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The pub!icatian of this collection was made
possible through a generous contribution
from the Fulbright Commission.

Serendipity -n. the faculty of happening
upon fortunate discoveries when not In
search of them. Coined by Horace Walpole -
(1754) in "The Three Princes of Serendap”
(Sri Lanka).

- Funk and Wagnells

Danais Maaion i o Fulbright Exchange teacher assigned to San Juen
éﬁmarsa%i from the Badine High Scheol for International Affairs in

Philadelphia, Peansylvania.
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“Alfonsina Storni" {1892- 1938) is a world renownad Hispano- American postess who is
pariicularly impertant in San Juan becauss she lived hers. Cwhner of a special styls anda_
heautiful arrangsment of words, she wrots books such as: "La Inguietud del Resal", "El Dulce
Dafic"” , "Languidez”, “irremediablements"and "Mascanlla y Trébol”.

On the 26th of Qctober, 1938, Alfansina commitied suicide by drowning herself in the ssa. Her
body was never found. This fragic event made her more famous after her death than she had
peen in life. Alfonsina's last pisce of writing was a sonnet calied "Voy a Dormis"( I'm going to
sleep”) , where she suggests the nearness of death. ’ :

My poerm { if it deserves 1o be called 2 "poem "} is a hurnble hemage to this brilkant woman
whom | admire. :

The Universe of Words ...

Such an infinite spectrum of expression.
Liks clay, easy to shaps

Poeiry took shape with your inspiration.

hs a quesn who reigns in her palace

Your reige in the world of words

la such & parfect state of balance

Mo one could have better occupied your plase.

How, the sea knows all your secsets

For you wanted it to learn

That the infinity of your postry

Like the sea iteslf , will have so limite.

Liks the sea, so large, s immense
Is your posiry, Alfonsina.

Your lagacy for the world

so vivid, so deap, so infensa.

Carolina. . Ledesma

Carafing plans to toanh English and to travel threughout the English speaking werld.




Lertainly sometimes | don't know what to write
[ don't care if | have It right

[ have mounds of ldeas spinning Inaide,
that say you reed a paper,

a written one

to play 'make-believe’ so that you feel ative
[ was told, one day,

that vou could fake a poem away

It's ezsy they said

( they don't understand, what | mean)
Fretend that you know |

your iavermost cry

tell them you don't feel

with your work satisfied.

Oh, yes, t need a place

{2 beautiful one)

if you want ME to write a line.

Have you thought that that’s a lie ¢ _ [
A poem comes up by, say, travelling by bus | Li) [
Have you realized ¢ 'm in a park -
I'm seeing a wonderful sight
and take it forsure ... | ...

[ don't know what to write.
Leo

Leo, 2 sscond year university student is o writer looking for direction |

Graciela Perez is a third year student of Visual Arts at the National University of San
Juan and a student of English at Colegio Fnglés.




The plade is
coming down its rails
death pending on a thread
on her days your death, hers

Summer day.
Raindrops caressing her head
wiping clean her naiveté.

Her unfolded wings.
Giriish dreams brought to an end,
guilty of your sins forsaking her strength.

Her dreamlands mourning deserts
of rotten weeds on murky scils,
and perched on skeleton trees

vultures reveling in their symphony.

Her compass is pointing south
turn out the lights bring down the stars.

Defile inred
ner nights stain your blood her virgin hands.

Tread on the debris of her love
tangle in a web of revenge
her disregard of love.

Slide gentle on steel blade
her wrists, her tender chest
suffocate her sighs
leave her living dead her life.

Farewell:
Ashes betray your goodbye.

I need a truce dad,
if only for this night.
Death has come down its rails.
This time in our lives.

lora 1. Fuentes

Nara Fuantes loves learning languages naly to read literatura in its original
farm. She intends to tesch Sealish Literature like Mr. Keating (The Dead

Poaats’ Seciaty}.




Eye-Roving-Short-Sighted -
Roguing-Bothering-Lying on and off as poor as
mice
Guys
But, be honest women,

can we live without all these
VIRTUES ¢

~ Patricia ibora

Patricia plans to finish University and be a tascher of English for primary siudents. ln her spare tima
she anjoys playing paddle with her frisade and going te the dam.

Life is a stunning landscape
glance and find the beauty in it.
Life is a sheer poetry play

it just as make-believe.

Life is a velvet blossom

be patient for this flower-to-be..
Life is an unfinished rainbow =
paint the missing colors on it. =
Life is an incredible challenge .
dare and venture in it.

Sandiea Sehiattine

Sandra, 1 secand yaar studsnt who loves Literaturs sed Psyehohl;.gy‘




Why live in a haze
Afraid of death
Are you immortal?
As if life were not important?
What will happen
if anyone tells you
You are going to die?
Perhaps, you'll feel depressed,
Or hungry or upsst,
Why me? You will say
Why now, at this moment of my life?
But, don’t you know you are born to die?
50, live now! Don’t you see you are alive?
Smile, run, cry, breath the air, live,
Live every minute of this beautiful life
But, I'm sorry, 've made a big mistake,
Don't live every minute, think of each second
You are leaving behind.
Live it1 Seize it! Enjoy it}
Don't let life pass.

ear earth e
Dear earth, ﬂ@iﬁfn—@

e

Immense and impotent e Twe 2 Wen
Why do you look so sad ? SR T sy BT
Because Man haos eyes but cannet see S, e — ‘ﬁ“@l:_;o
The blood- red pain. - A L
He has good ears but cannof hear, e e st
The hungry mouths crying for help. L ,&g;zgp_\
He has o heart, empty of love, " =
Which cannof change hate for peace, =5 5 37,
Because the human race immersed in red, <S4 Sig s
Biood and pain which hurt N g L=

Tears and cries which say: RN N, B

SAVE THE EARTH, SAVE THE HUMAN RACE. ST

Live in peace, stop the hate.

Tete

Teté ie o draemy student who intends to besomwe o teacher of finguistics.

Vn her froe Hime she loves watthing American movies and reading books in
@ English.




FORGIVE,

Every time | look at you
[t’'s like « fire burning my soul.
Baby, | know | hurt you.
Please, forgive me,
because you're everything for me
becdause you can still believe in me.
Please, forgive me.
Now I've found the anger in your eyeas,
| dont have much to say;
| just love you, just forgive me.
[ wish | could carry your smile in my heart
because | don't really know
if I'li see you again,
Please, forgive me.
've waited so long
just for a simple call.
| have never said
how hard it was.
Piease, forgive me.

iarcos (dceres

Marcos is 4 seventesn voar old student at St John's with an undectermined future

BOTH FEET ON THE GROUMD

it's easy to dream
and think of a love-governed world
in which everything worth happening
can be true.
| tive in that werld
where whatever | heard, saw, touched or feit
was health, kindness, honesty, love and peace.
And one day, all of a sudden,
reality broke the magic bubbie
and let me fait down
on the cold, naked and hard ground.
As time went by | becams healthier
but § fell down again. !
And when | recovered from that fall
| fell down again, and again, and again.
And just at that moment | realized | was alive,
| realized that the werld is only one,
and that the seconds missed never comea hack.
Just at that moment )
| realized that changes are good and heaithy, .
| realized that changes make the world go round and round,
| realized that change is life,
that life is change,
that | CAN LIVE in a REAL WORLD,

iliena Padilla

Liliana ic o fifth year student plaaaing = sareer as er English teacher.




Jast

Who is to blame for my sadness today?
Feople say it is our fate, but ... ..
How to understand what is hard to explain?
Being together has been good to me, but ..
Being separated has been the root of it
[ need youl, Love youl, Miss youl, but . ..
What else can | say for you to return?
This is a bloom, This is all blue,
- This is my heart waiting for you.
Your voice sald Good Byel! And my heart
began tocry ...
Your hand stooped nolding mine,
L | just wanted to die.
So please, hurry up and come pack
. because we both know that being together
NOW, is not the right time.

Natalio Bocelli

Natalia hopas 1o graduate ono day as o teasher of this wenderful languege.
Shs also aajoys runnieg track and singing in the shower.




: Eyes are mlrrors of the soul
and .
| was ; thunderst ckb

. thergréen eye:
" when | first

met.them.

Whenever ) meet

i the green gyes again,
~./my beart beats,
beats and beats
‘and it seems..
to explode

‘ When | don't

gaze at the

.. green eyes, .
- my heartis

inpain. ...
But. . .ifeyes

_.are made to
_seeand fallin love, ..

why dor't..

the green eyes
lookatmeasi.. . .
gape atthem‘? s

Mmm Q@Iim Nmr

Maria C. iopaz is 2 sacond yeer sludent whe enjoys axprassmg har fealmg: thmlgll haf L

postey. : .

BECAUSE

Don’t think you don’t have, them -
because you do o

Love th:em
and |

make them grow,
because they are yours,
because they are
free gifts of God,
because they are : YOUR TALENTS. -

Alsjandra is 4 socand yesr stuont with 3. grodt 30asé of humsur asd Javss 40 writasgreativaly. -/

Don’t think they are not good )
‘because they are wondrols” "

‘Don't undervalue them O
because they are invaluable. - - b

Don't féel ashamed of them,
take pride in them.

Don’t think you can do ncthing_;wilthj Ehem 2 L '
“because you can do everything.

- m;i ra Lazza ro




Sometimes | think you don't love me,

If vou oriy knew how much 1 love you.

When | came to know you - when | was eight -

| didr't know you were going to become

Fart of my life. A most important part.

Every day | think you.

Every night | dream you.

Fart of my life. .

In my mind . In my sight, in my hands.

Ih my tongue. In my ears. In my soul,

I've got you everywhere. But

Why don’t you let me ?

| know you're somewhere inside me.

I'm not patient enough to take you
Progressively, A bit everyday. A part at a time,
I heed to take you whally.

you sound o beautiful in other people.

But when | try to pronounce you

[t seeme that nobody understands you

When you are coming out of my mouth, _
Why dor’t you come out when | need you most?
Why do you hide ¢

Why do you try to embarrass me?

Make it easy for me. Don't be selfish,

i need every word of you, Give every phrase
You have. Release every expression you cortain,
Let me know them, piease.

Someone told me "Go to the Emerald lsle”
There | would learn the pest of you.

And someday 'm doing , you know.

| know you're living somewhere in my mind.
You're the only who can make me

Someone important; a great teacher.

And 1 will, | will be able to

Teach you to others.

But now, what are you doing ?

Why are you hiding ?

Come out, please.

Help me with this poem.

| need poetic words. Not simple ones.

What. are you doing ¢

Having a break ?

We are not on holidays yet.

Holidays come after Christmas, remember 7. j

Analia Manrique

Analia Manrique is a third year student who loved the sxperienge of
writing this poem. i

i




dome people told me
_ You were Eoman,
7 Some others told me
You were personal.
It doesn't matter
What they told me,
| didn’t care.
You shared my childhood
and my adolescence with me.
How difficult they seemed to be
Because you were stili there.
[ felt s0 uncomfortable with you.
But you were a part of me.
Not oniy & part of my body
But also a part of my being.
You irritated me.
You.made feel unhappy.
Inferior ugly.
You were a weight on my mind
You don't know how many times
You made me feel sad.
And when [finally aot rid of you,”
My face changed. My personality changed.
[was a new person only because
You were not with me any more,
| felt like a monster
[ was ashamed of you.
And although you're still in my genes
_As memories are still in my mind
" * 4, If today someone paid me
_#% For taking you back
* 1would never do that,
Not even for a million pounde.
Ferhaps,thie sounds funny to you
For me it is not.
You're gone and I'm glad to be rid of you

Valeria Hgale

Valeria iz s third yesr studant ot San Juza Mational University. She
wanis fo ba 2 primary school teachsr.




One morning

| got Uﬁ and found out

that | had lost you.
But, in fact,

You had never been mine

| dreamed of you
many times

But dreams became 0 l‘

nightmares,

for | woke up in the rn{ddlg* L

crying, dying . .

| know ,

You were my friend,
and only that

That you were not to blame.”

{know that
But you see.
There are things

he feels
and just that

Sorry | if lve ever

cursed you.

But |l cant .deny,__.. HRE |

my friend,

that | stili love you.
Now, what shall | do?

If [ have this love

but | don't have you' e

you cantexp|allh_;o- "%heart o c UNTRy LJFE

. g‘.,_,]t msan@ life :
. to-share feelings .+ -
with:nature, i
tb share life with™
the. perfume of flowers: "
ith the softhEss o “grass,
‘with the beautifii ‘,onorrty
~ofachannel with water
s jrunnjng as purs

- Yinmocence, .
suntry life means

Lﬁﬂr@ OEm@S o hear the w""fj Gérful chorus

saage, quiginazy aad peate.

of birds singing al I day

v i1 aaxious fo accompanymg me |
become a toscher soon | Loves aats, romaniis

L in bemg absolutely tiappy. - .

Maéa/ﬁa%mwé

Baba! is & 39cond ysar studeat who g_.g_}_]_‘qyg studing English.




Snout high in the air mama - pig strutted into the piggery.
A mMessy line of rosy p@gwe like polished sausages after her,
Papa - pig happily pigging out stops frozen dead Eyes popping right out of his
head. Puts on a smile of two neat rows of white little teeth.
- (mama - plg) - Jimmy, my mama thirks these pige are all yours.
- Oh, no dear |, my family is emall, you know. They've got all in the tradition of
ending in sandwich rolls.
- Shut up Jimmy, for God's sake my love |, it was not a belly --ache but a
pregnancy that | had.
- (looking askew the little sausage mbblmg furiously at hls ear) - Oh God, a
ﬁnegnancy, what a serious thing L. Tell me who was the dirty plg and I'li kick his
nees |
- ( at her litter)- Figgy number eight let go of my tail | - Jimmy dear, don't
play any games . '
You are the only pig lve ever had.
- (gaping) - No | . you don't mean . . . that you and me . . . that jumping in
the barn . ..
- Yes, that makes you a dad . See you in seven minutes at the church yard.

And o, papz - pig too young for family ties went to hide by the riverside,
right below & good - size beehive. Like lightning ran the pig eecaping the
sharpest stings. It was already night when Jimmy trippcd over and slipped
bouncing downhill and into the house of the butcher with the sharpest hife:
- Good Lord | If | don't kill this pig right away those bee - stings will ruin his
skin. And so poor Jimmy passed away. Two beautiful hams can be seen
hanging from the alleyway. .

Moral 1: Young " plg@les ‘of all species should be proper!y instructed in the
facts of life, that is, on blrds and beehives.

Moral 2 : No use risking becoming a ham. You'd be better off getting married
it the church, [t deesn’t do any harm,




Let nothing be lost upon you
not even when the darkest
light blinds the path.
Let nothing hinder you
from climbing up
the hills of life,
Let nothing wither away
the passion of glory,
- The hunger of justice,
the obsession of truth,
the love of principles.
Let the music of life
become your own tune,
and find in
the exquisite melodies
of dreams, E
the reason of bein
a motive for living
a cause for existing.
Let nothing be lost upon vou

R ;\:\\‘;5;'3\1 i r;z;\'\-:;\\w
:k"}% -!,_ A ‘ L\.\\\\l\ v, \

let everything amaze your eyes,

thrill your senses
stir vour deepest feelings.

findreqa Leceta

The sky veiled the warmth of The evening
the clouds gathered in strange forms,
the sun could not daze with its sunshine
the trees ewooned to the smooth caress
of the wind:
the presence of Nature
the mystery of Life.
Then . .. a harsh yet sweel voice
a gentle step
a known smell
a familiar touch
brought: me vack to my senses
Then | saw your face
i heard your voice
| felt your smell

| sensed your lips
and realized | was awake .

findrea Lecelg

Andras is o third yoar stident who fovas writing and getting lost in the realm of words.




nce [ saw you )
[ hrough vour clothes [ saw vour skin
Through vour skin [ saw your soul
Tremendously clear and pure,

with liftle scars and full of safisfactions.
{ enioved vour happiest smile

and felt vour painful sufferings.

| discovered vour vacillations

and deepest feelings. _

i climbed up to the top of vour brain

and falked to vour hidden thoughts

i ran as fast as fhe blood in your veins

| fouched vour iies with my fingerties
and kissed vour hands.

.. | dreamed about the darkness of vour eves
-+ and breathed the same air you breathed
0 Onhce | saw you,
1 The deepest part of vou.,
§ loved vou from the boftom of my heart.
1 surrendered fo you.,
- But there’s no voice inside me
~and my silence has no echo in your depth
-y love is standing alone
ﬁnd although once | saw you
[ realised, [ don’t exasf

Bestriz has rot found the answer but is sejeyiag the saarch,




I'm torturing myself with the remembrance of the
lave we didn't have.
| can't forget the tender smile, ‘
| didn’t see.
My heart is suffering because of the caresses,
| dida't feel.
| san't thisk about tha pure kiss,
| didn't enjoy.
My life is broken due to the swaetness,
| dida's appreciate.
| can't fage the happiness,
which escaped from my hands.
| suffer sndlessly thinkiag about the happy moments,
that suddenly faded away. g
| ery painfully because of tha warm mornings,
whan we dida't wake up together.
| can't remember the passios,
which didn't melt us.
| san't sleep listening to your laughter,
1 didn’t hear.
| can't treasure lovingly the fruit
that didn't grow up inside me.
| miss terribly the craziness,
which dida't join us.
| can't live with the ides,
of having lost you
without having had your love.

LAURQ MAZZE

Lagra is a third year studant with dreams of becoming o toscher and 2 translator.
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Remembear your dreams ?
Your seventeen year - oid dreams ?
You knew what you wanted by then.

But | think you lost it
On the way.
Remember when you were sweet,
As happy and free,
As a small, funny bird ?
Remermber your goals ?
Qr are they just gong ?
You promised you'd ride
A big black horse
To visit your star
Every single night
You promised your soul
Would never get oid
You swore that your love
Would never get lost
You promised to give it
To him who deserved it,
To him who was wild
And free and had
Dreams.

Just, just like him
Remember your freedom ?
That precious treasure you had ?
But what happened to you,
Dreamy head ?

What in the warld
Made you change ?

Why dan't you faugh
Any longer ?

5? y

Why don't your arms
Held him 7
As they did before ?
And why can't you ride
Your black, wild horse
So proud and so high as before ?

How can a life have
Changed you so much ?
Don't let her do it !
Just don't let her !
| bet you haven' lost
Your dreams and your aims.
| pet they are hidden
Somewhere,
Somewhers in your soul.
| bet yau still have them
But don't let them out.
I'm sure you're scared
They'll leave you for good. -
But no, they will not,
They belong to your soul.
Those wild dreams of yours,
Don't spoil it yourself
Just be you again !

You big, Tittle girl,
Trust yourself. Do !
And remember your dreams,
Your seventeen year - old dreams.
Do it for them,

Do it for you,

And most of ali,

" Do it for him |

Maria Virginia Vita

M. Yirginia is o third year stadent who sxpects to becama a Literature Taachar. |n heor

free time she likes exersising and reading.




Den’t ask me for anything
i yoa expest more than | con give .

Don’t try to listen to me - ‘ ;
it you are going to judge me.

Don't give me wings
unless you let me fiy high .

Don’t try to talk te me
if yoo plan to meke a menclogue.

Deon’t ofier me your hand !
onless yea held me tight. i

Deon't say you love me
if you want me to be perfect. .

Don't promise me begutiful casiles
anlezs yoa are planning to boild paths to reach them.

Just don’t . . . plegse, don't,
anless you et me be just . . . me.

Maria Fernanda f aémitn

Maria Farnands Balvén is o secand yoar student, curvanily tesching
Eaglizh 1o blind childron

HELPFUL? NO, SIR. . INDISPENSABLE FOR YOU

saey dude, here | am, Wanna a place for your car 7 Just foilow my movements:
You're the bull, 'm the torero. Sir, do you want. your car washed down Wanna leave
me your keys 7 it' Il shine. . )

Quick washing. Oh, no place to get clean water. Mo problem | et some water out
of the ditch, Who cares 7 Do you care 7 | don't care | Wash it quickly, man. You're
wasting your party time. Oh, bud | This ls music | Hey you sweet young thing,
wanna shake a leg with me 7 Done with the washing. Now get inside the car and...
FEEL it baby. Rush, Yeah, What a patch | Fun, lsn't it 7 Fecl the sensation. Wow
man, pretty girle look at you: Yeah. This is life | Well. . here 'm parking again.
What's up 7 S0 you're leaving 7 It'e $ 2. What ?Are you hard of hearing ? Yes, sir,
it's a fair charge. It's my busingss. Oh man, these cheap bastards piss me off,

By God, a well - off lady’s coming. Even when they've got all the block to park, they
lock at'yeu and eay "you stupid boy, do you think [ can park my car in that tiny
spot? But {have a motto: Be nice Lo them and they'ifﬁurmndcr

Bh ma'am, are you having trouble parking your car { | know it's a genetic female
problem ), If you leave me the keys, I'll do the job for you.

Bh buddy, you lost your keys | No problem. Just take it easy. l've had classes on 3
popping doors. Trust me, | won't hurt your car. Oh, no. The bad guys are here, Lops,

cops, and cops. They don't lst you be ... That's the way | live, that's how | make

money. Wanna join me 7,
Mariela Hualpa

% Hariela is a fifth year student who foves writing about the country. She weuld like travel ta
the States mext year.




Everything is darkness.
L cannot breathe,
| cannot think,
i cannot feel
| don't know what 1s going on around me.
| don't care who eympathizes . ..
'm a man of stone,
cood, tough, dead.
[ krow you can help me,
but [ cannot say a prayer
Where are you ?
Where were you when
My little boy died
Inside of my sweet heart
We were looking forward to his arrival.
With a0 much hope . ..
With all our love . ..
Why did You do it to me ?
[ know | will never understand,
I just have to accept it
But | have faith,
I know your plan e verfect.
| have faith ...
but please, make it stronger.

Silvana Busiamanie

Silvena is o third yasr studont whe wants to bacome o
good primary schoe) toschor, She loves aerobics sad
sparks

HOW CAN @ THe

How csa | thasnk ?
The woman who broughi me ts this werld
Baauiiful faco, silky ckin, swaet hands,
i've mavar mat thad women bafare

But I've always felt her lova

as ['ve baon sear her hasrt for nine
monthe,

INK 2

Her arms were my sheltar,
har syes were my light,
hor voios waz my pacifier.
"Flum "my first word,
Mum my whole world,

“You Mum, | walked 1"

She looked so happy !

Har semile was my swaet prize.
Hor srms dida't hold ma but
they gave me confidansa,

Her leve kept me on my faat.

How can | thask 7

The womsn who halpad me

to grow up and mads

sash dey of my life worth - liviag
No foar, no lanslinass, o pais

Her fova filled my bhaart with chaer.

I'm wot o child anymore

But gha's ¢till my friand, my shalter,

| was aina moaths insids her

naar hor heart, foeling hor tonderaass.
Aad now she's inside me,

poar my hesrt, bouad to my love for aver.

Taté Manzur




Bothers love their children

I've been told

But there she is, in her youth, in a dream, somow in her face.
Her young heart confused, she wants to get rid of me

Why, little woman? [sn't my love strong enough?

People say I'm only a group of cells

People say | cannot. Sad, little girl

| feel sad for your heart in pain. :

People say womean have rights to their bodies.

What aboUt this group of cells? Don't | have the right to live?
Is your hody, little girl, free to kill a part of you? :

Oh young girl. My fate is in your hands

My iove is in bloom to warm your heart

No more pain. Sweet heart beats
My heart won't take revenge. That's for grown-ups v
not for a sinless seed whose soul is full of love. 4

Don't be afraid, young girl!

| don't want a perfect mother. | want your
unexpenenced years, flowering motherhood. ..

We can grow up together and learn to love each other
in nine months, we'll be flesh and blood.

Nine months, mum'... For the rest of our lives.

I'll be your light in darkness
and your comfort in grief . i
1'll give you my hand when in waakness

and my smile when in happiness. Il be your frisnd.
Even if you get rid of me, my love won'{ leave you alene
For | have been part of your life, part of your soul.

The young girt feels no more pain ’
for she has listened to a sweet voice deep inside:

Let me live, mum!

My mother has my life and | have hers

For she has let me be: to be her son, a part of her.

Teté Manzar

During my life | realised But none ever told me. \
men are weak, : why men love the power
nature is wise, instead of the power of love.
death is ali around Why don't they look for
The power of reason
During my life | was told instead of the reason of power?
how to behave myself, _
how to give respect, ' i hope | find the answer

how to find the perfect words during my life.

eatriz Mercado




" LISTEN TC

The future . ..
. Everyone talks about it
Everyone makes plans
Will the future be fulfilled ?
Nobody knows,
Ask yourself; will there be a future ?
What will it be like 7
Will mankind be included in it?
or... -
Will we take ourselves out of it ?
i hope we have one
| hope men change their minds
Don't you see ?
We are destroying ourselves
What are we goingtodoe 7
No trees, no clear water,
o animals.
Everything is disappearing so fast,
S0 incredibly fast. .
Hey ! STOPI |
Your powerful men,
Please, listen 1o me, ; '
in my voice you'll hear your children’s voices
| want to touch your heart ' :
| know you have one
Don't you like flowers, trees, rivers, animals,
the WORLD 7 :
So...
Answer this fo me _
decause | don't understand
Why are you destroving the world ?
‘Why are you killingus ?.° -
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