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Free Verse

Normandy Day
By: David Frazier

It is D-Day
The-Day everything changed
It does not matter what they say
For you were fighting to see a brighter day

The barking orders were clear
They made it seem as if there was nothing to fear
But you knew no war is good war
There was no turning back since the day you swore

As you got on the boat there was a feeling, a bit eerie
As you were no longer sailing on Lake Erie
But you told yourself you’re going to make things right
This is all you could think about as you were traveling throughout the night
Finally arrived and there was nothing but gunshots and explosions
Trying to run from all the sins
Until you look down and you notice you’re missing one of your limbs

It feels as if there is no one in sight
Even though there are hundreds of people there, though just fight
There was suddenly no light
There was no more trembling in fright

I could have been saved that day some people live to say

But that is how I died on D-Day

Acquaintance

By: Anonymous

Instead of going below

The facade and show

In order to know

The person right next to you,
We’re all turning blue

Because that’s easier

Than getting to know the real you.

Now

By: Anonymous

Don’t take advantage of those you see everyday
Because soon they’ll be gone

And you’ll regret what you didn’t say,

But then you will learn

That no one is here to stay.



1776
By: Bubba J
Yankee Doodle went to town
We fought the Red Coats and took’m down
Samuel Adams was a patriot like me and you
He even created his own brew.

Ain't nothing better than American stew
And my favorite colors be red white n blue.
Then we fought among ourselves
To north and south our nation fell’s.

The north done won with Lincoln’s pride
And then we had to reunide.

Now our nations bout gone to ‘el
Cause everyone's different but no one’s loud to tell.
If we could just see equality in alls
And quit being babies and starting brawls.
Then maybe we could be strong again.

But let me tell you that that won't happen soon,
Cause this here election be filled with goons.
And let me just say’ bout Hillary and Trump,

I think they both gonna kick us straight in the rump.

When He Plays

By: Anonymous

When he plays, it’s no longer just a sound.

He turned something so simple into something profound.
When he plays, a mirage begins to appear.

With every key he touches, he paints a picture of his fears.
When he plays, he is nothing more than free.

He opens these gates for everyone to see.

When he plays, all his notes become bolder.

With every note he plays, his winter wind gets colder.

For I know every reason he likes to play, and yet his songs make me cry day by day.

Music and Silence

By: Anonymous

Painting my music onto the silence given to me.

In this very instance, I am nothing more than free.

Magically, an array of colors appears before me to see,

that the notes themselves had been set free.

No longer were they caged inside those constricting lines,

but now they seemed more free and doing sublime.

In that very moment i realized i was no longer in my own land,
when I saw the colors and the notes dance hand in hand.




My Lord my God and my Savior
By: Zach Stine

Joy

Evangelist

Savior

Universal

Sacred

Community
Happy
Resurrected
Intimate
Sincere
Truthful

Together is Better
By: Zach Stine
Soccer

Practice

Obey rules
Running
Together
Sacrifice

Team mates
Extra time
Achievements
Master

Day at the Beach

By: Olivia Powers

Waves crash and sun shines,
Burnt nose and sand in my toes,
Sand castles are made,

Kids splash while parents relax
Oh what fun a beach day is!

The Blooming Flowers
By: Catherine Massie

I bend down low,

To upon my bottom window.

To smell the flowers that are so warm and nice,
A scent so strong it can be smelled by the mice.
As the scent so sweet,

Fills my room that is so neat.

I look out at the flowers in quietness,

As the beautiful plants fill me with happiness,
Oh, how I love the nature that blooms,

Right outside of my small room.



Just a Piece of Cotton

By: Catherine Massie

I am only a small piece of cotton.

I know someday I will make a fine piece of fabric.
But that's not all I want in life.

Someday I might be used to sew,
But I'd rather use my time to learn to mow.

Maybe someday [ would be used as pot holder,
But I would love to grow to be the size of a boulder.

I maybe be used so long I would weather and fray,
I would rather explore the subway.

I am unable to imagine how awful it would be to be worn all the time,
When instead I could learn how to rhyme!

The thoughts of my future are just too horrible.
Why is my problem so unsolvable?

You can only imagine my sadness,
When I realized I would never be actress!

I will never have a family,
Forever lonely...

Oh! Wait! I will never have a home...
How will I ever publish my poem?

Soon, they will come to take me from my land,
This I much I cannot stand!

If only I could flee!
I would finally be free!

But, alas, I will stay here until they pick me soon.
If only I could explore the moon!

All my life, I have grown in woe,
Of the day I would be sewn.

This is my final plea!
Please let me be free!



The Freedom Charge
By: Catherine Massie
On their horses, they did charge
Through the fields, numbers large

Running horses, people on their backs
Courage the men did not lack.

Swords pulled out, blades clash
While the cowards run and dash.

Down the front line! Down the front line!
Oh dear! I think we just lost nine!

Through the sky that is so clear,
You can see in their eyes, great fear.

Sir! Sir! The sun will set soon!
Then we will fight in the light of the moon!

More men back off, running in fright
While the others bravely fight through the night.

By the enemy, their lives they do plead
The enemy, victory they do need.

No choice do the men have, but to fall and bleed
While the enemies take the lead.

The men taste blood so very tart
Too many, they cry, have been stabbed in the heart!

Many men back off out of fright
“No!” yells the General. “We must stay! We must fight!”

The men fought brave, the men fought hard
Thinking only of their family, their home, their yard.

As they fight, they remember the American dream,
They think of it hard through the loud scream.

Enemies go to find a place to hide
As the men bring up a new line.

By the thoughts of freedom, the men are inspired
Next their rifles, they do fire.

The battles they are currently leading
While the victims are dead and bleeding.

To the men’s bleeding wounds the nurses do attend
The pain in their wounds too real to pretend.



The enemy’s’ pain too real, too tender,
With thousands dead, they do surrender.

Travel home the men do at last
Soon, they hope the horrors will pass.

Try to be brave, the widows do try,
But they and their families still do cry.

Through the horrors, through the pain,
A victory of freedom still has been gained.

England is gone, freedom found
Oh, can you hear the cheering sound?!

Overflow
By: Ben Kowalski
She sits down in her cozy chair,
With a wooden table in front of her
A pen and paper prepared to write
Waiting for a story to gradually occur.
Then it hits her,
Like an asteroid into earth
The ideas, the thoughts, the emotions
Are starting to be birthed.
She writes vigorously,
The words coming out like milk and honey
They are so sweet and satisfying
Yet can feel so somber and runny
The words move so smoothly,
So copacetic, and are so right
The story moves exquisitely
much to her delight
The outside starts to rain
but that is no bother
She is working on a masterpiece
In a house that was once her father’s
Then a boisterous and loud noise
Seems to come from the ceiling
Some of it caves in over her head
and hits her; which was quite unappealing
She wakes up on the ground
and everything seems to be alright
Nothing besides the roof seems broken,
nothing seems wrong at least from her sight
She gets up and stares at the table,
with tears beginning to cascade down her face
The table is fine, the pen is divine
but a puddle is present in her paper’s place.



Sink it for Three
By: Mitch Phillips
I hit the ball high into the sky,
The bright sun blinded my eyes.
I wondered how far it would fly?
Wishing I had a couple more tries.

Looking in the fairway for the ball,
Hidden under a tree.
I wonder where it would fall.
Just wishing it would be free.

Next thing you know, I’m on the green.
The putt is breaking left, we all agree.
Checking my ball to make sure it’s clean.
I putt the ball, and sink it for a three.

Walking to next tee box with glee,
I hope I don’t land under another tree.

School
By: Anonymous

My head is pounding and I just want it to end.
This day couldn't seem any longer. Girls gossiping

and boys screaming. I wish it would just stop.
I wish I could just go home. I sit here typing while
everyone stares at blank screens, complaining about

how they did not get enough sleep.

The Show Must Go On

By: Annika Lantz

Feel the beat deep inside your longing soul
Let it mesmerize you with it’s grand call

So you better not fail that darn drumroll
Because you have to go and show them all
The crowd watches closely with hungry eyes
Waiting and dying for your time to shine
Deep inside holds your many battle cries

Do not worry, you will perform just fine
Now it is time to give it all you got

The four whistles signal us to begin

Because this could be your one only shot
Now let's start this show and bring home the win
Even if the crowd will begin to yawn

It is certain that the show must go on




Odessa’s Song
By: Anonymous

People don’t think, people don’t know.

They just talk, they let it all go.

Don’t you see that I have feelings too?
Don’t you see that I am a human being too?

Do you think it’s funny?
Do you think it’s cool?
How don’t you understand?

I’m falling to pieces, can’t open my
I’'m falling to pieces, can’t open my

They sit there laughing, while I cry.
I raise my wings, but cannot fly.
Nothing is moving, all is still.

Can someone help me?

I’m still here.

eyes, I’'m drowning in music!
eyes, don’t think I can do this!

Sight
By: Paul Pearce
Look at what you see
It is not me you see
What you do see
Should not be seen
Death and terror is in front and behind me
However death’s grip hasn’t yet confined me
With all that is around me
I can’t just lay down

Don’t stand around and be bleak
Even though the smells may reek
You cannot give up and be weak
However Mothers may fall and weep
They shall weep from all the death around
But Death will never bring me down
For you shall never see my frown
Even though I’ve seen these sights
I still try to make things right
Even though it may not be all right
I will make them rue the night
That they let me see this sight.



Pen
By: Anonymous
I am small but also mighty
Sometimes I am treasured
I create beautiful stories with bubbly people
Or with beaches full of sand
Sometimes I am used for sadness
The pages [ write on stained with tears

Others despise me
They gnaw on me and spill my insides
I am thrown in careless places
Dusty bags, old couch cushions
But everyone owns me, [ am needed to succeed

Screaming to the Moon
By: Mallory Reed

I scream to the moon
But I get no reply,
I just don’t get why you had to die
Everything goes to ruin,
Like a crisp, white shirt,
That couldn’t afford any dirt
All your pay went to that,
No matter with crimson splat
Regret washes on my shore,
Not whole at all anymore
Like jagged pieces off a carousel
So I scream to the moon
And I get no reply,
All we do is cry
You’d think we’d pull it together for you,
But the rush is due
Anger drives down my drive,
When is Okayness to arrive
It’s just a phone call,
But that’s not all
So I scream to the moon
And I get no reply,
Why do I even try
My voice is growing coarse,
And I think I see the hearse,
I can’t do this stuff,
I’m just too rough
Death takes a seat by the door,
To him this much be such a bore
Y our mom could only shout,
All your dad had was doubt



So I scream to the moon
And I get no reply,
Your face has sunk deeply
No more animation played out,
I think your sister just wants out
Your niece drew you flowers,
But they look more like towers
Why can’t we rewind

stop this
Just like a movie kiss
I want to throw a razor,

To stop the record player
This truly and madly no reply

So I scream to the moon
And I get no reply,
Sadness saunters by
Hushed silence fell,
No one would ever tell

Liars we are
Tiptoeing around,

Like clowns on the ground
Your hand was limp in my reach,

Like a broken breach
I just don’t get why you had to die
I keep screaming to the Moon,
Till T get a reply,

All I can do is try.

Pens

By: Anonymous

I am skinny and used often

Left on a desk and on the floor

I sit there collecting dust

I get stepped on and broken
Sometimes put into somebody’s mouth

They use this to write

Sometimes you get ink on your hands
You never use me in math class
Make mistakes you can’t erase

I come in many colors

I am asked to be borrowed
Sometimes I live in a pencil pouch.



Apology Poem

By: Anonymous

I borrowed your car

The new Corvette

I didn’t plan on crashing it
But I think it looks nice in our
Front yard.

Untitled
By: Megan Bocock




Nature Poem

By: Megan Bocock

The cool summer breeze,
the warm sun,
flowers and flower buds,

The green grass and the sounds of birds,
singing happy songs of joy,
dogs barking,
and lawnmowers mowing.

Gives me the peace and serenity that school is almost over,
and summer is almost here.

Too Long of a Week
By: Anonymous
Yes, to have a month of Sundays, I think
That would be the solution to my Monday
To skip the rest of the week would not stink
eliminate all problems today
There would be no more stress or strain
A month of Sundays, the idea is sure the best
We would have the time to watch the Sunday rain
This idea is the best, it beats out the rest
Yes, I think that would be the solution
At the end of the day, we can hit the hay
Having no more Mondays would be the resolution
What can I say, there will be no way
Yes, to daydream of a month of Sundays
And avoid the issues of the everlasting weekdays

Unstable

By: Anonymous

Hang up the caution tape I’m dangerous,
does anyone know where my brain is.

I guess I’m searching for a way to say this,
that one of these days I’'m sure I’ll be famous.
What you’re witnessing now,

don’t try to figure me out.

Talkin’ ‘bout things you don’t understand,
Talkin’ ‘bout things you don’t comprehend.



Gertrude

By: Anonymous

Love is filled with so much pain

Often times even breaking down

So many words said in vain

But I can't stand to see you frown.

You made me the happiest I’ve ever been
Staring at the stars in dark skies

I even remember when

I saw that same sparkle in your eyes.
Nobody told me I would experience this

I was only 16 years old

My ignorance was bliss

Until my young heart fell so cold.

Late at night you always run across my mind
Like the wind blowing through wheat

You were the only one who understood my kind
And only for you does my heart beat.

Serendipity

By: Anonymous

Everything was a blur

Not clear in my eyes

But then I laid eyes on her

And along came the butterflies.

Nothing is quite like the first time

That first moment when I saw you

When you looked up and your eyes met mine

I knew you are the one I want to give all my love to.

Thanksgiving: Past and Present
By: Hannah Mink

In sixteen twenty-one, in the northeast,
Pilgrims and Indians had the first feast.
President Lincoln named a holiday,

In November, on every fourth Thursday.
Cousins, Aunts, and Uncles gather around;
Turkey, corn, and sweet potatoes abound.
One maybe two servings for everyone.

Now it is time for dessert, still not done.
Next comes family movies and cuddles;
Downstairs, the boys watch kick-offs and huddles.
Time for thanksgiving dinner number two,
A thanksgiving tradition, we never outgrew.
My sister and I are soon on our way,

To our grandma’s house for the holiday.
Thanksgiving has gone without much differ,
Not for as long as I can remember.



Old Shoes
By: Anonymous
I am like a friend, I will always be there
You can hide me and bury me, but I’1l still care
I don’t care if you're rich, poor, young, or old
Just remember the memories we share are gold
I will be with you every step of the way,
So don’t throw me away!
Set me back on the shelf or under your bed,
So when you find me you can wear me another day.

Poem
By: Kirsten Weisenberger
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The Oak

By: Gavin Starcher

I start out small

The size of a seed,

But when I grow tall
The young I must lead.

I grow from the ground

But reach for the sky,

I can make sound

But I’'m sly when you’re by.

I give off air

So that you may breathe,

I become bare

When summer must leave.

I can look simple
Or maybe complex,
Maybe dwindle

I am the apex.

I watch you survive

As stressed as a bee,
Just remember I’m alive
Just an old oak tree

Calamity

By: Emily Centa

Here I am. Centerstage in this war.

I'm not even sure what I’m fighting for.

I thought I knew, we all do.

But now? I couldn't tell you.

The ideals I believed were all lies...

But I still stand and watch as everyone dies. ..

Escapade

By: Emily Centa

It’s kind of sad that there’s such a huge diverse world, filled with new cultures and experiences
Around every corner. And that in all my 15 years, [ haven’t witnessed even a fraction of it.

Why is it that there is so much to do, see, learn, experience, and I’m stuck here with no escape.
Isolated to pixels on a screen, told it’s good enough; stolen memories from someone else.

Gallivanting, exploration. It’s too ambitious, they say, too dangerous, too different, but that’s what
I find alluring.



Your Smile
By: Anonymous

When I look at your smile
I can’t help but see,
Walking down the aisle
Two kids, you and me.

When I first saw you

I had butterflies in my gut,
Seems like a clue

I think I know what.

I see you everyday
Walking down the hall
I wanna shout hey!
But I seem so small.

Which brings me back to my point
About your smile

I hope not to disappoint

But you’ll see me for a while.

So now I am confident

That you may be

I’m listening to my conscience
So please marry me?

Blizzard

By: Emily Centa

As I hear a sharp crunch, I glance down.

Beyond my newly made footprint, it

Glimmers beautifully.

Covering the Earth, hiding its imperfections.

Distinct memories arise;

The best of times, and the worst of times:

Recollections of molding in my hands, creating shapes and sculptures, or sometimes artillery.
The burning pain of it being thrusted in my face.

Gliding over it at exhilarating speeds, the sensation of flying in the pit of my stomach.
Catching it on my tongue in rapid clumps.

Watching at it mixes with my warm, salty tears, accepting my worst memories as part of its existence.
Each flake, its own individual, unique, formation of elegance.

What a shame, to ruin its perfection with my flawed footprints.



Summer

By: Paul Pearce

The sun is shining

The sun's light is very blinding

Heat coming down from the rays above
How those days remind me of true love

You
By: Jacob Ulrey
You don't like the way you look,
have you ever been so sure,
that with just one single look,
that maybe you're insecure.

If you tell me to stay,
I will,
I'm just waiting for the day,
for everything to stand still.

You. Are so perfect.
You. Made me a nervous reck.
You. Make the day shine brighter.
You. Make me wanna hold you tighter.

No he doesn't love you,
he never did,
look at stars above you,
they’re up above of your head.

Yesterday is gone,
tomorrow is ahead,
I guess you're not that strong,
because you've been crying on your bed.



Why Should I Whine About my Crappy Life if it Takes
Literally No Effort to Make it an Adventure

By: Lauren Pabst

In all seriousness, life for the average person is
commonly thought to be completely mundane.

Do you know what that is?

LIES!

LIES!

ALL OF IT!

Life can be the most extraordinary experience if you
know how to interpret it

See! I paused to look up at the sky for a moment

and took a quick trip to the outer reaches of the galaxy.
Life is amazing!

Is it a rainy day? Jump around in the puddles like
You’re in a cheesy rom-com

Home alone? Play your favorite music, as loud as

You can, and be free for a moment

Wait!

Stop

Smell the flowers

You may proceed

You’ve found a wooded area? Become a freaking wood
Elf! No one is stopping you

Anything your mind can fabricate is a part of your life
It is not a false reality only dreamed up in your mind
It is real

It becomes a new way to live

New air to breath in

Wonderful and overwhelming senses

A story to be walked through over and over
Endlessly, clearly, undeniably real

I find my life’s adventures

By feeling magic in the mundane

So why should I whine about my crappy life if it takes
literally no effort to make it an adventure

If Only I Knew
By: Lauren Pabst

If I knew how to tell you what I feel
I would scream it to the world
Until the words shattered in my throat

Instead my words are ugly
I can't form them into anything beautiful
You deserve only beautiful words






