
 
 

 

The battle that we fought 
                               A freestyle poem by Sathya Shree Doddapaneni 

 
 
 

Soldiers trudged on whether it was wind or ice or snow 
Seeking something much more valuable than gold or diamonds 

The soldiers were looking for liberty 
They marched on after their commander 

Right left right left  
They went on  

The soldiers knew what was right 
They knew what was wrong 

Halt. 
The word echoes through the air reaching every soldier 

The time for battle has begun  
The enemy British banyots all raised at once 

Thousands on metal balls shot through the icy blue sky 
Americans fired back  

People fell  
The blood of fallen soldiers stained the snow 

In the end though 
Liberty won 

Thus ends a crucial battle in the snow 
The Battle of Princeton  
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