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DETOUR gathers together the writing and art of BHS students and creates and 
publishes 3 to 4 issues a year. These are distributed to the student body 

free of charge.
THANK YOU to the donors and programs that have made this possible:

The After-School Program 
Ben & Jerry’s 
The Boosters Club
Sharon Weltman                     
Michael Healy
Lee Weltman                                       
Gertrude Stein                                                
Nan DiMasi
Debra Blumberg                                                   
The Burlington Free Press

If you have donated and have not been credited, please email bhsdetour@
gmail.com and we will recognize your support in our next issue. Thank you!
 
FRONT COVER: Cai McCann
 
CENTERFOLD: Mr. Ron MacNeil

BACK COVER: Aliyah Burr

*TO DONATE* please send 
a check made out to 
DETOUR to: 
Mr. Bohn
52 Institute Road
Burlington, VT 05408
 

EDITOR’S NOTE

Dear BHS,

Here’s to a middle-of-the-road winter. Like this 
eclectic weather, our issue is full of many decided-
ly non-winter topics. Note the powerful 2D and 3D art 
projects from Ms. Healy’s class. Peruse the glossy 
pages for an interview with student artist, Wes 
Black, or admire the whimsical doodles realized on 
Mr. Bohn’s white board!

Cheers, 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 Markley     - 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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“Every time I close my eyes/It’s like 
a dark paradise.“ -Lana Del Ray

Some days I feel everything at once, 
other days I feel nothing at all. I’m 
so fed up with people that I’ve start-
ed telling them what I think, but ap-
parently what I think is wrong. And 
on the other hand, my heart is like 
your earbuds: messy and tangled in the 
thought of not being with you anymore. 
The tears won’t stop, will they?

~Anonymous
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Wes Black -- Artist Interview
(via email)

Q: How long have you been “arting”?

Probably since I was like three. I 
was drawing before I could read or 
write. I didn’t start getting good 
until I was like 13.

Q: Do you plan to make art a lifelong 
practice?

Probably. Sometimes I draw every day, 
sometimes I don’t draw for months. So 
it depends.

Q: How do you deal with criticism?

If they make a good point, then I ap-
preciate it. I’m my own hardest crit-
ic anyway.

Q: Should art have restrictions?

No.  If it had restrictions then it 
wouldn’t be art. Art imitates life; 
just [because] it doesn’t reflect your 
life doesn’t mean it should be re-
stricted.

Q: Is there a such thing as meaning-
less art? Can beauty exist without 
meaning?

Something can look good, and people 
overanalyze it and put meaning into 
it. Like with abstract art. But yeah, 
some stuff is meaningless.

Q: Describe your style in three 
words.

Real, unforgiving, graphic.

Q: What caused you to create your own 
art?

Nothing really caused me to. I was 
bored, poor, and illiterate. I loved 

cartoons, so I would just watch TV 
and draw all the time. I start-
ed taking it more serious in like 
middle school.

Q: What inspires you?

Cartoons, comic books, life. Want-
ing to be better than people who 
are better at it than me.

Q: What does art mean to you? What 
does it do for you and others?

[It] express[es] how I feel or how 
I’m living. The DETOUR pic was the 
first drawing I did with “meaning.” 
Everyone interpreted it wrong, 
though; even the people who liked 
it. But everyone sees stuff dif-
ferently. Everything else is just 
for fun.
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Dedication to Ms. Urban
“To Ms. Urban: The only person I know that can change a 

drowning woman into a beautiful mermaid.” 
~Wu Rong Shuang
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Silver Tongues

I’m just another boy trying to 
play coy to all that surrounds
One day it will have their names 
bound to my soul just as the wind 
has pinned my soul to the ground 
where there is no sound
Yet still my eyes are closed 
blacker than a night with the 
moon blacked out by the wander-
lust of clouds building up anoth-
er storm that breaks away
I see their tongues move like 
slippery snakes that wind up 
and down through the lost shad-
ows that have been burned into my 
skin
Yes they sin like it is meant for 
all my kin
I’m watch their eyes glisten in 
an endless lust for more, more 
lies
Just like spies that seep into 
the forever-deep hole that con-
sumes and destroys those who hope
I try so hard to cope not mope 
but sometimes I just slope into a 
lost colony of forgotten fears
Just like new spears that seem to 
turn your eyes into puffy eyes 
drowned in tears
Snakes and sparrows are as cun-
ning and fast as their devilish 
tongues that wrench at my heart 
just to watch my heart’s last 
beat drop into another ocean of 
darkness
Many say that they are kind or 
nice yet I see through these vile 
fiends that hide in the red liquid 
that my soul has come to pass I’m 
past
People can only see part of the 
truth that has become a slick lie 
that makes me sick
You can taste the blood  that 
falls from my fingertips as I drop 
the beating heart that I once 
owned

Many of the ones I would call spies 
only like to spread their burning 
lies
Just like a disease that spreads 
through us like a vigorous leech 
that sucks into your hope
I must say that there are few who 
can see my true eyes when others 
see the same story that plays day 
by day yet only one can truly see
Some try to convince me to be some-
thing new
Many say that I am prey to their 
delicious lies that taste so good 
to just swallow down
Down
Down
Till I stand still where there is a 
new taste entwined to my mind
I will taste these lies over and 
over just to feel my very own soul 
feel a pull into this new abyss
I can fall and fall just to hit the 
next wall and stand tall
I’m closed into this small box 
filled with hate
I see a bright star as I’m falling 
into a dark sleep of forever-last-
ing scars on one’s heart
I am telling you that I still have 
trust through all the lies that 
have ripped me into so many broken 
pieces
Yet I still find truth behind their 
eyes
I can feel your pains your fears 
your angers
I feel your soul turning and burn-
ing
I can see your tears falling in 
steps in front of those stairs to 
your fears that have hit you like 
spears
I see the truth so do not lie
Yes I ask please see the truth as I 
try
I cannot tell you that I am inno-
cent for I am guilty as you are



We all have broken tongues that 
spew lies for a living but 
there are always the facts that 
show we can beat this sickness 
that has fallen upon us as this 
sickness consumes us in glut-
tony for more and more
People can be cruel but you and 
I can change this
You and me
I know pain I know lies
But I know love something I’m 
thankful for every day
I know truth I know facts
I know that we are strong as 
long as I have you out there 
listening
Then I know that I can change 
at least in my mind
So please say one thing for me
Just listen to the word I have 
said and know I tell the truth

Thank you

~Troy Porter
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The Darcy Meditations

Do you doubt me?
 
I am working deeply
In my study, hands stained
By the obscenities of written
Thought, it’s really such a 
ugly
Business, really such
An unhappiness
 
But I remain unquenched
The fire lingers—another cof-
fee— 
The bitter taste of true 
work,
Not life’s work, but a means 
to an
End
 
I used to love what I did, 
this
Endless chronicling of histo-
ry
And beauty, this intellectual
Orgy was my calling, Yet,
 
Do you doubt me?
 
I am a boar of a man now
Disfigured by Chaucer himself
Rumpled rigid, a man with too 
many names,
Too many things, 
My friends have no souls,
But we still gather on large 
boats, sailing away into the 
angelic hypothetical
 
I attend their seminars
Sleep in conference rooms
I am the manifestation of in-
teresting
I know too much, I know too 
much
 
Can you teach a man igno-
rance?
 

Do you doubt me?
 
I saw her last night
The Angel of virtuous wisdom
Singing to me through plastic 
sheeting
I was the killer, the man with the 
knife
I climbed the tree
dragged her down with me
And ripped her until she was
Harvard course syllabi
Nothing more, nothing less
 
Do you doubt me?
 
I drink to death
And to the petrifaction of my life
So that the future stands still
And waves erupt over all of my work
Sinking it into the oblivion that 
is academia
 
This is what I have achieved
Students with the latest distrac-
tion
Will scribble in the margins
I am the homework of the next gen-
eration
 
Do you doubt me?

~Jean MacBride
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Choose a Side

To light or to dark?
Which (one, force, side) to 
Harken
Which makes the meeker mark?
Love one master; the other 
hate,
You must seek one sole 
strength.
Both bring gain yet beget pain,
I say, either just makes you 
insane.

The Dark Side?
They say that darkness steals 
your sight,
But from what I have felt of 
fright,
It is that at the height of 
light,
You become blind when you’re 
too kind.
And if one were doomed and con-
sumed,
By a shower of great power,
Darkness does destroy down to 
dust
Yet still, light too is no flow-
er.
From certain demise, it shan’t 
cower.

The Light Side?
Some say true strength lies in 
darkness,
Some say in light.
From what I’ve tasted of the 
star’s best,
I dislike those who dwell in 
darkness.
Even if I were consumed twice,
I have seen and heard enough of 
hate
To know the power of light,
It stands with fate,
And always conquers night.

~Booski Legacy

A Lonely Writer

There once was a girl who sat all by 
herself
She kept away from the bustling crowd
And worked under a tree not unlike an 
elf
They never saw her or heard the soft 
sound

Of her mind creating compelling plots
With wild and inquisitive tales
She gathered her stories from drifting 
thoughts
That dripped softly into mental idea 
pails

She wrote the last bit of the story 
down
An end that satisfies the lonely soul
And leaves a bit of sadness for the 
heart to drown
But she felt that she had not reached 
her goal

She lifted her pen one last futile 
time
And gave her heart’s graceful yearning 
to sign

~Ilana Wagener



Zeynep Barut



Witch’s Broom

It was Thanksgiving. Something happened to Senga, her older brother Tumba, 
and her twin sister Mauwa, something mysterious.  People that knew Senga, 
Tumba and Mauwa no longer recognized them because of the spell cast upon 
them.  I, Senga, got separated from my family; I didn’t see my parents or 
my older siblings.  I could only see Mauwa and Tumba. I remembered a bit 
of what was happening when I got separated from my family and my friends. 
Every few minutes I remembered the sadness. When I remembered the sadness, 
I started crying.  While I was crying, something miserable was happening:  
I was remembering a bit of what happened to me and my separated family. I 
remembered a witch flying on her broom, and also remember that I had fallen 
into a mysterious place. Something happened to my eyes while I was remem-
bering; a witch tried to cast a spell on my eyes. She tried to make me  not 
remember anything.  Luckily, I stopped crying. My cousin William came over 
with his girlfriend.  Somehow, I don’t know how,  William and his girl-
friend remembered us, thank God. I went up stairs to my room to grab a hat.  
I came back into the living room next to the kitchen and saw them cooking. 
I grabbed my jacket with Tumba and Mauwa, and  then we went outside. While 
walking outside we saw Elena, Sophia, Andrew and Kaitlyn--my old friends 
from before the witch’s evil spell--but they didn’t recognize me, but I re-
membered them being my friends and somehow had something happened and that 
they had left me. I yelled, “Kaitlyn.”  She looked back at me.  Cat ar-
rived.  I ran to Kaitlyn to touch her hand, then Cat yelled, “Nooo!!”  I 
touched Kaitlyn; then something weird happened.  Kaitlyn and the others ran 
up to me.  Cat fell down. I ran up to Cat with the others and said, “You!!  
It was you all along. I lost my family and their love because of you!” Cat 
said,  “I’m sorry, Senga.” Again something weird happened. Someone appeared 
and said to me, “senga, Go home and you’ll see your family whom you were 
wishing to see!”  She also said, “The spell has been broken.” The song Sen-
ga loved played and she sang in a high voice,  “Senga Sango. I’m an ordi-
nary young girl. I tried to find the right world. “ The End
~Senga Felekeni
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Best Boys
Season 1 Episode 1: Last Day of Summer
(The theme song in front of a suburban 
house. )

(In a kitchen with marble countertops, 
three boys named James, Edward and Cody 
sit. Little Austin is on his comput-
er in his room. Cody begins to fall 
asleep. Little Austin comes downstairs 
upset and yells...)
James: Wake up! (yawns)
Edward: Why? And leave me alone.
James: Mom wants you.
Edward: What for? (Irritation clearly 
in his voice)
James: I don’t know. She wants you to 
go see her.
(Mom and Edward’s little brother Austin 
are in the living room sitting on a bed 
talking)
Edward: Mom? What do you want to say to 
me?
Mom: We are moving to Maine today. I 
told you multiple times. (Chuckles)
Edward: What? No! Are you joking?
Austin: No. Mom is not joking.
  (Later in the day, still at Cody’s 
house)
Edward: We are moving today to Maine.
Cody: I know.
(Silence. Both boys shake hands)
James: You know why, right?
Edward: Because the house is being torn 
down.”

Season 1 Episode 2
First Day At a New School

(In the new school)
Cody: Hi! Where do you get the 
class schedule?
Mr.Soy Burger: Down the hall.
Cody: OK. Thank you.
Mr.Soybuger: You’re welcome.
(theme song)
(In the classroom)
Cody: Is this room North 32?
Mrs.Jen: Yes, it is.
Cody: Hi.  I’m Cody.
Edward:  I found this room first.
Cody: Oh you did, did you?
Edward: Yes, I did!
Mrs.Jen: Shhhh.  Be quiet, boys!
Edward: No! I will not!
Mrs.Jen: Sit down!
Cody: No! I will not!
Mrs.Jen: The office! Now! You, 
too!
Edward: Hell no!



Background
            I am from Nepal. When I was in Nepal, we had some financial is-
sues because I went to a public school where I had to buy books and sup-
plies, and that was difficult for me because my family did not have a lot of 
money back in Nepal. This was sort of my problem, this not having enough 
money to buy supplies. But even though I made it through my school years in 
Nepal, my dad couldn’t find a job because it was hard to find jobs that were 
suitable for him. My mom was a housewife. During festivals some years, we 
couldn’t even afford to celebrate. Our celebration includes giving presents 
to our siblings, which I couldn’t afford to do. It made me sad since it was 
a specific celebration of siblings, and I couldn’t buy presents. So to help 
out my family, I had to find myself a job. It was hard because I was only 
ten years old.
            Even though it was a tough decision to go to the US, we had to 
because all of our family was going or had gone already. We had many dis-
cussions and finally we made a decision to go to America. My mom had in-
spired me because she said that coming to the US was for our own good. But 
my dad had a problem with coming to America because he said it would be 
hard to start a life in a new country where the language is very different 
from ours. This was a problem which almost caused us not to come. But my 
aunt and cousins who already live in the US told us about how America was 
and that we did not have to worry about language problems. After our rel-
atives called, my father thought it through and finally agreed to go. This 
way we could start filling out the application forms so we could get the 
process going. My grandfather was very sick and passed away during the pro-
cess, and we had to repeat it from the beginning.
            We did not have much money now because of the funeral, and we 
needed clothes for our trip to America. But our relatives in the US sent 
us money to help us out with the funeral and with buying clothes and other 
supplies for coming to the US. Thankfully, the decision to come here was 
the best we could have made because we are now living a happy life.

~Sarita Magar
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Imagination is like a pen
“Imagination is more important than knowledge,” said Albert Einstein.
Imagination is like a pen: when you have a pen in your hand, you imagine  some-
thing that you never expected or something that will surprise you.  
Nobody can steal your pen; it’s always with you.
Having a good pen is the key to success; it will often take you down a good path, 
but sometimes it might take you on the wrong path because it might be a bad pen.
Pens made many ancient inventors, scientists, and philosophers very successful 
and famous.  
Pens have the power to solve problems and generate ideas.
Without a pen, it’s like a person has no feelings or emotions.
I’m a person who likes to have pens; I just love to think of something that has 
not existed or been invented yet.
For me, my pen is my talent; I use my pen every day, especially at night because 
I want to make something that has not existed before. I can see lots of interest-
ing views of my future inventions and ideas, but I don’t have enough education or 
skills to invent one yet.  
                         
~Som Dahal
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ScarFace

There’s a scar on his face that 
runs from north to south.

I notice it everyday whenever I 
look at him.

It looks like a thunderbolt had 
struck his temple.

I notice it every day. So do many 
others.

The long scar, a puckered ridge, 
runs across his eye.

The scar didn’t seem to bother him 
at all;

in many ways it felt like he was 
untouchable.

He had been in battles and he had 

something,

he had that scar that told people, 
yes, I’m untouchable and I am invin-
cible.

Many feared him because of that scar.

He had traveled from country to coun-
try with that scar.

He is a hero and my friend.

~Angelus Irakoze
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“Just”

I am just a girl; false
I am a f*cking force of nature that 
can move brick walls with the wink of 
a heavily-mascaraed eye.
I just am a woman;
“Just” does not apply
I can cut men down to their true size 
with a snap of my red fingernails, 
which shine like justice.
I am just a Vermonter, born and bred; 
false
I am from everywhere, and I’m still 
going places
You’ll hear me coming, because my 
stilettos click
Like bolts of lightning striking the 
earth.
I am just a high schooler; false
Age is but a number
And my memories live on like the flash 
of motion pictures,
Experience eclipsing those many years 
my senior.
I am just a liar; false
I am an artist, a creator,
A god of my own little green and blue 
easter egg world
That will never shatter.
I am just a loner; false
I have never been alone; I have three 
friends,
Me, myself and I,
And together we cut through red tape
With big chrome scissors,
Glistening in the sunlight like my 
copper hair.
I am just a hopeless romantic; false
I’ll never let my beating heart get 
pierced again:
Lust for all, love none
The blood that runs through my veins 
is ice,
Freezing those who attempt to unravel 
my heartstrings;
I’ll use you, abuse you, and throw 
you away.
I am just a dreamer; false
My dreams are the future

For I can achieve anything I be-
lieve in.
“Just” does not apply to me.
 
Being limited to what others be-
lieve me capable of is my struggle.
Don’t tell me that I’m “just”
Don’t tell me “no.”
Take my ambition seriously, because 
it claws,
Tearing at my stone heart,
Lighting my eyes like cigarettes,
And igniting the hustle.
You’d better believe that I’m com-
ing for you;
You’d better believe that I’ll sur-
pass you on the ladder to success.
Watch my back,
Because
I’m not looking behind me.
I am my own superhero.
Be yours too.

~Kate Darrow



Absolute Truth
Not a Choice

    Being homosexual is not a personal choice. As Lady Gaga said, “You 
were born this way.” For some reason, this statement sparks a lot of de-
bate. Religion is the biggest part of the argument. Some people confi-
dently assert that God did not create homosexual people “that way.” Many 
non-religious people also disagree with homosexual behavior, just because 
they believe it isn’t natural for a man to love another man, and for a 
woman to love another woman.

    I’ll start in on the argument that being gay is against what God in-
tended and that it is a sin. God intended for heterosexual relationships. 
The Old Testament states, “You shall not lie with a male as with a wom-
an. It is an abomination.” And, “If a man lies with a man as he lies with 
a woman, both of them have committed an abomination. They shall surely be 
put to death. Their blood shall be upon them.” Life was harsh and unfor-
giving during the time of the Old Testament. The Old Testament prescribed 
the death penalty for crimes of murder, attacking or cursing a parent, 
adultery, homosexual acts, prostitution by a priest’s daughter, and a 
false claim of a woman’s virginity at the time of marriage. These people 
interpret the Bible literally. They believe that what was written thou-
sands of years ago applies to life in the 21st century. They stand firm by 
their belief that homosexuality is a sin and a personal choice.

    The other most common argument I have heard is that being gay is un-
natural, and that humans are the only ones to show homosexual behavior. 
Here are a lot of other beliefs that supposedly “prove” that being gay is 
unnatural: Reproduction is the purpose of sex, and homosexual sex cannot 
produce offspring, so therefore it is unnatural. Homosexuality is an evo-
lutionary dead end, and therefore would not occur naturally. Homosexuali-
ty is caused by childhood abuse, parental neglect or emotional distance, 
and other factors of upbringing, not factors of biology. If everyone were 
gay, the human species would die out. And personally, my favorite argu-
ment--sexual orientation can be changed by ex-gay therapy, so it’s not a 
natural state. So clearly here is all the reasoning behind why being gay 
is unnatural...so how can someone be born that way?

While the Bible is nearly silent on homosexuality, a great deal of it is 
devoted to how a Christian should behave. The New Testament insists on 
fairness, equity and love. Some Christians confidently say that God did 
not create homosexual people “that way.” This is important because they 
realize that if God did create gays “that way,” rejecting them would 
be the same as rejecting God’s work in Creation: In the beginning “God 
made Adam and EVE, not Adam and Steve nor Eve and Jane.” Anti-gay Chris-
tian ministers have used this to show that homosexuality is “unnatural.” 
So “what’s natural” in the beginning? The first humans did not use hous-
es, let alone wear prescription glasses to see, use wheelchairs to get 
around, or attach prosthetic limbs to enhance mobility. There were also 
no cars. Are all of these aspects of humanity “unnatural”? Can something 



that was written so long ago really be applied wholly to today’s life?

    Many people see being gay as unnatural. They claim that homosexual 
acts have only been done by humans. False. Over one thousand species have 
been shown to engage in non-reproductive sexual acts. Various studies have 
found that it improves one’s ability to deal with stress, lowers blood 
pressure, burns calories, reduces the chance of a heart attack, improves 
self esteem, deepens intimacy, builds trust, makes one more generous, 
raises pain tolerance and boosts energy. Also, no one accuses straight 
couples who can’t reproduce--elderly or infertile couples, for instance--
of being sinful when they marry and have sex. Many believe that homosexu-
ality is an evolutionary dead end. But I think some people seem to forget 
that a lot of genetic situations are evolutionary dead-ends, as they cause 
either death in childhood, death later in life, infertility, or do noth-
ing at all. It is also thought that parental neglect, child abuse and emo-
tional distance can lead to homosexuality, but last time I checked, those 
things usually lead to the children growing up to be depressed, addicted, 
and violent--not gay. Also gay therapy never works. People have been try-
ing for at least one hundred and fifty years to find techniques to change 
sexual orientation. While sometimes, if rarely, such a technique results 
in a change of behavior, none result in a change in orientation. Some ar-
gue that if all humans were gay, the human species would die out. That’s 
true. But if everyone had any number of inherited traits, the human spe-
cies would die out. Are we going to judge everyone with these conditions 
as being sinful and/or unnatural?

    More than twenty years ago, in a study that triggered both scientific 
and cultural controversy, molecular biologists offered the first direct ev-
idence of a “gay gene” by identifying a stretch on the X chromosome like-
ly associated with homosexuality. Studies have also found that it is more 
likely for both twins to be gay if one of them is. Researchers are still 
looking into what makes a person gay. But slowly it is becoming evident to 
people that homosexuality is not a choice.

~Ajla Medic 
Student Emeritus, Class of 2015
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