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alone along the stree;
hts of when we meet
neliness is where I hide
yet quiet is what [ try

the quiet is loud
and the social

is quiet

s what they think
what they speak
they start to talk

he quiet is loud
~ and the social
e {iet
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I don’t want to be manipulated into

what you claim

like I'm a little girl.

Don’t w
than your shadow,
the darkness that follows your light

the darkness that makes your light
more blinding
to the oblivious ones.

believing

ant you to think that I am nothing more

g to be picture




ﬁﬁéﬁb& Y aspiraciones por
‘hacen durante su existen.

r esas ambiciones aunque
e te f‘ que muchas per-
‘ uOB suenos y se van con |a

All humans have dreams and as-
pirations to fulfill through the efforts
they make during their existence, but
some people never succeed because they
encounter many obstacles that prevent
them from achieving these ambitions.
even as they strive to achieve them. The
interesting thing is that many of these
people risk everything to accomplish
their dreams. They leave their home
with the intention of having a better life
and escaping their problems.

Such is the case for many people who
decide to embark on this journey.
searching anyway. Tring to make things
better without knowing what awaits

 them. And of those people. many who

to cross the border in search of the so
ed American Dream, don’t even
e that opportunity. Because they die
 process. In reality. only a few peo-
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1e beginning it is very difficult. Sometimes those
ome in search of a better life are treated badly, in
not their own. For example, they are accused

1 they simply came to fulfill a dream. What |
Hispanics help to support the United States. And
ing I'm sure of. it’s that they always work
erve to be treated with the same respect as

panic does not make you less than. We are




TO TRAVEL IS TO LvE
JAYLYNN YBARRA

or i - Y ¢ California and Hawan
When I say I want to travel. I don’t mean I want to go cliff’ diving. and capture California anc
stay in resorts, go on tours, or collect keychains. | with my camera lens.

don’t want to be a tourist. i
[ want to come home realizing | have not come home

whole. but left a piece of my heart in each place I've

visited. This, I think, is at the heart of Adventure.

When I say I want to travel, I mean I want to explore
other states and countries. I want to discover small
coffee shops, diners. and browse bookstores in Italy or
England. T want to take long walks on the beach.

. ine > o e 7 r forever.
I plan on making mine the one ['ll remember fore




JOHN
What if it’s a drug dealer?

JULIAN

Just do 1t.

JOHN grabs the phone.

JOHN
Hello?
GENIE (0O.S.)
Hello. John.
JOHN

Hey. how do you know my name?

GENIE
I have something for you. Do you want
to know what it is?

JOHN
If it’s candy. I don’t want it. Stranger
Danger.

GENIE
I can make your wishes come true.

JOHN
Okay, that’s even more creepy.

JULIAN
~ What did he say”




JULIAN runs to listen to the phone.

GENIE
You get to choose. You can have the car
of your dreams. the girl of your dreams.
or the concert of your dreams. Only one
wish can come true. Decide.

JULIAN
Dibs on the car!
GENIE
And you, John?
JOHN

Wait. hold on—he didn’t ask you. He
asked me. It’s my decision.

JULIAN
Dude. this guy’s offering us a free car. A
girl will only disappoint you, and a

concert ticket sounds lame. We should
g(‘l the car.

JOHN
Okay. fine. We'll take the car.

The phone cuts off. The boys hear a beeping sound emit-
ting from the machine. JOHN hangs up and JULIAN
continues walking.

JOHN

Hello? Hey. where’s the car?!




JOHN
Alright. fine.

JULIAN
I'm driving!
JOHN
As if!

JULTAN
Rock. paper. scissors, for it.

- Cutto JULIAN in the driver seat and JOHN in the pas-
~ senger seat. The doors shut and lock themselves.

JULIAN
Ah man. I told you this would happen!

begins speeding down the street. The two begin
g. JOHN gets a call on the car’s built-in phone.

JOHN

GENIE
one of you is supposed to be in
One of you needs to die.

OHN turn towards one another. The




BLUEBEL.L

THOMAS JAMES

My beloved Bell
My sweet, sweet, beloved Blue Bell

Flavors of every taste
Vanilla, Chocolate, Strawberry

Even Cookies ‘n Cream

I wish I had it
Right here. right now—Vanilla

With a silver spoon

My beloved Bell
My sweet, sweet, lovely Bell
My beloved Bell

[ 18 ]




HER

FERNANDA CASTILLO

.\l} tovs all over the floor.
the TV on. |>|zl} ing my favorite show
| see no one there. but her hands.

her soft hands. like clouds in the sky

And I ask myself, where is he?
\\‘il'\ 1ST1 t© he iiu‘l'd' lilu' -Iit' i\l.’

| see mv 1« ys all over the floor and

the T'\ _ v favorite show

Onece 1 v ends I know it's

time Viv tovs are nol

on l]](‘ ﬂ()(er anvii . e Stoj <INoIng

hel‘ S()llg. 'l"l' hands holding mine and

lh(‘ll l U"i wondering \xir\.
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VY, else. As far as I was concerned. she was just anoth-

OTHER LOVE er pretty girl with a pretty life and a pretty family.

' For as long as I remain a hopeless romantic. |
will tell you how wrong I was.

It was the start of a new year. She. by the
magics of an alphabetized seating chart, was my
for love when I found her. It lab partner. Even though it wasn’t chemistry.
where everything in your life that’s exactly what we discovered. I quickly saw
ate the electric moment when that there was much more to her than the outgoing

B everything you want fi- socialite I originally perceived her to be. I saw her.
Pure faith, believing what she knows even when
ngs where I saw her people tell her it’s only what she thinks. Raw tal-

ent, hiding behind “there’s someone better.” Dual
hearted. wearing one on her sleeve and hiding the
other away.

My eyes had been opened to her substance.
and they didn’t want to close. It was like I had
been color blind. never knowing anything but the
same gradient gray, and she was the one to intro-

- duce me to rainbow-.
g So it’s said, nothing good ever comes easy.
I can definitely testify to that.
. The experiences she gave me were astounding
gh to compete with traveling to an alien plan-

my young life, but we were just so differ-
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ent. With each day it seemed there was a new
problem coming from these differences, threaten-
ing to tear us apart.

So many of my tears and countless nights of
anguish went towards keeping her. Some days |

would wonder if all the struggle—the loss of self.

the Iying, the big identity question of the centu-
ry—I would wonder if she was worth it.
But at the end of the day. I still loved her.
Even with the constant problems and secrecy.

I never pictured the end.

Asif it would solve everything. her conflicted
eves would stare into mine and say the things she
couldn’t manage to say out loud. In that moment.
[ would know she was worth everything. | could
<tare into those eyes and get lost in the stories they
unwillingly told. With each beautiful second that
passed by. I'd fall deeper and deeper into a naive
bliss. Unfortunately, not every love story, no mat-
ter how seemingly perfect. can end with a romantic
kiss in the rain right before the credits roll.

I wouldn’t trade my love for another, but |
couldn’t help but wonder...would things have been
better if my love loved another?

I guess there’s not much point in asking now.

She does love another.

Like I said. not everything can have a happy
ending. But I wouldn’t say our ending is sad. Like
all memories, they are to be remembered how you
wish to remember them. There’s a bright side to
everything. even if it takes a while to find it.

Now all there is to do is wait.

Wait for someone else to walk in.

Wait a minute to talk to her.

Wait a month to ask her out.

Wait for the courage to Kiss her.

Wait. Wait for another love.

27
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Bullseye has showcased MacArthur High School’s
original student writing and artwork in a profes-
sionally produced magazine since 1984. Submis-
sions for publications in the magazine are open to
the entire student body. Each student may submit
up to five written pieces and five pieces of art.
Text and art entries to be published in the maga-
zine are selected through an anonymous judging

process by a panel of judges.

COPYRIGHT & DISCLAIMER

Copyright 2017-2018 by Bullseye. a publication of

Douglas MacArthur High School. After publica-
tion, all rights revert to the author/artist. The

views expressed herein do not necessarily reflect

those of the Douglas MacArthur High School.

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

Principal Peter Martinez

Mr. Amador, Mr. Arnatt, Mrs. Benavides, Miss
Hodge, Miss Reed, and Mr. Schwartz.
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COLOPHON

This issue of Bullseye printed 50 copies. Magazines
were distributed to students free of charge. Body
text is in the font Bodoni M'T and the display font
is Copperplate Gothic Light, All layouts. typeset-
ting, and art design were competed on an HP com-

puter using Microsoft Publisher.






	12920, 1042 AM Office Lens 2
	12920, 1042 AM Office Lens 3
	12920, 1042 AM Office Lens
	12920, 1101 AM Office Lens 1
	12920, 1101 AM Office Lens 2
	12920, 1101 AM Office Lens 3
	12920, 1101 AM Office Lens 4
	12920, 1101 AM Office Lens
	12920, 1143 AM Office Lens 1
	12920, 1143 AM Office Lens 2
	12920, 1143 AM Office Lens 3
	12920, 1143 AM Office Lens 4
	12920, 1143 AM Office Lens 5
	12920, 1143 AM Office Lens
	12920, 1149 AM Office Lens 1
	12920, 1149 AM Office Lens 2
	12920, 1149 AM Office Lens

