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—Abby Gregory, Senior

—Ally Maerz, Freshman

A Fast Swing
As I approach my ball holding a nine iron,

I take a second to realize
My dad standing behind me.  He has always kept

A competitive and healthy bond with me,
His son.

As I start to wonder how,
I realize it’s what we do all the time
And even what we are doing now.

This somewhat simple game of golf
Is what has kept this special bond with my father and I.

It has developed us as a father and son.
I smile now.

I line up my next shot knowing this game of golf 
Is so much more than it may seem.

—Matthew Harrington, Junior
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—Abby Gregory, Senior

—Gabrielle Eklund, Freshman

 “Whispered words
   Soft and low”*
The beautiful, sweet lies
Acting as a temporary fix
Fixing a gaping hole 
In the hull of a ship
With a roll of metallic duct tape
Putting me under the impression
That everything will be alright
Quelling my fears, my worries, my anxiety
Giving me false hope
But each day, the hole grows
Water, worries, flowing in uncontrollably
The ship, my ship, starts to sink
More sweet lies, flowing in with the water
But when the ship has sunk 
And the captain is underwater
He can’t hear your inaudible whispered words
Your beautiful, sweet lies.
* These words were borrowed from “Whispered Words”  

by Dan Auerbach

—Frazer Bourgeois, Junior



2 Mostly Clever stuff

Altered Art Poetry Books
Mrs. Waffle’s ELA II class merged their original poetry with old hard cover books to make these beautiful altered art projects.

—Jenn 
Colburn, 

Junior

—John 
Rozanski, 
Junior

—LeeAnn 
Fuchs, 
Junior

—Brent Wist, Junior—Fraser 
Bourgeois, 
Junior

—Fallyn Rathbone, Senior

—Alicia Lasher, Junior

—Jaser Iniguez, Junior
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—Emily Sellers, Junior

—Bridget 
Walker, 

Junior

—Meghan 
Brigham, 
Junior

—Rebecca 
Rutte, 
Junior

—Gillian 
Boyer-Lee, 
Junior

—Nancy Yaeger, Junior

—Shianne Hamm, Junior



4 Mostly Clever stuff

“Plagiarized” Poem
“Once upon a midnight dreary, while I 
Pondered, weak and weary,”*
My homework wasn’t done. 
It’s midnight and
English won’t get done,
Nor will Chemistry or History.
Can’t think anymore.
My brain is fried, 
I’ve pondered too much. 
The day has caught up with me.
My eyes are drooping slowly
like the eyes of a tired child yearning to stay up.
Head crooked on its side, 
Neck straining, 
One more blink,
And I’m gone.

*From “The Raven” by Edgar Allan Poe
—Deirdre Brett, Junior

Dad
He’s the first man she’ll love in her life, the first man she depends on, the first man who should be tearing 

up at her wedding because of how beautiful she is, the first man to show her acceptance and love no matter 
what. Not the man who leads her to think she needs to go on a diet at seven years old. Not the man who tells 
her that boys won’t like her because of her weight. Not the man she stays up until midnight with arguing over 
her grades while the smell of alcohol from his breath burns her lungs. The same man who causes his daughter 
to develop wild eating habits from starving to overeating. Not the same man who caused his daughter to be 
diagnosed with depression at the age of twelve. 

This man is not a man for what he has done. Daughters shouldn’t feel that way, but I had to. Daughters 
shouldn’t have to go through years of hurt. Fathers shouldn’t be alcoholics or drug abusers; if they are they 
shouldn’t even have children. Fathers should care and accept their daughters and always be there for them, 
not make them wonder when the next support check will arrive so her mom can work easy, or wonder when 
the father will overdose, or when the father will finally be listening to his daughter’s cry for help as she begs 
for the moment to tell him all the pain in her that he has caused. Father’s shouldn’t leave their daughters. They 
shouldn’t cause them a world of pain. She wants her father at her wedding; she wants him to know her kid; she 
wants him around her, but all she can ever think about is how good memories seem to be outweighed by bad. 

Fathers like mine have no integrity, no sympathy, and no comprehension on who he has affected even 
beyond his daughter because every time he hurt me he took a piece of me away. I may never find that piece 
again, but I know one thing for sure, for what he did, I have become stronger and more aware of the bad things. 
I became who I am which is what I want to be, not a sad story to be told over and over again. I won’t let him 
get that advantage over me; he will not control my life. I control my life. I can thank him many times for what 
he has done or said to me, but in the end I wouldn’t be who I am today if it weren’t for myself.

—Cori DeFlumere, Sophomore
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If I were a Pre-kindergarten Cook . . .
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“Watch out cell phones can be addictive.”
Sure they can, but you have to control yourself with them.
“The average college student uses a smartphone at least nine hours a day.”
That amount of time is crazy;
That’s even longer than they usually sleep.
It is their own fault if they use their phone all the time for whatever they want.
They should be productive with their phones if they use them that much.
It is sometimes an uncontrollable, unhealthy addiction.
Their addiction to having their smartphone out so much is their own fault.
They will do what they want because they “know everything.”
Cell phones consume us.  
Will they destroy us?
Only time will tell.

—Zachary Worden, Junior
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—William Ranc, Freshman

—Ashley Harrington, Freshman

—Jacob Walling, Freshman

—Ethan Koch, Freshman

—Samantha Barringer, Freshman

Fear
Fear is like cold water,
You’re supposed to test it with one foot
And only a fool tests it with both
But if cold water is fear
Then the fool is courageous. 

—Frazer Bourgeois, Junior
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—Sophia Garry, Senior

Azula
Her feathers,

a beautiful baby blue.
Her eyes,

dark as the night.
Her singing,

pretty as a church choir.
Her beak,

like a freshly sharpened pencil.
Her flying,

graceful as an eagle.
Her companionship,

a friend forever.
—Rella Osuna, Senior

Coffee Shop
In a coffee shop alone
It’s almost dim enough to be dark
There are no children running outside
No screaming happening
Out of nowhere
The aroma of brewed coffee
Breezes by and everything comes on
It’s 5:30 in a lonely town
Everybody will be in the coffee shop
Soon the ladies running their hands
Through their hair come in
All the businessmen on their phones
Come in and they all enjoy
Freshly brewed coffee or tangy
Morning orange juice and breakfast
Then they are on their ways
They’ll be back
To the coffee shop tomorrow

—Meghan Barringer, Junior
—LeeAnn Fuchs, Junior
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Sand Mandelas

—Austin Ward, Freshman —Jacob Walling, Freshman

Untitled
as I sit and try to recollect myself,
I think of the past
eight months
and the consequences of two souls
colliding like a shooting star and
plummeting to Earth.
crashing into one another
like nothing else existed.
our souls got lost
in all the debris and
destruction left behind. 
maybe the timing was off,
maybe we weren’t supposed to collide,
“and maybe our lives don’t add up now
but someday our graves will 
look the same when we both die.”*

*Lyric from Hotel Books by Nicole
 

—Emily Sellers, Junior
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—Renata Carrabba, 8th Grade—William Ranc, Freshman

Untitled
I’m going to teach you how to kill. 
It’s very simple, really.
You’re going to start by picking a victim
Let them be beautiful, and let them know that.
Then, give them everything you have. 
Your time, money, and love.
Let them become accustomed to your presence. 
Now, get ready to kill.

Leave them with nothing, not even your scent on their pillowcase.
Shatter them.
They’ll be broken, they’ll be beaten down.
Ignore their texts, their calls, and their letters.
Let them shrivel, like a plant with no water.

But here’s the problem; you might just kill yourself. 
You might not want to kill them, you might love them.
Oh god, you’ll love them. 
And you’ll give them everything
Your time, money, and love.
You’ll give them everything you got.
You’ll give them everything you have just to be the one who dies.

—Rebecca Rutte, Junior
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Falcon
She carries a pack of smokes
With her all the time
With that, a lighter
So she can light up
Like the cancer developing
inside of her lungs
Dark, black, thick
She has her kids security cards
Along with her own
They are always together
Even when they aren’t
She always has her keys
Being the only one with a car
She lights another in her car
She stares at the flame
It will never satisfy her

—Fallyn Rathbone (Falcon), Senior

—Sophia Garry, Senior

—Sophia Garry, Senior
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—Gabrielle Eklund, Freshman —William Ranc, Freshman

—Ashley Harrington, Freshman—Melanie Wratten, Junior

—Ethan Koch, Freshman

Clay Tiles
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—Reannen Goodspeed, Freshman—Renata Carrabba, Freshman

—Ashley Harrington, Freshman —William Ranc, Freshman
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—Austin Ward, Freshman

—Melanie Wratten, Junior

—Morgan Barnes, Freshman

—Jacob Walling, Freshman
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—Skylar Chase, Freshman

I Am Me
Family is important, but so is staying neat.
My looks may be deceiving, but I am me.
Stranger than ever carrying sticky notes in my bag
or even multiple brushes to compliment my hair.
The things we carry can reveal a lot of character, but
regardless of the objects that reside in my possession,
I am me.
People say I’m girly and I should stick to cooking and sewing,
but when I’m carrying black headphones, dark as a winter’s night,
they see my rock and roll spirit
emerge from the light. You can call me names and point your
Fingers in judgment, but regardless of your opinions
I am me.
Sometimes I hear the whispers as I’m walking through the halls.
Echoing through my head as the day goes on.
But what about those who take these whispers to heart?
How long do the whispers echo within their empty shells?
For those who face the laughter all by themselves,
repeat after me; their opinions will not matter because
I am me. 

—Nancy Yaeger, Junior
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“If we were born with the weakness to fall,  
we were born with the strength to rise.” 

—Rupi Kar

We are the tallest building
The deepest oceans
The fastest cars.

We are the early 
Morning sunrise, falling
Over the sky like a pastel 
Satin blanket. 

We are everything around
Us that makes us feel. 
But, what we feel isn’t
Always beautiful.

Sometimes we feel as if the tallest 
Building is tumbling down around us. 
We feel as if the deep oceans
Are drowning us. 

That the fast cars we become
When our hearts race
Hit the guardrail before we even
Have time to fix things.

And the early morning 
Sunrise we once were
Turns crimson and indigo until it’s gone. 
And then, we are left with nothing. 

But, sometimes the buildings fall for a reason
And we don’t always drown when we swim. 
The cars keep driving on the road
And the sunrise is just as beautiful as a sunset. 
Within all good
There will be bad
And if we were born with the weakness to fall
I swear we were born with the strength to rise.

—Rebecca Rutte, Junior

—Selena Rathbone, Sophomore



18 Mostly Clever stuff

—Matthew Wendler, 7th Grade

—Miesha Neer, 7th Grade

—Kate Morano, 7th Grade

—Erin Herring, 7th Grade

—Elese Southard, 7th Grade

—Maranda Carrabba, 7th Grade

I Complain
The people who get killed for believing their religion

I complain somedays about going to church

The people who get tortured for what they wear as clothing
I complain about the size and color of mine

The people who starve to death
I complain about my meals for dinner

The people who sleep on rock and soil
I complain about the squeaks from my bed frame

The people who cry over no education
I complain about going to school everyday

The people who find positives in their miserable lives
Maybe I shouldn’t complain about my great life daily

—Sam Ernst, Junior
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—Daphne Fraser, 7th Grade

—Victoria Ranc, 7th Grade

—Kyle Meyers, 7th Grade

—Jacob Spoor, 7th Grade

—Baylie Boglioli, 7th Grade

—Maya Laubmeire, 7th Grade

Death and Eternity
 “I have my whole future ahead of me,
but somehow you weigh me down,” exclaimed Eternity.
“We will be stuck together almost affiliated like paper and glue. Sadly,
you cannot break free from my grasp,” said Death.
Death is adamant that Eternity must reside by his side forever.
But what happens when Eternity wants to leave? Must he live with this
persistent burden at his side for the rest of his existence?
“You could always kill me, but sadly I’m already dead and
You can’t leave.”
I’ll never be able to leave, but I have his company although
His presence plagues me. Why can I not leave this
Prison of Death. 

—Nancy Yaeger, Junior
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Artwork based on Lord of the Flies 
Some of Mrs. Waffle’s Sophomores chose to create symbols for a project on Lord of the Flies

Fire: Kaleigh Spencer

Conch shell: Tanner Sutliff

Piggy’s glasses: Rebekah Oliver

Graduation
Freedom
Peace
Happiness
It’s finally feeling accomplished
It’s beautiful
It’s finally here
Waiting
Hoping
Pushing forward
It’s thinking I’d never make it out
Let alone live this long
It’s working for a better me
Working
Sleeping
Crying
It’s the best day of my life
It’s the day I can be unapologetically me
It’s graduation

—Fallyn Rathbone (Falcon), Senior

Morning is a bridge
The sun envelops the darkness within your room.
The smell of fresh brewed coffee permeates
your nose.
Twelve hours until
the sun will disappear and then your eyes will slowly fade.
Time is ticking as you lay awake in bed.
Opportunities will be waiting at your door.
The whole world awaiting your every move.
Climbing out of bed with hope in your heart.
Morning is a bridge that you cross to make your dreams a reality.
Morning is a bridge that points you in the right direction. 

—Nancy Yaeger, Junior
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Independent Reading Projects 
Mrs. Waffle’s Juniors and Sophomores created independent book projects throughout the year, 
here are some great ones

—Meghan Brigham, Junior

—Sheridan Parker, Sophomore

—Emily Sellers, Junior

—Montana Tyler, Sophomore

—James Tuttle, Junior
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—Michael Merchant, Junior

—Michaela Lasher, Sophomore

—Montana Tyler, Sophomore

—Michael Merchant, Junior

—Jenna Gregory, Freshman

—Montana Tyler, Sophomore

—Cori DeFlumere, Sophomore

—Jenna Gregory, Freshman

—Michaela Lasher, Sophomore
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—Cori DeFlumere, Sophomore

I Won’t Forget
My heart.

My heart aches for something—
That something is unknown.

My dearest love,
My dearest love is gone.

I watched him;
I felt him;

And he was gone.
The time seems to go with him,

Yet, I know that time will always remain.
For, it was time that has shown me;

It was time that has allowed me to better understand.
Even though you are gone,
You have left pieces behind,
Clues that you are still here,

Clues that show you were real.
Even though it hurts,

All I can do is push forwards.
It is my burden.

I know that you would want me to be pleasant,
To smile,

And to enjoy life.
It will be onerous,

But I will be strong;
I brood of you daily;

I will never forget our time with each other.
Just know,

I love you forever.
—Jenn Colburn, Junior

—Sophia Garry, Senior

—Selena Rathbone, Sophomore
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—Hope Gengenbach, Senior

Broken Bones
Love is like a broken bone
You never ask for it, but it seems to find you
You don’t chose who you fall in love with
Or which bone you break
Love is like a broken bone because it hurts,
And there’s nothing you can do to stop it;
There’s no way around it
Some people learn to accept love and broken bones
Others can’t seem to live with either
Love is like a broken bone because sometimes
When something happens, you’re forced to let yourself heal
Your bones try and come back together just like a relationship
Sometimes your bones won’t heal and you’re forced to amputate
In love you sometimes have to cut people off
You’ve got to do what’s healthy for you
When you let your body get infected,
You have to deal with the consequences
Not taking care of your bones leads to more problems
Keeping someone toxic in your life leads to more heart break
Love is like a broken bone
Neither are easy to deal with
But both are best when dealt with accordingly

—Fallyn Rathbone (Falcon), Senior
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—Nancy M. Yaeger, Junior

Life Is Like a Camera

Life is like a camera,
Just focus on what’s important
And capture the good times,
Develop from the negatives
And if things
Don’t work out
Just take another shot.
Allow them to
Fully develop before
Giving up. Take
Multiple shots to
Have more memories,
Form a scrapbook
So you can look back at those
Good times.

—Joe Card, Junior

—Hope Gengenbach, Senior
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—Sophia Garry, Senior

—Nancy M. Yaeger, Junior

I love you
“I love you
I wish you were here,”
I say these words to her
“I miss you.”
“Come home,”
She doesn’t listen
“I can’t.
It’s too hard,”
She whispers through the phone
“You don’t understand
I can’t explain it,”
What she says shatters my dreams
“Okay.”
“Goodbye.
I love you.”

—Fallyn Rathburn (Falcon), Senior
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My work . . . is my legacy

“My work . . . is my legacy”
                          —Patrick Swayze
 
My work . . . is my legacy.
It shows what I did.
It shows what I have done
It shows my achievements in life.
It shows how I lived it.
It shows how I lived my
Life
To the fullest.
My legacy will always live on.
It will carry into the future.
I will always be remembered
Even after I have passed on.

—Matthew Danaher, Junior

Mom
She carries a smile
for the bad and good days.
She carries band aids
to help heal any wounds.
She carries sanitizer
to clean away the bad.
She carries happiness;
there’s always enough to go around.
She carries gloves
to warm whomever needs it.
She carries positivity
for anyone that’s down.
She carries anyone.
Nobody is too heavy.

—Rella Osuna, Junior

—Nancy M. Yaeger, Junior

—Selena Rathbone, Sophomore
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Untitled
As I am cleaning up my room
For the fifth time this week,
I stumble across a picture under a pile of dirty clothes.
Your smile was wide and your eyes were shining
And the sun hit you perfectly.
Turning the picture over and over 
Taking in your features again and again
This brings me to wonder how one person can change someone so much. 
Months of adventures
Days of emotions
Hours of laughter
It all floods back to me when I see your face, your brown eyes, your freckles covering your nose. 
You gave me life in a time of darkness
A heart when mine was cold
A hand to hold when the world felt empty
And now, with this picture in my hand, I stare at those brown eyes once again
I tore up the picture to throw it away
Because brown eyes aren’t the same after you love someone
And neither am I.

—Rebecca Rutte, Junior

—Nancy M. Yaeger, Junior
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—Selena Rathbone, Sophomore

The One that Got Away
The ocean as deep and blue as the ocean
The hot sun beating down on the peeling paint of 
the old fishing boat.  Over eighty days with no fish. 
Times are tough, but the old, wise man proceeds.
Most would give up by now, but he is too smart for that.
So he travels farther from the islands searching for the fish.
And finally, with a swift tug, a monster marlin is hooked.
The boat starts to be pushed around.
Fighting for three sleepless nights before the fish is tired.
The old man feels a hint of success, but he knows that was the 

easy part.
The trail behind the boat like an artist painting with a brush.
The shimmer and sound of the sharks coming near.
A swift strike of the harpoon through the shark like
A quill into a bottle of ink. But throughout the troubles
There is only so much one elder man can do.
The meat is gone, the remains are the skeleton
That cast a shadow of defeat over his shoulders.
But the lion sleeps tonight.

—Johnathan Rozanski, Junior
*inspired by Hemingway’s Old Man and the Sea
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Jealousy is a Razor
Jealousy is a razor.

You don’t think much of it until it starts to hurt you.
When you try and find new ways

To get a day where it doesn’t hurt you,
It doesn’t feel normal to you anymore.

You grow into the habit of having that same pain every day,
Until it’s forever a part of your everyday life.

—Sam Ernst, Junior

—Hope Gengenbach, Senior

—Nancy M. Yaeger, Junior
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Untitled
To speak
Or not to speak
That is the struggle
I am in constant turmoil with thoughts
In my head.
A never-ending battle, for which I 
Am a soldier
Marching my troops beyond the enemy lines
Of my own mind. 
My own civil war, right here in my skull. 
Always thinking, always worrying
A mile a minute, just to not move at all. 
My brain is my worst enemy, but 
It tells me it’s my best friend. 
My time to speak has gone
And so is my confidence. 
I tell myself I’ll get it next time
That I’ll let my thoughts pour out like a waterfall,
But I know I never will.

—Rebecca Rutte, Junior

The Little Things
Bills are due, but there is no money
Children are hungry, yet there is no food
Newspapers are scattered and there are no jobs
Panicking inside, but I can’t fall apart
Walking down the street, but no one knows
Covered by layers and layers of clothes
Still shivering from the cold, but I can’t let it show
Things changed for me, but not them
Dozens of interviews, but all they see are my clothes
Nothing except “I’m sorrys” and dirty looks
Holding it together while feeling their stares
My will power is deteriorating, but I think of them
Walking down the street with hope in my heart
A smile on my face and some brand new clothes
First interview went well, but I can’t give up
Finally a job, but the pay isn’t good
Minimum wage, still working hard
Food on the table, but isn’t enough
Stomachs are growling and my face forms a frown
The smiles on their faces makes my pain subside

—Nancy Yaeger, Junior
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—Hope Gengenbach, Senior

—LeeAnn Fuchs, Junior

The Cost of Revenge

Anger is a rope
Twisting itself around your muscles
Tightening its grip
Never letting go.

Until you avenge your anger.
As the rope gets tighter and tighter
You want more and more to avenge it.

So you find the person who angered you
And wrap them in the rope.

As you twist the rope around the person
The rope around you slowly loosens.
You keep twisting the rope around the person to loosen 

the rope’s grip on you.
Twisting tighter and tighter.
You squeeze the air out of their lungs until there is no 

more beat in their heart.

While the rope of anger has no more grip on you,
The rope of guilt starts twisting around you
Twisting tighter and tighter.

—LeeAnn Fuchs, Junior
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—LeeAnn Fuchs, Junior

—LeeAnn Fuchs, Junior

—Selena Rathbone, Sophomore
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Day of the Dead Drawings
These prints were colored by Spanish class students
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