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dear reader.
welcome to the second issue of serendipity magazine!
in this issue, we turn our attention to sa#dade—a feeling both tender and

heavy, shaped by longing, memory, and the quiet presence of absence.

in curating this issue, we wanted to honor the beauty of yearning—the love that
lingers, the memories that ache softly, and the connections that continue to
shape us even in their absence. within these pages, you'll find stories, poetry, and
art that explore saudade in its many forms: nostalgic, bittersweet, intimate, and
deeply human. each piece is an invitation to sit with emotion, to reflect, and to
find meaning in what we miss.

our contributors have poured their hearts into works that hold both sorrow
and warmth, reminding us that saudade is not just about loss, but about the
depth of love and experience that came before it. we invite you to slow down
and feel. to embrace the ache and to recognize the quiet beauty in longing itself.

thank you for continuing this journey with us, and for allowing serendipity to
hold space for feelings that arrive unexpectedly and stay with us.

with love,
angelina nguyen (founder and editor-in-chief)

all content in serendipity magazine, including but not limited to poetry, stories, and
photography, is protected by copyright and remains the intellectual property of the
respective creators. reproduction, distribution, or unauthorized use of any material
without prior written consent from the magazine or the individual contributors is

strictly prohibited.
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the relentless pursuit
grace lee

The leaf was auburn as it drifted
down, down, down,

descending through

breezy, foggy air.

Like the petals upon the surrounding
branches, its tip had browned,
turned red and orange with fall,
as it fell like unfurling ribbons.
Its descent slowed as it grazed the
sniffing nose of a hound, whose
brown fur seemed to unfurl atop
the graveyard of browned leaves

upon which it stood.

A flinch from the hound spurred the leaf forward.
Its long ears perking, the hound began its
hurried chase after the windswept, fallen leaf.

A cold, autumn breeze swept its ears
behind like drooping curtains as the hound
shot forward, chasing the rusted leaf

like a moth to a fiery flame. All else
blurred as its focus centered upon

the relentless pursuit. Unknowing of
having reached the pier, its speed endured.

Then, cold enveloped the hound’s body.

The bubbling, bright blue water was a thick,
crisp blanket upon adrenaline-fueled

skin. The hound, eyes unfocusing at last,
spun upon the lake until its pupils calmly
gazed up at the azure blue sky above.




IN TWO SHADLES OF LOVE
Ayushma Thapa

A forbidden apple,
So indulgent and bright,

I want our fates to be intertwined.

Like a flower,

You seem to unfurl me,
And I've lost all my grace.
So much so,

That I've kept you,

Like a secret to a grave.

My heart, it skips a beat,
As I catch your glimpse.
Like steel to a magnet

I feel drawn to your lips.

It feels wrong, awful
Knowing you don't love the way I do.
You seem to love in a shade,

While I love in two.

I love you so much,
And I try to let you go,
A tragedy it is,

I can tell, not show.
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“Reminiscences haunt in many ways.”
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the fear of bugs,
and the/uige t;ykill%é

Elle Lane Marston

Killing seems to come naturally to us. We kill our animals, we kill ourselves, we kill each other.
It seems to be perhaps the most natural instinct of the Human, to kill.

Afterall, was it not Cain who gave us life, by killing his brother?

Was it not his curse to wander, that led him to our benevolent hatred today?

We might seldom admit it, but we love to kill.

We love to lure bucks out into the open, to display their carcasses as trophies.

We love to step on ants and spiders and bugs, to enshrine our superiority in violence.

We love to desecrate the grounds on which plants have grown for millennia, all for a dollar.
Humans love to kill.

We hold a deep pervading selfishness, encouraged by catastrophists and grifters, that killing
another is selfless, that killing oneself is the opposite.

We whine and groan when someone dies on the subway, for they, in their deep inconsideration,
have just made you late for your meeting.

We cheer and roar when someone is killed in a faraway place or in a movie, for they were not
worthy of living, for their suffering is finally over.

Everywhere we look, we see killing as a staple in society.

We talk and boast about killing ourselves, past, present, and future.

We engage in olympics, attempting to prove that we, in all our hatred and misery, are in fact the

ones who detest their lives and bodies the worst.

10



We find talking about killing each other bubbly, saying such things as, “Argh, I'll kill him for that,”
and “If I have to fill out one more form, I swear to God I’ll kill someone”.

We love to threaten violence for the slightest transgression.

We find no hope or shred of compassion in our hearts for relieving the suffering of others, for they
are not us, so, why should we care?

We tell ourselves we shouldn’t, so we don’t.

We walk by those in misery and hardship, we tell them to lace their bootstraps and “man up”, to
simply get over it.

Yet, the truth is, there can never be improvement in our reeling societies, if an ointment is not
applied to our wounds.

An ointment of kindness, compassion, and most of all, mercy.

Mercy to see someone, who has hurt us very much, perhaps unforgivably so, and decide not to
hurt them back. To not exact revenge or comeuppance, but to simply live, and let live.

To die, and let die.

We Humans love to kill things, but perhaps, it doesn’t have to be that way forever.

Perhaps we, in our collective mistakes, are able to rise above our selfishness and hatred, beyond our
impossibly self-centered impositions of respect and power.

Beyond the utter powerlessness we feel, in a world which won’t bend to our whim, in a world
we’ve been led to believe would.

Perhaps, it is exactly this powerlessness that we must come to terms with.

The futility of our actions, the hundreds of, I love you‘s that you never got to say, the hundreds of
thousands of, I'm sorry’s.

Perhaps, it is only in finding acceptance of ourselves, in which we can truly, effectively, help others.
Perhaps it is only in kindness that hatred can dissipate, only in compassion that apathy will resolve,
only in mercy that cruelty will die.

We Humans love to kill things, and perhaps, with enough effort, we may kill our hatreds forever.
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Mecmories Of A Future

e f,-w"

._,-_”.-J o .-" /

Jordan VanDerlr‘f?

One of my plants has flies but I icannot tell Wh_Q
I am so busy this morning, eating chia pudding,'thinking of you

I read some poems, apparently the best of some year

made me smile, how nearly every one was an offense to my ear

I did think of some of yours, how you layer words so distinctly you
I need to scream about this, but what now? And to who?

you reminded me I love to write, that I should say my words aloud
that its not about sending them off, keeping them dark, under some shroud

the same way you love my untouched skin, imperfect thighs I gawk at in the mirror

whisper in my ear all the parts of me you love, lets just keep coming back right here.
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in my mind, i am twelve years old, : ‘-"I.
besides my beautiful, giggling mother, \
molding glutinous rice into neat balls
with my flour-covered hands.

the kitchen is painted with a haze of thlck, gray stea
curling like silken ribbons around our dusty faces.
the earthy scent of sugar mingling with rice clings
to our hair, heavy as morning dew. my ﬂbufy hands
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From me to you, 22 years ago

Cayman RN \.‘_1\

‘;1'\ i = "‘\:..".,.:. - | .‘__'I: ..-::}Id'__:*“i
I didn’t know you then harer a th‘ought barely a person, you were just a dl:eam-ﬂoamn_& t;hrough L
space. "'*J:n S e »‘,ﬁﬂw "‘*‘l::_'"“‘-

iy .
I don’t know you now, now that\you are a person Wlth.a body, a person Wlth thou&htwmﬂﬁ% ,_1‘?"',.:\'--;::-

o |

hopes, and feelings. , - 0 el i __”__\, oy :
In a way those are the same, in a way those two people, one with a body and-orie \mthouti EE@&;, ﬁ
s
two dreams are the same- “gru A bl fia

3 -J i
=, L3 b | tm'ﬁ‘h L2 H'é:'-rﬁ_q.;d‘
You were born into this world, not knowing who you would become;ﬁt‘inﬁﬁ- rulned Yd@ﬁ;- {r‘_{lu.-. ol i,

ope that I dld% Str.ﬁ}’\ ¥ oy
the chance you would’ve had to he something different whtle in pursuit of mzy S@és‘hes %"" k‘ﬁi‘ 1y ;..;1-
would like to hope I didn’t rip-your wings before'they had a chanice to grov@ efore }frou ou»_@l'ﬁ:r" '._. ' -

potential but I am unsure. I would like to ope I didn’t; T would like ¢

fly on your own. This section isn’t abOut,me, isn’t about what I c[es1reéﬁ' hls scotigH i ahout*j?o‘u,_:.,, i,
I ...... -'1
and who you were before me. Yot were a blank slate; you were something beaunfuhand 1 R, 'L*
T :.‘-
Somethlng unbeknowanst.to rne, somethlng I had ievér seen before. The time befare: @b@ﬂamﬁ & 'i'r s

one.is short,.ﬁionrents that vaasn e part of, merr;ohes that I can’t access. Filthy an.ci}i[}mted r’d

. hands should not have access to su;h ., prlstlne_hfe

w1thout you. Pvenéver had somEthlng 'W1thout you, I have ex1sted as long as you. afvef I h i e,
Worn yQur shoes and your schooJlr -Ihapf‘e laughed with your friends Wltho-ut %ﬁe:]r hahf
-own.T sald thxs sectlon was about here I am . talklng about you bgt in truﬂg'fl Ino
: Wlthout-you You: can exist without me but you hav’e own life Wlthouﬁine s
e _‘.".: e you do? I was born into this world with you, sleepmg: d
' woke up, but 1 know that I can’t go back to sleep.

'| 'iH L y
o ‘:I AHAMQ %}E‘E‘r chlldhood is in pieces now, little fragme’p?,t}

531, remember,‘ i's

. ngon Uthis planc of - space, boarding this line of existi
e Just a kld w1th 2 rhmld runnlng oo @st to keep up with her, but even
e 1ng her, the reason her youth was stripped from 9
hat she had reed to grow up by handd that we |-" €t % ;
a bo ung to understand. I t,h' ruined ukﬁ, rf t,hlnk ab.dut-heg
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saudade lives in the quiet spaces. between what was and what
remains, between memory and longing. it is the ache of distance,
the tenderness of remembering, the beauty of holding
something even as it SliIES away. as this issue comes to a close, we
hope these pages have honored that delicate pull: the people,
places, and moments that stay with us long after they ve passed.

but saudade is not an ending. it lingers, reshapes itself, and gently
reminds us of what has mattered. stories continue to echo,
emotions deepen, and meaning unfolds in reflection.

thank you for sharing this feeling with us. until next time, may
you allow yourself to remember, to miss, and to find beauty in

the longing.

with gratitude,
seren 'pity magazine
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