妈继续说道：“那

位护士的儿子在转学后由于长期焦虑，有过类似的症状。” 

在听到我从幼儿园开始的经历后，护士认为这也是我的病

因。 

    我看向车窗外，思索着刚才听到的一切。温柔的手臂将

我从沉重的恐惧下拖出，把我思维中折磨着我的不安的烟尘

和灰烬拭去。 

    那天，我翻阅了一年多前的插画书，回忆并拥抱着现在

散落着灰尘的书页，不太记得我什么时候放弃了面对逆境，

一个如此宝贵和真实的朋友。 

* * * 

    蓝色的穹顶一成未变，但因逆境已成了我的朋友而显得

焕然一新。我在课间接触了不少同学，其中有几位同学 

给予了我极大的肯定。 

这是我头一次和他们说话，面对我过去忽视了的逆境。

他们温暖的支持融化了我心中的每一道墙。当我们一起爬上

一座小山丘时，在我的记忆深处，故事书中的人物在看着 

17



我，知道我真正地面对了自己的逆境。缓慢而下意识地墨 

迹，最后一次轻声低语： 

“无论夜色多么漆黑，永远航行无惧。” 

这些清甜而无价的童年记忆于我成熟之时离去。蓦然回

首，来自那些人物的笔墨已然沉睡，如同在白昼沉睡而只待

黄昏起飞的猫头鹰。 但在深夜和初绽的微弱曙光中，逆境

不会离开我，我也不再会与其为敌。毕竟， 

为什么要去藏匿那些 

无处不在的物质呢？ 
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Navigating the Teenage Emotional 
Pressure Cooker 

 

 

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 

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. 
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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 “1 in 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 
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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 
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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.  
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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. 
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的确，父母可以也应该为孩子准

备未来。紧张的晚餐谈话和冷淡的态

度是青少年生活中的主要内容。随着

青少年成长为年轻人，他们经常被学

校作业、活动、社交圈和存在主义思

想的平衡所消耗。这自然会导致一个

情感高压锅，经常在他们舒适的家沸

腾。然而，当父母对孩子的情感表达

进行报复时，这就破坏了对家庭纽带

的信任，导致孩子回避和隐瞒他们对 

父母的感情。所以，家长要努力创造一个让孩子自由表达，不受惩罚

地体验情感成长的环境。 

 

    父母培养情感安全的家庭环境的 

一个途径是允许孩子担心他们自己的 

问题，同时保护他们不担心父母的创 

伤和压力。这可以保护儿童免受不必 

要的创伤，这种创伤会对个体没有技 

能或工具来应对的压力事件形成情绪 

反应。疾病控制和预防中心(CDC) 最 

近在 2023 年进行的一项研究发现， 

孩子的健康受到父母心理健康的显著 

影响。该研究表明，“每 14名 0-17 岁的儿童中就有一名家长报告精 
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神健康状况不佳，这些儿童更有可能总体健康状况不佳。”[1] 为了

让孩子过上健康的生活，父母自己也需要保持心理健康。子女没有能

力支持父母的心理健康，也不应该承担这一负担；父母应该积极照顾

自己的心理健康，以保护孩子的健康。由于父母塑造了孩子对生活的

理解，他们对严重问题、担忧和心理健康问题的表达会极大地影响年

轻人对童年的体验。 

在与孩子分享他们的烦恼时模糊孩子和同伴之间界限的父母，更

难照顾他们的孩子，这由于忽视而对孩子的精神和身体健康产生负面

影响。关心他人的情感健康需要精力，当父母将精力投入到表达自己

的情感，而不是倾听孩子的情感需求时，这可能会导致忽视。然而，

那些把自己和孩子的心理健康都放在首位的父母，通过教育他们的孩

子如何应对强烈的负面情绪，能够与他们的孩子建立更紧密的联系。 

美国心理学家约翰·m·戈特曼(John M. Gottman)在 1997年写

了为《养育一个情商高的孩子:为人父母的核心》(Raising a 

Emotionally Intelligent Child:The Heart of Parenting)的著名

书籍，书中他谈到了父母如何与孩子建立健康的关系，并发现:“当 

父母向孩子提供同理心，并帮助他们应对愤怒、悲伤和恐惧等负面情 
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绪时，父母就建立了忠诚和亲情的桥梁。”[2]帮助孩子理解他们正 

在经历的情此外，直到十八九岁，孩子们还不具备支持父母情感健康

的能力，也没有发展出处理与他们分享的任何复杂问题的情商。虽然

父母与孩子分享一些个人挑战是有价值的，如工作中的人际冲突，作

为一个教育机会和成熟的练习，但父母不应该依赖他们的孩子作为伪

治疗师，例如，在疲惫或抑郁时提供支持。孩子的健康发展取决于父

母分享宝贵的学习时刻的能力，同时审查创伤性事件，直到孩子的情

绪成熟，能够完全理解它们。 

    孩子正在成长，他们需要一个安全的环境来发展自己，为此，父

母需要通过吸收孩子的情绪来创造安慰。《家庭心理学杂志》进行的 

一项研究发现，“孩子调节情绪的能力受到父母惩罚方式的显著影响

(情绪控制与情绪控制)，情绪控制的惩罚措施导致孩子在学校的攻击

性行为。”[3] 健康的家庭是在父母控制自己的情绪并接受孩子的情

绪时创建的，因为这为孩子创造了一种平静和舒适的感觉，并表明表

达情绪在某些情况下是可以接受的，甚至是有价值的。因为孩子们需 

要能够在家里经历情感上的反复试验。这使他们能够学会对同情、积

极倾听和对抗等情况做出适当的反应，如果他们不被允许向父母表达

自己的情绪，或者如果他们肩负着父母的情绪并压抑自己的情绪，他 
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们就无法做到这一点。孩子是海绵: 他们通过吸收学习，父母为他们 

营造的家庭环境反映在他们的个性和行为中。扰乱孩子家中的情感氛

围会影响他们情感成熟的轨迹。父母需要通过吸收孩子的情绪，给孩

子一个进行情绪实验的安全地带，无论这对他们自己的情绪状态有多

大挑战。 

情感表达不仅有利于儿童的情感发展，也有

利于健康关系的发展。当父母不以正常的人类情感，不允

许他们的孩子表达自己时，父母和孩子之间就形成了这些情感。孩子

与父母的关系是他们对人际关系的第一次体验，这将告诉他们在以后

的生活中如何与他人互动和对待他人。这项由美国国立卫生研究院药

物滥用研究所(NIDA)和美国国家儿童健康和人类发展研究所(NICHD)

支持的研究表明:“在积极的家庭氛围中成长并得到有效养育的青少

年更有可能在年轻时拥有健康的浪 

漫关系。”[4]当父母接受孩子的 

感受时，孩子会感到安心。这种理 

解在父母和孩子之间建立了更强的 

纽带，建立了信任和信心，这对所 

有的关系都至关重要。由于父母和 

孩子之间的情感纽带是影响孩子成 

长的主要因素，对孩子表达的报复， 

例如愤怒、沮丧或悲伤，会驱使他 

们与自己的情绪作斗争，而不是处 

理、理解和反思他们对不同情况的反应。让孩子的感情正常化可允许

孩子表达自己的情感，有助于孩子健康地接受自己的情感，并加强亲 
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子关系，这将成为孩子未来人际关系的基石。 

健康的关系始于承受孩子的情绪，并允许

他们从中发展。对于所有年龄段的人来说，情

绪可能是一种迷惑和解除武装的力量。我们很

容易接受周围人的情绪，无论他们是高兴、生

气还是悲伤，但要识别他人的情绪而不让它们

影响我们却是一个挑战。保持情绪弹性是一项 

  重要的生活技能，也是一种需要时间和经历培养的行为。父母

可以帮助培养孩子的情感技能，但在突然爆发时，他们需要冷静地做

出相应的反应。父母对孩子的愤怒不作出反应的能力为孩子在其他环

境中树立了榜样，例如在学校，与朋友或家里的兄弟姐妹。对于一个

在不同场景中观察人类生态系统的孩子来说，展示在激烈的情况下保

持头脑冷静并专注于优先事项的能力非常重要。  

    尽管父母与孩子分享他们的一些个人挑战很重要，但他们不应该

依赖孩子来获得情感上的支持。父母需要能够在不透露创伤信息的情

况下交流教育经验，以促进孩子健康的心理发展。家庭中压抑情感的

文化扰乱了儿童的情感成长之路，因为儿童正在成长，他们需要一个

安全的环境来茁壮成长。情感表达不仅允许儿童进行情感探索，而且

有利于健康关系的发展。所有年龄段的人都可能会发现情绪令人困

惑，让人无法释怀，但父母可以通过吸收孩子的日常压力，并就如何

应对情绪体验提供指导，来支持他们的情绪成长。 
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    那 年 夏 天 

                   作者：郝书瑶 / Martina Hao（中国） 

 

去年的夏天，我永远不能忘，是不能忘，而不是不想忘。

去年的期末的时候，一件件事情接踵而来，每一件事情都让

我不知所措，这种感受我从没有过。 

    在某天放学回家后，我发现妈妈在一声不吭地挂衣服。

“妈妈，我回来了!”我用轻快的语气和妈妈说。“嗯，宝贝”

一道带着浓浓的鼻音声音穿破耳膜进入脑海，我愣住了，我

感觉妈妈今天不一样，妈妈这是哭了吗?我不知道该说些什么，

下意识快速地换好鞋，进入卧室。这时，妈妈突然说：“宝贝，

妈妈要提前回老家了，要处理一些事，你这段时间要照顾好     

          自己……”说着便哽咽起来。这时，我好像猜到     

           了，我看着妈妈，低声地问：“是太姥姥吗!” “嗯， 

            太姥姥病重了，妈妈要回去 ，你放心，她一定 

             会好的……”一时间我想说点什么，但是什么  

             都想不出来，我并不知道我是什么感受，这 
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种感觉从来没有，我也不知道怎么安慰妈妈，我只能轻轻地

拍了拍她的背。 

我想了数种不好的想法，最终被我一下下敲散，直到回

去放假的某天，几个字出现在了我微信备注为妈妈聊天区内

"太姥姥走了……"那个瞬间，我没有哭，只是觉得心口沉闷

闷的，有种说不出的感觉。我知道死亡，但对它没有概念，

更没想过它会这么快地来到我身边。直到下葬的那天，我站

在一旁听悼词，眼泪止不住地往下流,右手死死地拉着妹妹，

我为什么会哭?可能是因为太姥姥的离世，也有一部分原因，

可能是我幻想假如我最亲的人离开……越是想，抓妹妹的手

就越紧。妈妈总说太姥姥是一个特别特别善良的人，总为别

人着想，从没为自己想过，总是把自己的机会和爱给别人，

无论是童年时期因为身体等各种原因没有办法继续上学，还

是成人后婚姻里受到委屈，以及为了孩子家庭日复一日操劳

搞坏了身体，她从不去埋怨计较任何人，都说只要家人好， 
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她就好。包括对于陌生人她都是一样的善良，走在路上看到

一块石头，她都会上去挪开，只为了不影响路上的行人。她

会笑着说，石头碰着对谁都不好。 

“世界以痛吻我，我却报之以歌”。太姥姥的身体一直不

好，整整十年瘫痪在床，失去了行动的自由。太姥姥在床上

躺着的时候，该有多么痛苦，几乎不能说话,不能动，有多少

个难熬的日子只能自己一个人默默煎熬。可是她还是那么善

良，总和家人说没事，不难受。 

 “太姥姥一定希望我们好好活着,健康幸福。”我只能

这么安慰妈妈。“我们一定要好好生活”妈妈也这么说。太

姥姥，希望您在另一个世界能好好的为自己而生活，能够上

学，工作，找到自己热爱的事情，爱自己，取悦自己，不要

只想着别人。我们都很想您，我们也会好好生活，您不用担

心。太姥姥，我一定会经常看您的照片，记住您这个最善

良，最可爱的人。 

 那年夏天，我对分别有了更深入的理解。 
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That Summer 
   By Martina Hao (China) 

 

Last summer, I can never forget. It's not that I don't want to forget, 

but that I can't. At the end of last year, one thing after another came up. 

Each thing made me at a loss. I had never felt this kind of feeling 

before. 

  One day after school, when I got home, I found my mother 

hanging up clothes in silence. "Mom, I'm back!" I 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. I was stunned. I felt that my 

mother was different today. Did mom cry? I didn't know what to say. 

Subconsciously, I quickly changed my shoes and entered the bedroom. 

At this time, my mother suddenly said, "Baby, mom will go back to 

hometown in advance. I have to deal with some things. You should take 

good care of yourself during this time..." Then she choked up. At this 

time, I seemed to guess. I 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, I 

wanted to say something, but I couldn't think of anything. I didn't know 

what I felt. This feeling had never existed before. I didn't know how to 

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

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

a single knock. But I have been troubled by this matter all the time. Until 

one day during the holiday when I went back, a few words appeared in 
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the chat area of my WeChat note as "Mom": "Great-grandmother is 

gone..." At that moment, I didn't cry and wasn't very sad. I just felt a dull 

pain in my heart and had an indescribable feeling. I know about death, 

but I have no concept of it. I never thought it would come to me so 

quickly. Until the day of the funeral, I stood aside and listened to the 

eulogy. Tears couldn't stop flowing down. My right hand held my sister 

tightly. Why did I cry? Maybe it was because of the death of great-

grandmother. To some extent, it might be because I imagined that if my 

closest person left... The more I thought about it, the tighter I 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. 
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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, I 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. I 

know, you can probably  

infer that I wrote that. 

Actually, I have that written 

on all my posters. Pretty 

weird, right? 

                      Now, I really need a     

                 coconut drink, I thought. I ran   

                 downstairs and pushed open  

                                                             the kitchen door. I opened 

the fridge door and oh, how I was excited! A precious bottle of 

coconut water lay in front of me, glinting in my eyes. I grabbed 

it right out and shut the fridge door. Suddenly, I realized 

something was wrong. The bottle was very light. Too light. I 

turned the cap and threw it into the garbage can. Then I 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? I know that 

sounded greedy, but how can you not agree? Everyone (and I 

mean it) have had that thought before! I shook it, expecting the 

water to rise. Of course, I was dreaming when I did that. I 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? I wondered. I 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. 

I pinched myself.  

Again and again.  

It was true! I wasn't sleep-walking or dreaming! Just then, 

when I thought nothing more incredible could happen, the 

coconut spoke!  

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

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

good look around my kit- oh my gosh. I couldn't believe my 

eyes and my eyes couldn't believe the sight! I was no longer in 

my dusty kitchen, but surrounded by hundreds  

and thousands and maybe even millions of 

 coconuts! They were perched on stands, 

 inside bushes, around trees and even at the  

top of a faraway mountain that I  

caught a glimpse at.  

"Am I in wonderland?" I 

thought, but asked out loud  

without knowing. 

"You may call it that," the  

37



coconut with a mouth and two eyes told me. I jumped, turning 

around to face him. "And you may as well enjoy it. My name is 

Sir John Coconut, the grandfather of- ooh, I lost count, around 

seven million coconuts," he started. My eyes started to explore 

again. "I am the grandson of the creator of the REALM OF 

COCONUTS. Are you listening?" I turned back to Sir John 

Coconut and nodded. I was speechless. 

After a little more exploring, I brought myself to say, "am I 

the only human in this realm?" Sir John Coconut looked at me 

like I was coocoo. Which I 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 

replied, still giving me that awkward, uncomfortable look. I 

nodded again, which made me look more stupid, but I couldn't 

bring myself to answer.  

"I heard your wish. I listen to everybody's wishes about 

coconuts. But I found yours quite funny. Unlimited? How 

greedy!" my face turned red as he spoke these words. "So I 

decided to pay you a visit and give you a gift." I was 

flabbergasted. He called me greedy, and now he's giving me a 

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. 

I decided to try. So I went up to a mini coconut and 

touched it. It glowed blue and yellow right after my skin 

contacted its rough surface. I 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 I don't want you to stay here 

for too long, there are other people in the land demanding 

their wish to come true. I must sadly say you must leave. But 

remember two things: do not be greedy, and that coconut you 

chose was a good choice."  

Before I could have said anything, mist curled around me 

again, and in the next blink of an eye, I 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. I 

gave her a small smile and was about to run upstairs 

when-  "Uh uh. You're not going anywhere, missy. Where have 

you been? I can use a little story while drinking my tea," my 

mother grinned. I sighed, then sat down. 

 

What a day! 
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我遇见“约翰椰子”先生的那一天 
作者：Vicky Zhao  

 

你有没有想过可以得到某样无限的东西？ 

好吧，那是在一个暴风雨的夜晚， 

风在我耳边呼啸，雨点猛烈地打在 

屋顶上，我渴望着我的最爱——椰子水。 

我喉咙干涩，眼睛紧盯着房间墙上那 

张精美的海报。那张海报非常古老， 

中央是一颗插着吸管的椰子，背景 

是充满魅力的丛林景象。海报中间用黑色记号 

笔写着三个大字母：COCONUTS DA BEST。 

没错，你可能猜到了，那是我写的。其实， 

我所有的海报上都写了这个。挺奇怪的，对吧？ 

      我心里想着，现在我真的需要一杯椰子水了。 

我飞奔下楼，推开厨房门，打开冰箱门，啊， 

我好兴奋！ 
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一瓶珍贵的椰子水躺在我面前，闪烁在我的眼中。我

马上拿了出来，关上冰箱门。但突然，我感觉不对劲。瓶

子太轻了，太轻了！我拧开瓶盖，把它丢进垃圾桶。然后

我往里面一瞧，竟然只剩下一滴水！不！ 

    这时，我突然想到，如果我可以拥有无限的椰子

水呢？我知道这听起来很贪心，但你能不同意吗？每

个人（真的每个人）都曾有过这种想法！我摇了摇瓶

子，指望着水会多起来。当然，我是在做梦。我把瓶子扔

进了垃圾桶。唉！ 

突然，雾气像茧一样缠绕住我，慢慢升到脖子，最后

盖住了我的脸。我开始挥手驱赶雾气。为什么厨房里突然

有雾气？我心想。我想着要不要叫醒我的父母，但我马上

停住了。因为就在那时，眼前出现了一颗椰子，有眼睛和

嘴巴，还长着胡子，它正用一种邪恶的目光盯着我。 

我狠狠掐了一下自己。 

一遍又一遍。 是真的！我既没梦游，也没做梦！就在

我以为不会发生更不可思议的事情时，那颗椰子竟然开口

说话了！ “小姑娘，欢迎来到我的王国”，他说。我感到

困惑。这不是他的王国，这是我的厨房啊。所以我环顾了

一下厨房——天哪！我简直不敢相信自己的眼睛！我不再

在充满人间烟火的厨房里，而是被成百上千，甚至可能是

数百万颗椰子包围着！它们有的放在架子上，有的藏在灌
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木丛里，有的在树上，甚至在远处山顶上我也看到了一

些。 

“我是在仙境吗？” 我心里想，但不知不觉地问出了

口。 “你可以这么叫它，” 那颗有嘴和眼睛的椰子回答

我。我吓了一跳，转身面对它。 “你可

以尽情享受它。我是约翰椰子爵 士，

大约七百万椰子的祖

父，” 他说道。我

开始再次四处打

量。 “我是椰

子王国创始

人的孙子。

你在听吗？” 

我转回头面对约翰椰子爵士，点了点头。我无话可说。 

在探险了一会儿之后，我终于鼓起勇气问： “我是这

个王国里唯一的人类吗？”约翰椰子爵士看着我，像是在

看一个疯子。而我此刻确实也有点疯。 “你是这个元宇宙

里唯一的人类，但目前我们有四十亿个元宇宙在运行，供

你参考，” 他说，还依然用那种让人不舒服的眼神看着

我。我再次点头，这让我看起来更傻了，但我实在不知道

该怎么回应。 “我听到了你的愿望。我听过所有人关于椰

子的愿望，但你的愿望很有趣。无限的椰子水？多贪心

啊！” 当他说这话时，我的脸立刻红了。“所以我决定拜

访你，给你一份礼物。”我惊呆了。他刚才还说我贪心，
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现在又要送我礼物？这是什么逻辑？ “我知道你不太明

白，但这样的愿望实现并不是每天都会发生的。你可以选

择一颗椰子，它一旦触碰到你，就会源源不断地产生椰子

水。” 约翰椰子爵士怪异地笑了笑，这让我在这热带环境

里感到一阵寒意。 

我决定试试。所以我走向一颗迷你椰子，轻轻碰了一

下。刚接触到它粗糙的表面，它就发出了蓝色和黄色的光

芒。我用手捧起它，带到约翰椰子爵士面前。“太棒

了，”他看到我选的椰子时说道。“现在我不想让你待太

久，因为还有其他人等待着他们的愿望实现。遗憾的是，

我必须让你离开。但记住两件事：不要贪心，你选的椰子

是个不错的选择。” 

没等我说话，雾气再次在我身边缠绕起来，眨眼间，

我发现自己又回到了厨房，手里还拿着一颗椰子。我妈妈

抬头看着我，显得很惊讶。她手里端着一杯咖啡，正用勺

子搅拌。我朝她微笑了一下，正准备跑上楼时——“啊

啊，别想跑，孩子。你去哪儿了？我正喝茶呢，讲个故事

听听吧。”妈妈笑着说。我叹了口气，坐了下来。 

真是难忘的一天！ 
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作者：马佳梅 （中国） 指导老师：黄草岭中学 李航老师 

 

 

  我叫马佳梅，今年 14 岁，来

自云南省红河哈尼族彝族自治州

元阳县俄扎乡三坮坡村，现就读

于黄草岭中学七年级。我成长于

偏远又落后的农村，从小就对周

围的青山绿水充满喜爱，我曾经

以为农村就是我一辈子的天堂。 

可是，当我渐渐长大成人，

从小学到初中，我逐渐懂事，我

发现我错了！看着家乡发展还是

那么落后，看着父母日渐老去还

要背井离乡外出打工，用那微薄 
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的工资补贴家用和供我上学，看着村子里不学无术整天混日子的那些

无用之人，我才明白了农村不是我的天堂，我才明白了读书的重要

性。 

  从小长大，我都是生性胆小，自卑又敏感的人。小学的时候因

为父母陪伴在身边，我有依靠，所以我没感到孤单和无助。在我进入

初中后， 由于家庭经济方面的原因，父母亲不得不出去外省打工，

我成为了真正的农村留守儿童。因为之前我家的房子还是破破旧旧

的，我的房间里面只有一张床，家里还有一台电视，那台电视在小时

候对我来说已经是很贵重的东西了，它陪伴了我的童年。后来村里左

邻右舍都盖起了新房子，父母亲也商量要盖房子，于是把家里的积蓄

都用了，我不知道家里有没有欠债。父母亲在外出打工之前把我和妹

妹寄养在了外婆家，我和妹妹放长假就会回老家。现在，我的父母和

叔叔在广东那边打工，周末我经常会和妈妈打电话，问她做什么工

作，工作累不累，什么时候能回来看看我和妹妹……就这样诉说着我

对他们的想念。 

由于家庭贫困的原因，我总是要面对很多流言蜚语，承受很多别

人意味深长的目光。家里有些“热心”的亲戚和邻居，他们总是会对

我的爸妈说：“你们家里都这样困难了，就不要给姐姐读书了，她都 
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长那么大了，应该可以出去外面打工了，一个女孩子家读那么多书有

什么用，最后还不是要嫁人，如果考上高中就更费钱，如果上不了一

个好的高中，还不是没有前途，还不如不读了早早挣钱养家……”从

小长大，这些话我已经听了无数遍了，一开始我听到这些话我会心里

一团乱，觉得是自己让这个家陷入了困境，我会怀疑自己坚持读书是

不是正确的。每当这种时候，爸妈都会和我说不要把别人说的那些话

放在心里，不要在乎别人说什么，好好读书。后来，当我听到他们又

和我爸妈说类似的这些话，我就不会像我爸妈那样还顾及什么亲戚关

系或领里关系，我会直接反驳：：“我读书又不花你们的钱，你们担心

什么，我读书或者不读书是我家的事，这是我自己的人生，你们有什

么资格替我决定我的人生，每天在旁边挑拨离间。”这时候他们又

说：“你看看，读书人没有读书人的样子，一点教养都没有还和大人

吵架，我们都是为了你好，为了你家好……”。这些人，真的是“为

我好”吗？我不想去争辩，因为我知道不管我和他们说什么都是错误

的，只因为我不是男孩，我是女孩！在他们眼里，我的出生就是一个

错误！我无法想象，在二十一世纪各方面都高速发展的今天，这种重

男轻女的思想依然还存在在这群人的心中，根深蒂固。 

    一句“为你好”剥夺了多少山村女孩对自己未来的选择权。对于 
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我们大山里的孩子来说，读书真的没有前途吗？我曾经陷入阵阵沉

默。良久，我抬起头，因为我想明白了： 

 读书虽然不是唯一的出路，但读书一定是最好的出路。我本不是

天赋异禀的人，在茫茫人海中甚至有些平庸，可我的人生不是一首潦

草诗，我的人生不允许任何人来随便定义或指手画脚，这一次我想改

写航线，扬帆起航，驶向那充满光明的地方。我要挣脱那些困住我的

牢笼，我要否定那些他们说的话，勇敢的向前去。那样我的理想，就

能实现。理想实现之日，就有人能理解我、鼓励我、支持我，就不用

忍受别人的流言飞语和污言秽语。那些对我的家庭，我的样貌，我的

体型的肆意评价，我终将走出这黑暗时光。就像语文老师给我们讲王

安石的“不畏浮云遮望眼，自缘身在最高层”，王安石他不畏惧任何

阻挡他进行改革的奸邪小人和艰难困苦、恶势力，他相信站得高就能

看得远，只有站得高才能俯视一切。 

在闲暇或课余时间，我的语文老师会给我们放一些充满正能量的

视频，给我们看一些身处逆境或面对艰难险阻但逆风翻盘的人物故

事。看见里面的主人公总是遭受这样或那样的挫折，有的身残志坚，

有的勇往直前，不管遇到怎样的不幸，他们都从不放弃自己的人生， 
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他们不相信所谓的命运，只相信自己的命运是掌握在自己的手中，是

靠自己决定的。我的老师她总会用温暖的语气安慰我们，给我们鼓励

和支持，就像朋友和家人一样在你难过时轻拍你的背，在我迷茫时老

师就像那风，推开层层迷雾向我走来，她像那悲天悯人的救世主，身

上散发着令我安心的气息。她每天都精神抖擞，就像天上的小太阳，

温暖着我们每一个人。她和我说：“不管遇到什么样的困难，都要坚

强，不能被生活或命运打倒。就算遇到不如人意的人或事，别轻易把

喜怒哀乐写在脸上，那样别人会看穿你，找到你的软肋拿捏你，你要

迎难而上，别让爱笑的眼睛流眼泪。”所以，当我再次面对流言飞语

或污言秽语时，我会勇敢的面对和反驳，我知道只有懦弱的人才会逆

来顺受，我不是弱者！ 

                        “知识改变命运”这不是一句空话。知                 

                       识，它是那艳丽的花朵充满世界的每一个          

                       角落； 知识，它是那银河里的灿烂群星， 

                       点亮漆黑的夜空，让夜空开出一条光明的  

                       道路；知识，它改变着我们大山里孩子的 

                       生活；知识，改变着我们的命运。 我不想                         

                       永远都被困于大山，世界那么大我想去看 

                       看！看看那广大无边的大海，看看那一望 

                       无际的草原，想在沙漠上，草原上肆意的          

                       奔跑，好好的感受祖国一山一水的瑰丽。 
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    为了走出大山，为了我那渺小的理想，我要努力，我要学习，我

不能放弃，我的命运不该是这样的，我要活出自己的精彩。我的骄

傲，我的野心不允许我被困于此，它应该走遍世界，走向未来，只有

努力才配得上你的野心！ 

 

无人扶我凌云志，我自踏雪至山巅。风起，一股清香

的风吹起我的细发，也吹散了我眼前的模糊，我看到了

星辰大海。 
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IMAGINE2EMPOWER

是 Words4Wisdom 旗下的一本非营利

青少年杂志，全年开放投稿。

我们欢迎来自不同文化背景和观点的多

样化写作风格和艺术表现形式。我们的

核心价值观聚焦于清晰严谨的研究、实

际的社会影响以及对公平正义的倡导。

从扣人心弦的故事、富有创意的诗歌到

引人入胜的艺术作品，我们为青少年提

供了一个支持性的展示平台。此外，我

们为服务不足的社区提供文字修改指

导。

我们的使命是激励全球学生，帮助他们

培养技能，展示青少年作家和艺术家的

多样才华，并使他们能够在社区内分享

自己的声音。

Sponser:

Global Youth Philanthropy

 

Associate Sponser:
 
Read2Rise, GLAD Academy


