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EDITOR’S NOTE

Greetings and a warm welcome to returning BHS individuals and to those 
for whom this is their first DETOUR issue ever!

Fall is this issue’s theme. Inside, you’ll find many gorgeous and master-
ful works by students, such as depictions of nature, writings about their 
personal experiences, and everything in between. Be sure to read more on 
our website: https://bhsdetour.wordpress.com

When we set out to create this issue, we strove to catch the eye, provoke 
the mind, and delight the senses. This is the product. 

We welcome your comments. 
Email bhsdetour@gmail.com
or talk to the DETOUR Team 
in C110 Tuesdays. 

We are honored to share the 
work of so many wonderful and
thoughtful rising artists 
and writers.

Cheers!

Cai McCann
Editor in Chief

The DETOUR Team!

Cai McCann       - Editor in Chief
Gianna Gallucci  - Rising Editor in Chief
Ena Ibrisimovic  - What does she even do?
Promise Hoffman  - Website Wizard 
Rachael DuBrul   - Submission Magician
Tao McCann       - Archivist
Mary Markely     - Design Editor
Kevin Huang      - Master Adobe Editor 
Jean MacBride    - Copy Editor
Grace Earley     - Copy Editor   
Max Johnson      - THAT guy
Alex             - Layout Editor
Contreras-Montesano      
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Lens Flare

You said that you wanted more.
I can see you now, hair whipping back like threshing grain, laughing up 
at the mountain peak behind you. Gods in a four-wheel-drive chariot, we 
charge.
Your sunglasses are cheap girly things that don’t look right with your 
beefy face. We don’t care though, it’s our joke. Your rattail, your pony-
tail grown since birth, it’s your signature.
We didn’t see it coming, there wasn’t any time. Your neck snapped first, 
slapping your greasy rattail onto my face and then we flipped.
After we rolled down, I opened my eyes. Blood, your body twisted like a mu-
tilated mosquito,
And your glasses. I wasn’t sure but I thought I saw the tiny lens flare in 
one of the corners.
But that couldn’t have been; later they’d tell me that the truck had blown 
up at the other side of the road, incinerating its driver. There couldn’t 
have been a lens flare, not on a cloudy evening like that.
But what do I really remember? As I wheel past your casket, I can say I’m 
not really sure. All I know is what you said, what you always said.
‘I want more, Thor, I want more.’
 
~Jean MacBride
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Lost

He could never escape from the iron grip of desire 
Could never become friends with anyone but thieves and liars 
Lost his way, ignoring the footsteps of doom nearing 
Drifting into fog, not finding any clearing 
A distinctive path for him was never truly appearing 
Like a cloud driven by the wind, he was slowly disappearing 
Choosing left or right for him became an obscure decision 
His presence was a jail cell division 
I in my world, and he in his 
Getting his attention was an impossible quiz
The candlelight inside him refused to rekindle 
All I saw of it was its slow, cold dwindle 
This thing, this choice turned him into a hideous monster 
Boogeyman was the student, he was the master
With every bang and boom, I knew nothing was looking up 
Everything remained, rough, tough, and dare I say, I had had enough
I figured maybe I could be the breath of fresh air that would infuse life 
back into him 
Climb him back to the top and return him back into him 
That him that was warm, gentle, and frail 
The one that had succeeded, never daring to fail 
The one with the smile, not the anguished eyes 
The one that brought laughter before he cried
I knew there was still kindness and hope deep in that hole 
His heartbreak and fear, waiting patiently for me to console 
Because I knew he was, is, a brief mayfly of a child but he just didn’t know 
it yet
I mean we all are, we just have things we regret

~Hawa Adam



Max Johnson

Madeon - Beings
Cashmere Cat - Pearls
Hudson Mohawke - King Kong Beaver
Hermitude - Ukiyo
Porter Robinson - Flicker
Giraffage - Tell Me
Jack Ü - Take Ü There (feat. Kiesza)
Club cheval - Discpline
SOPHIE - MSMSMSM
ZHU x Skrillex x THEY. - Working For It
Rustie - Slasherr
Monk - “L”

EDITORS’ PLAYLISTS

Tom Waits - Goin’ Out West
The Horrors - She Is The New Thing
Joy Division - Transmission
Odonis Odonis - She’s a Death
The Sonics - The Witch
Nick Cave & The Bad Seeds - Red Right Hand
The Jesus Lizard - More Beautiful Than Barbie
The Velvet Underground - Heroin (feat. Nico)
Siouxsie and the Banshees - Night Shift
The Kills - Crazy
Lana Del Ray - Yayo
The Smiths - Pretty Girls Make Graves

Gianna Gallucci



Break

It happened quickly.
The floor yanked itself 
Out from under me.
Once strong bone, 
Chipped apart at the joint.
Questions laced with concern
Were thrown towards the ground 
Where I still lay.
Slowly and cautiously,
I rose and turned around 
To look out on the cringing and 
worried faces
That stung more than the fall did.
I glanced back to the floor
Where my quick and painful demise 
happened. 
There, a small crack was made
From two planks in the floor.
It’s huge mouth of wood,
Open and laughing.  

~ Evelyn Gustafson
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The Great Imagination (Inspired by The Great Gatsby by Scott F. 
Fitzgerald)

 He raised his hand to stop my words, looked at me with unforgettable 
reproach, and opening the door cautiously went back into the other room.
I slipped under the cover of the porch into the dripping rain. Each foot-
step was accompanied by the rain that tapped on my jacket, begging me to 
let it in. Something came over me then and I surprised myself by turning 
back for just a moment to observe the character of my neighbor and cousin. 
It seemed that with every click of the polished heels and rustle of silver 
satin, Gatsby was once again becoming the Jay Gatsby.
His face took on a glow that belonged to the young man he was when he first 
met Daisy. It was almost believable that he had traveled from the past, for 
he did not look his years. His hands became uncurled from fists and drift-
ed with the utter familiarity of approaching his golden girl. He was on 
the verge of making his dream a reality, and the tantalizing fact created 
a glitter in his eye that appeared to have already reached out and grasped 
its prize.
Ah, Daisy. She was still patiently on the sofa waiting for a long-forgotten 
dream to make itself known to her in the form of - 
 “-It seems that Nick has run out of,” searching for something to say 
“soap” Gatsby finished lamely. I could almost hear himself cursing in his 
own head. The grand illusion was shattered and Gatsby was transformed back 
into the bumbling fool.
 “Soap?” Daisy inquired peering around Gatsby at the bar of soap that 
was so clearly sitting on the kitchen sink. 
 A quick look over his shoulder at the sink betrayed his lie. “Yes! 
Well, a different kind it seems.” Gatsby’s creation floated into the already 
thick air. He was trying harder to convince himself rather than Daisy.
 Daisy’s lips parted at the small lie and she quickly looked down to 
conceal the smile that had taken over her face. What girl wouldn’t want to 
be lied to in the case that it was meant as the utmost flattery? She picked 
up the tea I had poured before escaping into the rain. Daisy lifted it and 
carefully sipped the green tea Gatsby had imported for this day with all 
the grandness that came with being schooled at a young age. I almost turned 
away from the adjacent window then, but a shadow caught in the corner of my 
eye. It was translucent tear that slipped from the corner of her eye into 
her tea.
 How could she not cry? Gatsby was from a time she had long since moved 
on from. She had already forgotten Gatsby in her mind and in her heart. She 
locked him up in a little box, placed him in a dark corner and threw away 
the key. But now, he was beating on the sides of his cage and she could not 
resist peering into her Pandora’s box.
 Gatsby sat down on the edge of a chair that was placed near to where 
Daisy occupied the couch. He leaned towards her with a yearning of hope 
that she might be his. She adjusted the gloves that protected her polished 
hands and with a flick of her eyelashes she was a different person. 
 “Nicky’s just a doll, isn’t he?” she said with all the gayness she was 
known for. Her eyes lifted into his. Daisy had the appearance of never hav-
ing shed a tear or being uncomfortable.



 “Hmm? Oh yes, he has been a good friend to me.” He nodded more to him-
self than Daisy at the word that had not graced his lips in a long while. 
 “Completely the best. Now, tell me, how did you meet Nicky?” Her two 
worlds were crashing together more every second and I was drawn to the 
scene with an unexplainable craving.
 “I invited him to a little party of mine one night. Surely you’ve 
heard of them! They always seem to be the talk around town. I was always 
sure some day you would hear.” Gatsby stood up with undeniable presence and 
moved to sit by Daisy. His motions were powerful and his looks so intense 
that Daisy tried to look away but couldn’t seem to make herself. I still 
wasn’t sure whether or not his life was true, but either way, Gatsby was 
real.  
 He was within reach of everything he dreamed about on sleepless nights 
and cloudy days, and the smile on his face conveyed it all. Daisy could see 
all of this, but, how could she say anything?
 “  Yes, Jay. I occasionally heard talk of grand parties when I was 
visiting friends with Tom.” Daisy really did need more credit for the way 
she had of sneaking around certain topics. Her words visibly pained Gatsby 
to hear.
 “But please, Jay, let’s talk about something else.” She clasped his 
hands in hers in a pleading way that begged him not to talk about the past. 
 “What have you done since the War?” A few tear drops fell from her 
cheek but she remained smiling.
 “Daisy?” He couldn’t understand what was happening and took her hands 
in his own. She focused her gaze on the floor to keep any future tears at 
bay. 
 “I’m just happy is all,” she lied. Gatsby was so blinded, though, he 
mistook her words for the truth.
 “Well,” he said slowly to move past the silence, “I’ve been all over 
the world….” I didn’t want to hear anymore. My soul was content just to 
watch and listen but my trembling mind told me better of it. There was a 
huge, black, knotted tree in the back and I tore from the scene like a 
mother ripping a band-aid off of her child’s knee. Soon I was relieved, 
momentarily, from the pressures of high society- the drunken parties, the 
expensive clothes, the unspeakable rumors that lingered behind my back, al-
ways just a breath away. Most of all, the one rumor that was sure to start 
with the couple sitting inside of my house. 
 Life was like one long hangover. One little party produced drunken 
members of society that whispered a mixture of lies and truth, as quick-
ly as a factory until the building seemed to burst open spreading its cre-
ation across the city to reproduce in other parties. It was a never ending 
cycle that I was stuck watching from the sidelines. Everyone was repeating 
the same things over and over hoping to forget the past, and even though it 
never worked they kept trying, hoping for a different result. The world had 
gone to insanity. And I was insane. 
 The rain started to pick back up again pounding harder on the leaves I 
was safely tucked away under. The rhythmic beating created a sort of com-
fort, like the ticking of the clock that nearly fell to floor earlier. My 
heart beat in time with the ticking in my head. But, my mind kept wander-
ing back to the scene in my living room. Without a lasting rest from my 
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thoughts, I returned to the back window and was out of sight from them.
 Even though I had been gone a while, their conversation still centered 
around Gatsby’s post war travels.
 “I also went to Europe to collect rubies and diamonds. I thought 
‘wouldn’t this look lovely around Daisy’s neck?’” He smiled at her in that 
way he only did for Daisy. 
 “And I went to Asia to hunt leopards and tigers. Why, their skins are 
sitting on the floor in my house. I wondered at their beauty and said to my-
self ‘wouldn’t this be great for Daisy to step on every morning?’”
 “Oh, truly, Jay? Have you truly thought of me in such a way?”
 “My dearest, Daisy, I’ve never stopped loving you. Can’t you see that? 
All the letters I wrote you, all the things I’ve done, all the things I’ve 
collected. It’s all been for you.

 ~Wu Rong Shuang
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“Everytime I close my 
eyes it’s like a dark 
paradise. Some days I 
feel everything at once, 
other days I feel noth-
ing at all. I’m so fed 
up with people that I’ve 
started telling them what 
I think, but apparently 
what I think is wrong. 
And on the other hand, my 
heart is like your ear-
buds, messy and tangled 
in the thought of not be-
ing with you anymore. The 
tears won’t stop, will 
they?”

~Anonymous 
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Porcelain Sugar (From the Leland Kinsey Workshop)

My abuela was weathered by the time she shut the door, 
 
Her hands were dry and her eyes were drooping. 
 
We went to the same restaurant every month, 
 
and every time I begged her to put on her porcelain-blue dress, 
 
for I longed to smooth it under my fingers. 
 
Today she smiled gently before patting my hair back. 
 
We walked on the dirt road to the bus stop.  
 
My mother waited there, 
 
waving to my abuelita as we strode closer, 
 
my grandmother walking tiredly as I dragged her hand to follow me. 
 
Ita as I called her, 
 
kissed my mom’s cheek and we returned to time as the dirty wind from the 

bus captured us. 
 
It was then, 
 
in the quietness of the bus when I noticed my abuela had not worn her 
 
porcelain-blue dress. 
 
My mother’s arm sneaked around my shoulders and I knelt into the warm of 
 
both women. 
 
It seemed many times passed before the bus found our restaurant. 
 
I scampered down the steps as my mother and my abuela 
 
followed, laughing because I clutched their hands, 
 
forcing them to feel my excitement. 
 
The booth was green and small picks in the leather grabbed my fingers. 
 
The waiter had not come yet and I watched the packets on the table, 
 



they were white and light blue. 
 
My mother, 
 
waved off her hat and fanned her eyes as the heat set in. 
 
She left to go to the bathroom,  
 
leaving her presence clinging to abuela and me. 
 
My abuela breathed out and I caught a wind of her corn tortillas.  
 
My body was little and it curved to surround hers 
 
as she knelt into me, leaving a heavy kiss on my forehead. 
 
She took a packet from the center of the table, 
 
and ripped it down the middle. 
 
That was when a glimmer of her old self pushed through her tired eyes. 
 
Thin white grains sprayed the table. 
 
The packet, porcelain blue and empty, lay ripped. 
 
“Come, Nina,” 
 
she urged me. 
 
I dipped a finger into the soft pile and licked it. 
 
A strange sweetness left me giddy, 
 
and I opened my eyes to meet her laughing ones. 
 
By the time my mother returned I was taking big licks off the table. 
 
My mother’s face folded and she tried to say something. 
 
My abuela just smiled and said, 
 
“She needed to taste the sweetness.”

~Alexandra Contreras-Montesano
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Jason Chrisman
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The Chair
 
Sitting in a chair
In a place where no one cares
 
Lost in space
With no one on my case
 
Probably for the best
That I’m in this vest
 
Far away from humanity
Just to save myself from insanity
 
Forced into this chair
While highly impaired
 
Thinking to myself about what I 
could have done differently
My options expand infinitely
 
All this legality
Will show my immorality
 
This is the last place I’ll ever sit
I’m better off not throwing a fit
 
Everyone’s reaction will come after 
the action
Everyone in my section will show the 
same affection
Lethal injection will be my 
correction
    ~Sevin Gulfield

Baseball

When I sit in class on a warm spring 
day
I often look outside at the bright 
light
I always look at the pretty field where 
I play
I see the brown dirt where ground 
balls I smite

While I look at bases runners tend to 
swipe
I think of Major League greats that 
amaze
There’s Ford and Ruth who wore Yankees 
Pinstripes
Ozzie made plays that left crowds in a 
daze

Then comes the plate where legends 
come to bat
From Teddy Williams to Willie Mays
Batters step in for a pitch to swing 
at
This is how many enjoy to spend days

The game’s not over ‘til the fat lady 
sings
Then suddenly the final school bell 
rings

~Turner Allen
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“As you know, kids, my name is Fidele and I am one of the few people who were 
affected by the earthquake and lived to see another day. I was coming home 
from work one night and looking at the stars up in the sky. I get to the house 
my best friend since middle school and I shared. He was sleeping by the time 
I got home from work at midnight. I was starving from a long day of work, so 
I cracked open the icebox door to see if there was anything good to eat. I 
grabbed the chicken that was left over from last night and a cool Sprite.  As 
I took my third bite, the table started to shake and my Sprite fell off the 
table.  Everything started shaking and falling off the the wall.  That is when 
I knew it was an earthquake, so I ran out the door. 

When I get down to the bottom floor of the building, I realize that my best 
friend is still in the house sleeping, so I turn around and run back up the 
stairs.  When I get back up to his room and kick the door open, I look around 
the place and see books and paper scattered everywhere. The room is a mess! 
I see that he is on the side of the bed, pinned by the bookshelf--I had told 
him not to have that huge thing in his room! We live next to the San Andreas 
Fault, so it is not a good idea to have big pieces of furniture over your bed.  
So back to my friend.  He’s fine so I lift the bookshelf, and Oliver squeez-
es out and the ground shakes again. This time it is stronger than the first.  
Our ceiling falls, blocking our exit. Oliver says, ‘Let’s go thru the window 
and take the fire escape!’ As we are running down, the building starts shaking 
again. I lose my balance and free fall five storeys down.  As I am falling, I 
am looking at Oliver, and I see my life flash before my eyes, but I land in one 
of those big garbage-can things, a Dumpster! I am so happy to be alive so I 
tell Oliver to jump, too, and he yells ‘No! F-ck that! I’m not going to jump 
five storeys! F-ck that!’ I scream, ‘Jump before the building collapses!’  So 
he does, but twists  his ankle.  As we are walking to a safer place, we see a 
man stuck on top of a burning building and no one to help him, so a cop shoots 
him to make it a quick death.  Oliver and I are trying to get out of the city 
because we have family back home in Chicago. 

We get to Pine Street. Oliver hears someone calling for help--a family in need 
of our assistance. Her kids are surrounded by debris all around them so we dig 
an opening so the kid can get out. I start picking up rocks. Oliver is an en-
gineer. He reminds me that the building is unstable and we need to watch out 
for a collapse as we are picking up. We manage to get the kids out.  As we run 
out of the building, it collapses to the ground. As we are walking away, the 
ground behind us starts to fall into the earth and  steam gushes out.  Oliver 
and I start running for our lives again. We make it! When we get to the top 
of a hill, we look at what we once called home, and it looks like the world’s 
end. We look at each other, and we look like sh-t. We turn around and start 
walking away from the city. 

Kids, that is how we came close of death.” Oliver’s grandson asks me what hap-
pened to the family we helped. Oliver said, “Two years later we went back to 
see the family we helped and gave the mom some money so she can take care of 
her kids.” Oliver got married and had four kids: two boys and one girl, and I 
got married and had five kids two girls and three boys. We all settled in Chi-
cago.  We had had enough of earthquakes!

~Fidele Rutayisire
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The Fair

Thousands walk 
Thousands talk 
On the way to the American Dream 
The sky grows dark 
And the lights grow bright 
The Ferris wheel keeps on 
spinning 
Ice-cream cones drip 
And lovers kiss 
Families pose before a painted 
sunset to keep this imaginary 
feeling 
To forget the father putting 
hard-earned dollar bills 
Into the photographer’s hands 
To forget the infant’s crying 
To forget the mother being tired. 
 
The photographer is nearly twenty 
She fears oblivion more than 
anything 
Never noticing she was the girl 
slipping through the seams 
It wasn’t before she found the 
cracks 
From the ache in people’s smiles 
That she found the fantasy 
disappearing 
They were carrying the past 
around their ankles 
Too heavy to lift their feet 
And all of a sudden the spell is 
broken 
The bubbles popping in succession 
Cotton candy tastes too sweet 
The top of the Ferris wheel 
swings precariously 
Trying to rock the illusion of 
everlasting love back to sleep 
Imperfections that are forgotten 
Under makeup 
A measuring tape 
And clothes 
Don’t seem to bring release 
anymore 
There are photos of her she 
doesn’t know 

But the line outside keeps on 
growing 
And the night keeps on going 
There is an image to be retained 
As I walk into the booth I notice 
she is smiling 
She asks me to lean closer 
I do as I am told 
She whispers, 
Just forget me because soon this 
dream will be over. 

~ Ilana Wagener
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Atom

They called her weak. 
 
You could see her newborn heart fluttering. 
Her thin skin draped around her skeleton.  
If you held her, 
you would press her to your chest so her heart wouldn’t 
beat out of her. 
 
Her bones were brittle even though they were new 
and you never even thought of letting her crawl on her own. 
Because when she bent her arms and legs, you could hear the 
creaking that echoed through her veins. 
 
Every now and then, she would shiver. 
Her eyelashes would tremble and her breathing would 
catch as if it were hitting every wrung on a ladder. 
 
She was fragile, 
you could see that in the way her  
head would bow down if you didn’t support it, 
and how the only food she consumed  
 was the leftover dreams that followed her after she woke. 
 
They said she was in perfect health, 
but you could feel her little flame struggling 
not to burn to ashes. 
 
When her heart was just a little coal 
with cracks of orange running through it, 
you held your eye to her tiny breast  
as if you could see the heat ebbing. 
And you could. 
 
The cavern where her fire used to rage now housed 
some cinder. 
 
Her fragment of ember split apart 
and you stepped away just as she exploded. 
 
Nuclear. 
That’s what she was.

~Alexandra Contreras-Montesano
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Doireann Chesbrough



Autumn Katon




