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Serendipity —n. the faculty of bappening upon fortunate
discoverics when not in search of them., Coined by Porace
Walpole (1754) in " The Three Princes of Serendip”

(6ri Lanka) — Funk and Wagnells

Dennis Manion, who gave birth {o Serendipity in 1993, was a Fulbright
Exchange teacher assigned o San Juan University from the Bodine
High School for International Affairs in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.

\féu came here when the wind still blew the cold ain OF winten \{)u Qper{eo{ us
the doors to a new world o{: words, oF verse, oF prose, You didn't stick to the
_ rules, you went ;Ea‘ir{:!'\.er o You taug;'\t us how to f:ree our minds and our
Fe'e'ings Now, it's been almost a year since you leFt, and we‘iieep on
missing you. Because there are not many peop,e who can give so much in

so short a time.

THANK YOU FORBEING SUCH AN EXCELLENT TEACHER
| AND AN AWESOME PERSON 1l

Romina Roeca {ex -student)

Where have vou cowe from?
What's brought wou bere 7
What ave wour bopes 7
Where are your fears ?
well newver kyviow
about your deepest téougbts.
But you should know
vour being beve
was gy best lesson,
Ever.

Marisel B, de Lopez {ex~to™worker)
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Graclala Pévez io & talented stedent of Visael Arfs of the Hablonal

University of Sen Juan. Thank you Graclels |
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- OUR INNOCENCE

Do niot deny,

Don't just éefy )
Down't dave vy miggt
_ we may not last.

TOEXORC

Do wot Lry to justify
what we want to msrifice;_
does it become addiction 1
s it a dwrty vice ]

1t's no taboo, dow't mygstify,
dow't cry alow,
dow't feel debased, dont feel defiled.

and the doom of bell : -

Dot martirize the fley

1 : and Freud a[reab? expiaineb
AN the barm that comes from self-vestraint. -

i, and repudiate, 1 stro I:g refuse

::.'_; . y}f we were sivple made wale and female.

<3 With gentleness, some violence :
il | let me beguile you into..

gt NORA INES FUENTES
-.1“-35.-;‘{-{:& iil"- »

Nnreh Ings Fuanbec wanls 1o be a feecher of Literaturs end
write & book on Joyce that not even Morah could have written.

So you better dow't scandalize. ‘B

Don't simmulate or speculate .
on the risks of death - -

1can't wait a damned certificate.
for sinming it was wmade,

Just give it to me anay

to put on you the blame-




Love, a dream - Still ?
I know not
Questions that I cannot answer,
g ' Answers that I cannot feel,
Dreams that I want not to awake.

Oh! Sleep! Shelter me in your
painless lap and soothe the wounds of
| a torn soul . .
I sing a sonyg to myself - not thinking
‘ oy 1,
but of you - so low, so still
as afraid of remembering what once

was a certain tune, what once
was real and now is merely
a dream.

Andrea Lecem

Andrea Lecela is & fifth year Lierature student . Overwhelmed by the mature of feslings
seaks a place fo be. :




You went away with the wind
During a dark cloudless night,

You disappeared behind the Moon
And among the stars ...

You flew away with the wind

To never come back,

You hid behind the clouds,

Far away from my heart.

You went away with the wind
Riding the moming sky,

You vanished inio thin air
Without even saying goodbye.
You flew away with the wind,

You went straight up to the sun
Following who knows which bird
That kept spinning inside vour mind.
You went away with the wind
And left me far behind

Crying lonely tears of pain

For what the wind had done.

VIINA ROCA

Romina Roca is a teacher of English for primery students and
wauld fike to pursue further studies in Literature,
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Cyes,
meansng?(u’ ‘temd@r

saying, T ectmg ovzng
OuUr open yeart,
Simcerity

- - - mARIELA TRIGO

Mariela Trigo is @ second yoar stedent who snjoye playing the guiter and painting. Everybody thinks
she's shy simply becausa she loves the sounds of sience.

Iz this about

Already known words of love?
Ne.

Is this about

Matters all of us know?
Neo.

Iz this about

Nice words everybody likes hearing?

Neo. _
1s this about

All that's under the lnbel of "IMPOSEIBLE?
No.

So, what is all of this about?
‘This is about scmethmg "WEW”’

Thatis g rowmg
But cannot be defined
Till it’s ready to BE.

Alejandra Ldzzaro

- Alejandra Lizzero, a fourth year stadent with & great sense of humer, loves fo write creafively.
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Men women,

g e  WILD HEART

loveless, Ioneq
hearts, souls in pain.

. Neea‘q t%i'r’s’cq .

expectant wart,

craving Fo‘r’ Iove to bewitch me

and ‘ _

‘ Unvei| my Feehngs

~ rekindle my youtn ,

“don’t let death reac!w me
i::eFowe lsnowmg gou.

Embrace my I)eing 'tenéevlg,
smoo{'.uq, p?ﬁfectivelq
niighten my emotions,
5 aking my sleepsng, pavciﬁeoi Fan{:asq .

' Remg my suFFoca‘l:ecl passions.
| Urgent call o]g: {-9 woman;\oacl

pler'cmg scream o my loneliness,

which won't a\)mq y

. which won't enalu-re Allatcmq Fauls
“which wil p|eacl till the very end

 unless we melt awa

in an endless, vital }usnon

Sandra Schiattino

Schiaffino is a third year student who is trying to learn
ha 1o live iiFe to the fallest.




Such a long time | don "t witte

Hewve ! been Bing something which couldn 't hove been
in o woyy

told or even said?

Why cid | feel so proud with what we had?

| rermamnber those affemoons in G cosy dichen
with no one imagining what we were Info

onhe onothar...

Naver cid R, never sald B, never worked that out
What om | thinking now, the day before

o kast breok up?

{ o ot doy-cheaming ow next coming closar
lam

at batter

hoping fo steal you o Mss...

Hom your ips

aond ksep It here, sea’ In my fist

tigat, fight

‘couse if | ever dare opening rwnst

Heyl cotch Thal iss up |

No{

Let it gol s mine.., i's mine

yeah, it was

just mine

she gowve it lo me the day before our fost breok up...
plaase .. femetnber ma

What was the reason, sweetheor ?

Well, | con "t el

Was it you?

fnsecwee, afrald

Wos it ma?

with ol my ime jo woste

that jeft you logging somewhere behind
atree, a house

| wil never have?

Such a ong time wo've shared together,

that it feets welrd not o shore

a passage of o book, the gittering of o star

G kiss by the lopoon, Uproaing our soais
ond these you! g0, who's lefting the o?her fiea?
Another sty poam of love

out there's no way out, belleve ma

| wolted for you, rmw hancs weie civways these dof vou
to hold them

and If never come

‘cause thers wene people ond you were scared
of what they might say. .

To whom?
bwu,mm.mﬂuemwesmvmispednggoes
Why diidnt | scream?

P in lovel P in iovel

And | askad you about it

and | remember vou sold

that its oll o matter of respect

ameng themseives the whisperng goes
where 10 ?

|'see It heading to a cave, if's got no respest
1 s@e our love behind

choking

b’w 2

Chving out for more

and more wil naver come

'cause we tidn't gwoke himn from his FaEp
never

and s s In is golden cradie
crying out foi more

ond moe will never come

Did we ever hove f dght?
IwonnubbmemaeoneJmmmmeyou
I want fo kneel belore you,

{1 waont 1o Kss your hands your highness

come dovn, coma down

And afier whal ssemed oges

what | have at the reach of rry hand

is one Ideq

for the future and for my soul

This is rny miost precious achieverment

Fuck love thats nat a hundred per cent commitment,

LEO FERRES

Lea Ferres, a fourth year sludsat, i o writer STILL looking for divection!




Limcevre, genine

vnderitanding,; dreaming, lavghning
shearing the best and dthe worst.

g s 7
Friends T carmen perrone

Carmen Perrane is & seeond year student whe has just discovered the fen of writing.

Wiihout hope and alone
on G cold spring day,

I wois when you come.
You won me over

with all your love.

You made me ﬂ?'

and fouch the stars.

You staved o while

and then decided fo go.

My heori stopped with sadness
... hwas glone again ...

You broke my heart,

bt | survive '

in the middle of the night.

Now spiing is coming back
CINGE SO Gre you | :
What am | supposed o do ?
Give you anoiher chance .7
OF COURSE 1

Maria Celina Lopey

Maria Celina Lip:: loves English and would Tike to speak and write it perfectly
one day. lo the mosntime, she’s doing ber best,




i Have alwadys

askeD MySsSellr..
wHamT's Love?

LOve
IS LOOKING INTO YOUTI eYes
anbD KNoOWING
wHaT YoUu're THINKING.
i LOove
AS 8aYING everyTHInG
ano art THe saime Time
SayinGg NOTHIMG.
LoOve '
IS LAUGHING TOGETHET
ABOUT SILLY THINGS
WITHOUT carnc
WHarT PeoPLE THINK.

LOve :

IS Belng aLone witH you
Uunber THe emBracinGg LIGHT
OF THe FULL MoOon.

Love '

IS LIKe Dancing

d MmaJesTiCc walTZz

WITH THe STars.

Love

IS THe FULFILLMmenT

OF MYy MOST WONDEeTrFUL Dreama.

NOW i KNOW. &nbD-
i Can say, § can sHouT
WHQT LOVe IS BeCalse

fLOVE YOUu...
I DO LOVe YOul.

N | ~ JLVATA BATRIONCRVO

- Sibvana Barrianuevo, a fan of romontic slories and soff music, is o young shudent who
wants fo get her degree soom. ;
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LCife, coaxingly you spell me
towards your armes,

bugging arms, r
squeezing arms. - :

Eife, stunning you are,
you muticr words,

- desperate ones —

you whisper sounds,
encouraging melody

which caresses one's beart.

Life. mysaterious ypou are,
on your lap vrests

my ¢very day's hope,
my wnnermost cry.

LCife, my old friend, My Life
you bave given me many -
gorgeous twilights,

you baven't given me much
to be tosaed aside.

1 can only equate you to . . ' A
life iteelf and light ' o ;o
to knowledge and nourishing grief and sorrow. A4

. _‘,
LCife. sympathetic, | : / '
always close by my side, \
wiping my weeping, , _
watching over my sleep. =
Cake me in,

let's be just one il

Sandra Schiattine




| have so many things inside

Bur whty won't they come ouside
Pm rying very hagd

] Bur | can't oblige sy heart
so why ... why do | have 70 write?

iv's noT compulsery 10 write
wi've been vold with A swile
no¥ everyone has thar much passion inside
buv then why, why do | want 10 waire?

Gaeat things came up last year

Imaginarion was definitely theae

they wese even published in a collecrion

bur why, why do we have 10 waite A similag version?

Morivation is what we need

. Bur lrustrarion is whar 1 feel

nor being able 1o form one single piece
Bur why, why can't 1 give this up?

if only I could weite just one line

10 show The others thar at least | Twied
and highlight vhat we can all be brighr
Why ... why can'1 1 write?

I hinve so many things inside
buy they age stuck in my mind
and they won't come ourside,

... Is i1 because ¥m 100 shy?

and now | wonder
Why ... why can orhiers write?

_ { Bus mor ! }
VANESA GARCIA

j Vanesa Garcia is o third year student ﬁiaﬂy in love with Engfish. She is waiting
: ta see what life has In store for her.
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. %zamng abrout Peace

If hell realy exists

tm pretty sure 'm living in it.

War has destroved our fiopes
And has broken pur fiearts
People figve been deprived of
Tharr right to feel Amman

For after so much pain and fear
They are dead in the midde of life

War has come as g thief in the nigﬂf
Has stolen my freedom, and with ff

My digrity and my past, '

| remember those happy days. 5o far away
Tears are my ovly friends. fe, Mr. Pain, fas dyed
my thoughts and my spirit ey

Mindless crvelty Frozen minds in fate

! wake up ¢ morvin

With ke sdlf:gg ated mgbdg of granades,
Aind followng their strifing sound,

The choirs of desperate crowds

Crying for thair dead

What's the good of war! Thousands of fiearts i grief,
What good Is a nation when people are not dlive

o enioy it? Remember the happy &?S? So far awayl
Why if the entire world was created in harmony

Is there so much pain and hatel :

On earth the stowy bodies of the dead
Are the pride and Joy of man's kate.
n feaven, the fopeless souls
Can beam with love and live in peace.
| imagine heaven is a wild bright Add
Full of growing seeds eager fo exist .
That is the place 1d lie to be.

Teté Manzur

Teté Manzur is o fourth year student who has one dream: fo five in o world of love and peste.




Always in life.
Sometimes good,
sometimes bad.
You are in the middle,
you make up your mind.
You may be wiong,
you may be sight.

But it's your chaice
vou should be fine.
Lots of possibilities
two, three, sometimes five,
each with some advantage
and with its counterpart.

Sooner or later
you will feel the ladk
of what you have missed
and you'll fee! a lack
in what you really have.

ot

7 ﬁ\fcry

fing (asts forever
There s notHng etemal
ﬂ'lf:i’f: i 'noth‘ng that el
Survive the pasing of trne
Without changing.
ﬂo%hfmg.
Mot even the darkest niht
Or the most beautf) Wi,
The saddest
ti‘se st rmomienit of your ife
he most ohwure agony
Or the 'orightest d@y.
Thc tean and laughters .

T}‘\e CITOWS ancf P&%ﬂi_

T!‘ie probiems and m’sf orfunes.
fve% comes Lo an end.
Tourlre changes every minute.

[bthmg lasts orever,

N (OMEs to an end

FOMiia rola

Sandre E}egeggﬁ de Rizzello

_gg,,
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Pictures were rainbowly painted

in the colourleas world I dwelt

so T went seching for the flame
that would light the mists aw@yg

Thy should despair be a man

and death a stormy girl 7

- Co act the scarlet sin of love
that could beget this son — my bliseful end.

by should the mists lure me 80
into sinning with my flesh
that would feed into my entrails the lust
of seeing in the morn what is death?




$1ill she stood there,
where trees do not shelter .
and shadows do ot embrace. - -j

A& wemory.

A kiss with windy wings
sprouts ok her lips.

Hope and illusion

lay on forgetful snow.

A white winter with
invisible feathers touches,
furning indo ice, SN\,

the cold nakednessof asoyl "~

desquised in the gowns ) 7 )
of ndifference. 7/ /”
i .
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Sweet, joyful, tender.

My fittle baby,

YOI Ve IO up SO 5007

that I can't believe my eyes.
You can't imagine

fow I felt

when you said 'I fove you so”.
Oh, darling, _

if only I could share more time
with you _ |
my spirits would soar.

But I'm sure you Know
what you mean to me.
My darling, Keep this secret in your heart,

you're one of the reasons

for my life. |
Viviana Quiroga

Viviana (uiroga is 2 third year student who would love fo fravel throughout
the English speaking world.




uardin

You will be my queen

and | will be yowr Joker

wﬁzﬂ miake aﬁ@ éi“dﬁ@?’i to tears,
will be your gmmw angel

wm takes you to a world of dreams,

will give you a crown of stars,

i a dress made of rays of s,

. aind 6 necklace of crystal roses,

| will be your guardian angel

~ who will lift you to the sky

fo gnow The wind

to enter fis silence

- to know the rainbow

to enter fer colowrs,
| will be your guardian angel

and you wil Rnow
that in my eyes

is my heart

and within my heart
is my love,

Ariel de [a Vega

Ariel de ls Yega i¢ a third year student who wants to grsduafe
~ soon and become an exchange feacher , some Hme.
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The Catholic Church : '
About sins, sinvers and purging practices

Since the times when Adam and Eve were expelled faidy and legally from the
Garden of Eden, much water was io pass under the bridge ...

| In fact; their original sin was not going to be ihat original for their offspring.
| The disobedient couple unconscientiously planted the landmark for a vast
series of new-coined-sins. Those worthy of life sentence, those awaiting
further decision; the former labeled Hell, the Jatter Purgatory. Both, no doubt,
places for eternal rest!ess rest.

Soon aﬁer the formal iabelmg, delaﬂs about discomfort a.nd boredom ‘which
characterized those places scattered all along the communities of followers.
Ephemeral regrets and outbreaks of panic were the bluepnnts and the
blue-laws that the heavenly measure left.

But ... as the shrewd fervent phony believer managed, courageously and
skilfully, to untangle the Mysteries of Divine Punishment, holy confession soon
befell a laundry of dirty, filthy, sinful souls. And, amazingly, it worked, positively
it did (and it still does 11}

In time, these gorging-purging practices became really popular amidst fake
believers and scared away believers-to-be. Being forgiven by the priest
{purging) was a piece of cake and each Sunday, HE (allegedly) through him
gave the green light to carry on {gorging).

Needless to say it worked for those whe considered their relation with I.h?
Creator as pure void, unprincipled formality without any intention of backing it
up with a sincere, fresh, morat commitment.

As holy confession befell a laundry of souls, a man without principles might
befall, by far, the most perilous, manipulating, why not, lethal weapon, not
only for himself but for his "brethren” as well. He might darken the sacred
heaven's doors by sorting the wrong fruit from the undervalued discredited

Tree of Knowledge. Amen.
SANDRA SCRIATTING

18-




‘Religious beliefs are not the coward's way out”

Religions have offen been charged with dulling the bellevers' minds fo such
an extent that they become complefaly uncaring abouf thelr present lives, reclly oind
necessifies. * Religlon s the opium of people *, Communism defined . Even Sigmund
Freud, following the rofional frends of his era, suppored ihe idea that peopie who ore
concemed obout the Hereafter will pay litfle offention to every day fife’s issues.

Would the confrary of the original hypothesis be possible? | mean, would i be

 possible for religion fo be g source of great sirength in order fo improve our eaqrthiy life,

even If alming fo o bright Hereaffer? What did Jesus Chiist do? He preached fo large

ecrowds about the Kingdom of God,but he also healed fhe crippled, tumed waler Info wine
at a wedding porly, and raised people from death | He loved fhis world, defencied his

 principles, was g disturbing presence, and finally he was killed for this.

Father Maximition Kolbe was @ very active Franciscan friar who worked with
young people, hod a prinfing press and a kind of newspaper. Supposedly, he loved ihis iffe.
During the Second World War he offered his iife and enfered the gas chamber saving the life
of @ poor Jew, father of several children, who finally survived. is this @ coward's woy out? Fother
Koibe could simply have furned his bock.

And I would nof like fo restrict myself fo the Catholic faifh. Martin Luther jeopardized
His life crificizing #he Pope and defending what he considered fo be the real faith. Mahaima
Gandhi ond Martin Luther King could also be considered disturbing people {ihis s the reason

why they were boih killed), not exactly the stereofype of @ coward.
' Making # even simpler, and faking Info gocount our modern fendency fo place

* spirffual matfers * on a secondary level, | daresay that a lof of strength and seff-confidence
fs necessary fo defend one's faith. | reclly belleve that religion Is only for the brave.

Cievanna Starace

Gia Starace , ¢ fourth year ladent , wants fo become 2 good feacher of English;
bat above all , she wants %o do something ussful for her Fallow-men.

~19- |
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the love; WW@
the tendesrness.

A heavernw and o hell,
the daysy gone by,
the here and now.
We- build.

Marisel B. de Lopez

Morise] Bollati de Lapez iz o feacher of English ot the National University of San Juan

~and the Catholic Uniersity of Cuya.

h .
LEFe is s!';m'i:. SI'\OW your pf-léa
% never ’emﬂn "\ow . ) . anai never L\icJe.
to five it, thoug;ﬂ. |_9Ve wi’\ai: you Lave
SC': _ don't mourn what yOu lack.
shame your time, 7 Don’t |oo’(i:0’r material treasures
don't be blind ! or you'll _Finr; a bitter pleasure.
Feel that !iving flood, T!'-i.n!( you are human,

it's your own blood. man. or woman.

E”joq what you have built _ * Bare in mind -
without feelings of guilt. you were barn a child

pure in soul

until you get old.

Sandra Belelli de Rizzetfo




Yo

You, who've got the almighty God
as your father,

You, who are the recipient

of his infinite love.

You, who were given

the power to reason

which places you above

all the other axistent creatures.

You, who can breathe the air,
whose scul can ride the wind,
whose imagination has no Frontiers,
who have the power to love

and to enjoy in only one little flower
the perfection of the universe.

You, who are given the whole
MNature to enjoy.

How could you complain ?
How could you dare say

You've got .
Nothing H!

LIDIA HOBEIHA

Lidia Hobetka, part-tims student, past-time housewife and mother, part-fime feachar.
Full-time writer. :




Primera Esruela Bﬁiénue,
Mive] Inicial, £.G.B., Polisacdal,

Tito: Bochiles Blingie Costelana-ngiés
oo arenieciin an Corpdacién,

- inatituto de Idlomas
ingids g todos s sdades v nivelss.

~ oo oon ot mdas modemos GVOneSs en
cusnic o lecnologio de gpoyo paa g
ehiefianzg dal idioma,
LARGRATORIO de COMPUTACION

IHERCAMEIO estudiantl con Colsgles Bilingiias
Argardines v Bxiran]eros

TN ESTILO DE ENSENANZA
FPARA INGRESAR AL FUTURD

Ay, ab_eﬂqur San Mdrﬁn 1942 pasle - Tel 23 1443

"SCHOOL OF ENGLIEH

- Ligsos parg nifos {desde los 5 afios)
-Liwsos para adolescentes v aduitos.

- Lursos especicles para profesionales.
- Cantio Examinador REL. ES.0L

- L1308 pora Inglés en Inglalena.

A partir de Marzo de 1996
| "SL Paul Escuela Primaria Bilingiie"

Direclore: Cacilia Sudrer ds Volenting.

| Laprida 348 oeste Tel: 22 7605

Imatitucidn Cullural para ensefianza del
idioma Inglés

Auionzade;of 2] Ministerio de Educacitn Provineial
segun Resolucin MP 522 - HC.G.E 63

- Ceniro facminodor M AR 657 de ko Unbverided

e Combridge del BU.
- Canito Exominador M0 314 de o Universidad de

Michigon U.5A,
- Mismbre de lo Confederacidn de Asociaciones

Cutturnles Amentine-Biténica C. A, C A B
- Membro de ks intheos  Culturoles

Lotino-Amercanc-Briidnico L. A. B €. 4
- Mlembro. de o Ascclocién inlemoacional de

Profesores ce hghés como lenguo Edanjere

1ATEFRL,
- Mismbre de lo Chmoma de Bsioblecinienis

Privados de Snsefonza C.E.RE.

Ay, Cordoba 261 este - (B400) Sanduan - Tel 225108 &

Ensaﬁanzce' del idioma !és

Manta M. Morande dede Ona

Prof. an ensefanza Medis y Suparior de inglés

Matlas Zavella 236 Nore  Tel: 234387

San fuan -




