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Producing Haywire this year appeared at the 

start a near impossibility. Not only were a lot 

of us drained and dejected after  now over a 

year of fear and isolation, but we didn’t have 

most of the tools Haywire usually depends 

upon. Unable to meet in person for most of the 

year, we were limited to what we could come 

up with on our personal 

computers. Even so, we 

set out to try and make 

something that represents, 

in some way, the spirit of 

Haywire while working 

with our modern conun-

drum. Our cover this year 

well represents the pro-

cess of making this issue, 

an amalgamation of cre-

ative ideas thrown together amongst all 

the distractions of working from home. 

That’s what this issue is: a sign of the times. 

If you look through the works we’ve includ-

ed, you may observe that the designs seem 

disjointed, like we were on entirely different 

pages while putting it together. And you’d be 

right! To that I can only say that it seems quite 

representative of the year we’ve all had. This 

issue is diverse, colorful, chaotic, and always 

enthusiastic. And beautiful. A lot of our work 

this year focuses on identity, on confidence and 

anxiety, on who we used to be and who we will 

become. A lot of it also probes imagined situ-

ations and distant memories, as we all certain-

ly had the desire to escape the here and now. 

There are a few unique things isolation has 

afforded us, and this artwork 

reflects the value students 

found in rare time for self-re-

flection, imagination, and the 

monotony of our bedrooms.  

I couldn’t be more grate-

ful to have had so much fun 

making art in Haywire, or 

prouder to leave JFKS af-

ter putting out such a beau-

tiful confusion of an issue—it certainly feels 

how high school felt to me. As always, many 

thanks go out to the artists and writers at JFKS 

who fuel Haywire with your fantastic submis-

sions. Thanks to our readers, too, for taking the 

time to appreciate art and creative expression 

by young people. And my unending thanks 

to the Haywire members and all of your un-

dying commitment to figure it out somehow.

Publisher’s Note

haywire |ˈhāˌwīr|
adjective informal

erratic; out of control : 
her imagination went haywire.

ORIGIN early 20th 
century (originally U.S.): 

from HAY + WIRE, from the 
use of hay-baling wire in 

makeshift repairs

by Liliana Walker, 12d
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UNTITLED
 Warning: Mention of murder and domestic violence (Not described in detail)

Based on a true story. This is a story about a
man and a woman. I know it sounds like it
would be your cliché love story. While that’ll
be how it starts, this definitely is not your
usual love story. This is a kind of a
cataclysmic story. It begins in a police station,
Delilah had gotten in trouble the night before
for drinking and driving. She saw David across
the room from her. Although his height was
surprising, what 
caught her eye
was his brown
eyes covered by
his bushy
eyebrows and
his collared deep
blue shirt. She
was too
distracted by this
mysterious man.
She decided to
go up to him and 
start a conversation. 
She walks up and introduces herself. 
“Hey, I’m Delilah, what’s your name?” 
“I’m David. What is a beautiful woman like
yourself doing at the police station?” He
notices all the holes in her white V-neck shirt
clearly from cigarettes. As he is busy admiring
her beauty she explains, 
“I got caught drinking and driving. What about
you?” Trying not to scare her away, he lies and
says, 
“Same here. Do you wanna hang out
sometime?”
“Yes, of course! Here’s my number,” then
proceeds to write down her number. 

Around four days later Delilah's phone dinged.
She quickly picked it up and read the text from
David asking if she wanted to have lunch the
next day at 12:30 at Yashi Sushi. She texts him
back and agrees to it. She decides to wear the
same thing she does every day. After all, that
was how she was most comfortable. As the
time approaches to meet David she starts to
worry he won’t show or will cancel. When 

A few minutes later she arrives and waits for
David to arrive. When he arrives he sits down
across from her. They both order sweet tea and
some sushi. As they wait for the food Delilah
sits there admiring his face and outfit. As they
wait, they have a little conversation and get to
know each other better. The meal is
uneventful, they just get to know each other
better. Once they finish David pays and asks if
she would like to get ice cream. They walk
across the street to a cute little ice cream place,
they both get mint chocolate chip. 
Afterward, they go their separate ways.
Delilah gets in her car to drive home, but 
she decides to call her best friend 
 

by Kai Lee, 9e

it’s time to go
she walks out to
the living room
where her
parents are
sitting on the
couch watching
FOX News. She
tells them she’s
heading out and
grabs the car
keys running out
the door.

Artwork by Emma Flint, 12a
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Artwork by Emma Flint, 12a

Lillian. She tells Lillian about David and how
much she likes him. Lillian, being her
overprotective best friend googles him. The
man Delilah described comes up immediately,
David Shaun Corson, convicted for murder in
Augusta, Maine. 
“Did he tell you where he is from D,” she asks,
beginning to worry. 
“Yeah, he was born in Augusta, Maine, he
moved here because of a new job. Why do you
ask?” 
“Delilah this guy was convicted for murder in
Maine, he murdered his ex.”
“Lillian, I’m sure he has changed. If he hadn’t
he would probably still be in jail. You are
being too careful again,” she reminds her
before hanging up. When she gets home her
entire family is there waiting for her to go out.
*Ten months later* 
David has temporarily moved in with Delilah’s  
parents. They all decide to have a bonfire in
Ann and James’ backyard. The whole family
comes. They are all drinking and having a
good time while the kids roast marshmallows.
They are sitting on stone benches David, Rose
and Marie made. After a couple of hours of
hanging out everyone has to head home. The
whole family knows this is a night no one will
ever forget. The next day after work Delilah
calls everyone over again to tell them she and
David found an apartment. They can move in
next month. 
After Delilah and David move in Marie starts
to notice Delilah acting a little differently and
wants to ask why but she isn’t sure she should.
She tries to ignore it but as time goes on it gets
worse. Eventually, Marie begins to notice  

Delilah limping as well as some bruises on
her arms and legs. She brings it up to her
parents, but they say she probably just fell
down the stairs. She tried to forget about it
but she still thinks something is going on so
she tries asking Delilah. 
“What are these bruises and cuts on your
arms and legs,” she asks her aunt.
“Oh it’s nothing, I just accidentally hit my
thigh on my dresser." 
The week Delilah and David move Rose and
Marie are going to a camp at the YMCA and
are therefore staying with their grandparents
who drive them every day. Tuesday morning
Michael, their father woke them up at 6 a.m.
Which was strange because their
grandparents were supposed to wake them up.
When her father woke her up, he told Marie
to go into the sewing room, right after
opening the door she saw her mother sitting
on the bed crying. A minute later Rose and
her father walk in.
“Well a little issue came up with your aunt’s
move into her own apartment with David,” he
manages to gather his voice together and
finish his thought. 
“Last night David stabbed Delilah with a
knife, then ran away in her car.” Both the
children burst into tears. They say in unison
“w- what?” 
He repeats himself. Although they have
gotten some terrible news they still have
camp. They both get dressed. After they have
gotten ready their grandmother drives them to
the camp. They both start crying when they
see the Gate station she worked at. All-day at
camp they are  holding back tears.
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On braver nights I might have waded through
the faceless, unsuspecting crowd
of animated bodies glowing with jubilation
 
On braver nights I might have forgotten
the careless hands which wander the room
will also graze my skin
 
On braver nights I might have forgotten
seeping repulsion that creeps across my body
O why must a simple touch be so cruel
and seldom times so sweet?
 
On braver nights I might have waded through
the faceless, unsuspecting crowd
and been imbued with a lighter heart
and a harder shell

Untitled Poem
by June Gromis, 12a
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I stared at the white canvas 
With a brush in my hand 
And a pallet full of colors 
I wanted to paint her
Sitting in the window
Looking out at the city 
Smelling the falling rain 
I set down my pallete
And sat down with her
Because some moments 
Are too perfect to capture 

Untitled 
Poem

by Alexa
 Kenna, 10f

Art by 
Caroline 
Lambrecht

On braver nights I might have waded through
the faceless, unsuspecting crowd
of animated bodies glowing with jubilation
 
On braver nights I might have forgotten
the careless hands which wander the room
will also graze my skin
 
On braver nights I might have forgotten
seeping repulsion that creeps across my body
O why must a simple touch be so cruel
and seldom times so sweet?
 
On braver nights I might have waded through
the faceless, unsuspecting crowd
and been imbued with a lighter heart
and a harder shell
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Perfection 

E v a  D a v i d o v i t c h ,  1 0 c

Shivering I sat there, thinking. The stinging cold crawled through my window, 

making its way around me, holding me in its suffocating, entombing embrace, 

its ghosting fingertips slowly making their way up my arms, my legs, my torso, my

neck. 

It stopped. 

It hurt.

I couldn’t any longer.

The choking grip tightening around my neck. I heard the screaming, the crying, the

beating. 

Is it supposed to be like this? Yes, apparently. 

I lifted my body, the weight making it seem impossible. 	levating my lead like mound

of flesh, I picked up my distraction. Its screen lit up, waiting to show me what life was

supposed to be like. 

Perfect.

The absence of meaning this word entailed is what made it

truly perfect. ‘I wish my life were perfect.’ 

What does that even mean? 

Absolute irreality. That’s what it truly meant. An unattainable

aspiration swirling in the wind, like a feather. 

People trying to grasp it, without any realization of their

surroundings, throwing others aside, using them to get higher,

piling them onto the accumulation of rotting corpses, not

discerning until it’s too late, until you yourself were reduced to

that decaying state. 

The nonexistent feather fed on hope, on faith, like a jackal

praying on the dead, driving the illusion of its existence. 

The moment you managed to grasp that feather, the moment

you felt that sense of accomplishment through success, when

you sacrificed everything to get there, is when life spits you in

the face, mocking you, ridiculing you; the feather slips away. 

But that unattainable idea of desire is what recommences your

ridiculous, senseless journey, it is what enslaves you without

you fighting it. 

I am a slave to perfection, we all are. 

M a t i l d a  G r o s s ,  1 1 a   
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Mathilda Gross, 11a
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                     and . . .
                         ( take a deep breath )
　
　
　
Air Fryer crispy potatoes,
loaded slow-cooker potatoes,
perfect mashed potatoes,
                                  ( LOL )
potato casserole,
  Fried mashed potato balls,
    Garlic smashed potatoes,
      German potato salad,
       Oven-fried pickle potato
       chips,
       potato chips,
       salty potato chips,
     Garlic potato chips,
     Sour cream and
onion potato chips,
　
　
　
　
   let me just say, . . .
          I love potatoes,
                        Potatoes

　
　
                         Potatoes
　
Potatoes
people think they
are simple
But really
They are much, much,
more
                                 They can be made
                                  into French fries,
                                  mashed potatoes,
                                  sweet potatoes,
                                  potato pancakes,
                                  curly fries,
                                  baked potatoes,
                                  and regular plain potatoes
　
I could go all day
no?
OK
I won't
let me just say, . . .
I love potatoes,
Potatoes

　
                                        and on . . .
                                   and o n . . .
                                       and o n . . .
　
　
　
　

Jessica Larsen, 7e

11

H
AYW

IRE Issue 15 Spring 2021



Art By Cade Beckley 10d
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Art By Cade Beckley 10d

　
　
I leave the keys behind the door
it's been a while since I've done so
and when a �st in the morning
becomes a palm as the day opens up
i press in the bell
　
                                                                                                                         it's funny when he greets me
                                                                                                                         he's more tired every time
                                                                                                                         he's probably fed up. I might be too.
                                                                                                                         he's been asking me to bring keys since the creation
                                                                                                                         ever since there was to be light
　
　
                                                                         and one day i did
　
                                      but the palm was dry and cracked when i put the keys into the door
                                                             the absence of bell �lled my mind
                                                   i tried to turn the knob but my wrist got stuck
                                                    and the light above my head i couldn't �nd
                                                but what's worse, what saddened me the most
　
                                                              he didn't come back to see me
　
　
　
don't get me wrong, soon he'll leave, he'll be gone
                            and there won't be a bell left to ring
                                    and when he is gone, only thoroughly gone,
                                           i guess it'll be time for me to bring the keys
　
　
but the mark of adulthood that comes with the keys, that's something
that I don't need now
　
                                   so i'll forget once again,
                                   for just one day more, and bury the truth in my brow
　
yes i won't bring the keys, if it lets me see him longer
ill buck up and say i forgot
　
                                                                so once again i knock
                                                                i turn to ring the bell
                                                      the buzzer beeps, the cover keeps
　
                                behind the door wafts a familiar smell
　
                                                                                              and he's there to greet me.

Bring Me the Keys
by Sophie Meissner, 11d
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Art by Liliana Walker
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Recently I haven’t been able to write. 

I have no words for the dull aching in my chest. 

I start to cry - but the tears don’t come. I am too exhausted. 

No, that’s not it. I am too exhausted by my constant pain. 

I don’t want to be sad. 

But I can’t stop myself because I never fully let myself grieve. 

Grieve for myself. Pity.

Going outside is scary. 

My face feels naked without a mask 

but I long for the days that I can inhale the autumn air 

without the industrial smell of terror clinging to the fabric of my mask.

After so long in isolation, all I want 

is to remain in my safe space - literally.

 Everything is so different and yet everything is the same. 

My mind bullies me into oblivion,

I waste my life and energy on meaningless stress and I go quiet with each passing hour. 

I feel as if they are whipped away from me, like a child burning in my arms, extinguished under

meters of sea. 

I live in my nostalgia, 

in my inception of what time is - 

what is deserving of a memory. 

It is barely fall and I already feel the year is over. 

It is barely fall and I think - another season not lived. 

It is barely Fall and I am lost. 

Just another crumpled leaf 

falling to the ground. 

Questioning everything. 

And hating myself 

for not seeing the wonders of my time that soon will be molding into memories. 

I am in the present, but I live for the past. 

I am stuck. 

I see my future, always longing for what is past and never really there - 

failing to notice

the life 

that is breathing into my neck 

and urging me on.

by Matilda Gross, 11a

by Mathilda Gross, 11a
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Dead Plants
I fear my plants are dying and I don’t know why. Their once proud green
leaves sag in shame.
They cease to grow. I don’t know what’s wrong with them, I think I want to
know. I should probably research. But I have too much work to do and I will
still have time to heal them next week. More water should su�ce as a
temporary treatment. The roots are probably just a bit dry. But that
doesn't explain the festering smell slowly crawling out of the earth. But
I don’t have time to think about plants. There are more important things.
Certainly the roots are slowly decaying under the peaceful earth. I don’t
have time to think about that, I need to focus on my future. I know they’re
dying. I'll �nd a way to heal them. Next week.

Vignette by: Anonymous
Art by: Cade Beckley
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A tender landscape lies beyond my cottage
wildflowers and jumbled blades of grass
soft and regal, bathing in the morning dew

As a young girl I would run through those fields
fueled only by a thirst for the unknown
yet the fields repeated themselves

Years would pass before I understood
a mundane nature does not discount beauty
there is beauteous symmetry in the normal

The calm is everything
so is the passion that lies beyond it
which remains unspoken but gradually unravels
and culminates in violence Poem by June Gromis, 12a

Art by Santiago Rivera, 10f
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Art by Ella Jackson, 12a

19

H
AYW

IRE Issue 15 Spring 2021



Art by Felix Barkow, 11a
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It hurts to breathe. 
Every breath a wheezing battle that I know I will lose, 
I push myself. 
Away.
Just farther. 
Laps around a park, getting nowhere with the sense of 
motion 
suspended
 in my 
        steps. 
You only run when both feet are off the ground at the 
same time. 
They told me that. 
Both have to lift off to equal a motion. 
A simple cooperation, two limbs flailing in the air only to 
hit concrete; pushing back to move forwards. 
It feels like I have been running for months, 
a subconscious time lapse evolving around me, 
pushing through time. Always in motion. But never
moving. 
Every last whisper of winter is gone. 
The little buds shake their frail green fists at me, curling 
slim tendrils into the air to reach for the light they will 
never touch. 
And I, much like them, run for the distance I will only 
ever be 
granted in my mind. 
Clarity unveiling itself like a toddler behind a mosquito 
net. 
My brain only making sense when the rest of my body is 
screaming in pain. 
The little voice in my head is finally drowned out. 
And I 
can run
in silence.       Poem by Mathilda Gross, 11a
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art by Isabelle Faulk
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Oblivious
by Santiago Rivera, 10f

Elementary, both physically and mentally.
It made me feel like a criminal. Terminal
The authority, like a hawk,
Feeding on the “crimes” in a child’s life.
Oblivious, almost late!
Dreaded fate!
Engulfed by regret
The ‘lehrer’ was obstinate.
The piece of paper powdery,
Like flour, powdered sugar,
flat and crumbly, like a sunflower.
So young, yet the system old.
Almost like a criminal.
Almost like a criminal.
Villainous. Again, I was oblivious.
Again, I was oblivious.  
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I awake and it’s dark in my burrow. Only the faint 
glow of the entrance far above providing the mere 
outlines of shadows. The air is cold, freezing and 
hurts to breathe. The ground feels uncomfortably 
hard under my soft paws, not the luscious, rich 
earth I am used to. As I climb up to the world above 
through my tunnel I can see the stunning glare of a 
new spring season’s sun. But as I ascend I become 
blinded by strange white clouds forming from my 
mouth. By the time I stepped outside the world was 
blank. A strange white blanket covers all my beloved 
trees and flowers that should be blooming, flaunting 
their beauty. I hear no cheery chirping from my fly-
ing friends or the grizzly growling of a burly bear. 
The entire universe swallowed by the endless white. 
I woke up too early! I must be the first of my kind 
to see winter, my body, otherwise emaciated, still 
plump from autumn feeding. My feet crunch and 
sink into the ground, I jump back as it burns my 
palms. The cold begins to tickle itself though my fur, 
entering my body uninvited like a snake’s venom. 
Slowly, it dawns on me that I am alone in this glacial 
hell. Without the sweet kiss of sleep I will not last 

until spring. Suddenly, I hear a strange scratching 
sound that hurts the ear, the air becomes full with 
white particles as an animal with two sticks for feet 
rushes past leaving two evenly curved marks in the 
snow. Scared that more might come I decide to re-
treat back into the safety of my den to avoid those 
screeching beasts. There my family rests peacefully 
in their deep slumber waiting for spring. Their furry 
chests moving up and down in a hypnotic rhythm, 
but seeing them just reminds me more of my soli-
tude. I feel ignominious, what shall my family do 
come spring? Who will gather food? I am failing my 
role as a father. Convinced not to let this blank foe 
get the better of me, I go back outside and venture 
into the nothingness to find some form of nourish-
ment. Every step burns like stepping on stones that 
lay in the sun. The cold slowly seeps into my pelt, 
as a tingling sensation goes through my extremi-
ties. Finally I reach a hazelnut tree that stands proud 
against the white mounds piling onto its branches. 
Excitement fills me to the point where I no longer 
notice the freezing temperature. I dive head first into 
the snow desperately looking for some nut remnants. 

By the time I stepped outside 
the world was blank.

Maruis von Kleist, 11a
art by Caroline Lambrecht

2020-2021 Short Story Contest Winner
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After ten minutes of painstaking digging I had pro-
cured five hazelnuts, not a lot for a grown marmot. 
Beaten, I decide to return home, but on the way I hear 
a sound that sends shock through my bones, a sound 
that tenses every muscle in my body, the screech of an 
eagle. I run as quickly as my paws can carry me back 
to the willow, for I know I have no chance in the open 
field. My brown hide’s contrast with the white ground 
would make me easy prey.  Immediately my clawed 
fingers begin to dig a hole next to the willow, hop-
ing that its branches will conceal me for a few more 
seconds. I nest into my crevice safe from the eagle’s 
sight, but I can still hear it circling overhead. As I wait 
the piercing fingers of the cold dig into me from all 
sides, but I cannot move until the eagle is gone.  My 
inhospitable hiding spot has an increasingly numbing 
effect as the minutes pass by. Finally, I hear one last 
irritated screech and then attentively listen as the flap-
ping of its wings becomes fainter and fainter. Stiffly 
I crawl out of my hole back into the blank landscape. 
Carrying my five nuts in my jaw I return to the bur-
row. Defeated, I look at my bounty. Five nuts lying 
shriveled on the lifeless earth. One nut for each of my 
family. A deep feeling of melancholy washes over me 

as I watch them in their lullaby of dreams. I picture the 
memories of last spring. Seeing my children tumble 
down the rolling hills, or my wife coming back from 
harvesting berries with blue stains around her mouth, 
it all flashes before my eyes. Perhaps I could wake 
them. Perhaps the sweetness of their voices could 
soothe the harsh winter. Perhaps we could all survive 
the winter together. While contemplating I started 
noticing how much of a toll the journey took on me. 
My paws are turning blue and I began to notice the 
treacherous feeling of warmth that comes after pro-
longed cold. In that moment it dawned upon me that 
the only way for my family to live on is for me to die 
in solitude. 3 nights more I ventured into the waste-
land to gather a heap of food that could last them at 
least the beginning of spring. But on the fourth night 
my strength began to falter, the blank landscape had 
finally triumphed. WIth the moon gleaming through 
the burrow opening giving off a transcendental light I 
lay next to my wife and knew that my time had come. 
I would join them in their dreams. For with the snow 
trickling in my eyes began to shut and I drifted off 
into the peaceful, endless slumber.
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