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From the “Tiny Warrior” Blog

Feather’s up, Y'all!  

I know Christmas is over, but that doesn’t mean we should stop thinking about GIVING.  

Many of our students are economically disadvantaged, but they still give because they understand 
more than most what it feels like to do without. Generosity and thankfulness come from the heart, not 
the purse. 

Many things we give do not cost money. In fact, the best gifts do not cost money. So, everyone can 
give great gifts and everyone has much to be thankful for. Look at me, I'm may only be two apples tall, 
but I give and care like I am two mountains tall!

Alright!  So!  Be giving!  Be helpful, and remember:  

Warriors are strongest when they are united.  WE are strongest when we support each other every 
day, all the time.  Give each other STRENGTH!

#Feathersup!!  
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Bleeding Speech
By Benjamin Sprayberry

I see a thousand caged birds
In cages of a million caged birds’ making.
Their beaks stamp’t shut by unwritten text
I see men and women, pierced by long, thin, black spikes.
Their mouths sewn shut half shut by their co-workers of 
string
No vowels here, only consonants
And as man slave to man, woman slave to woman
White slave to white, black slave to black
Young slave to young, old slave to old
Intellect slave to intellect, and Esiwekil,
Shells are left, no turtles to bear then
Vessels’ vestiges, rock to rock
Slam to dam
And dash, clash, crash in the glorious, gruesome silence of void 

Clipart by GDJ from OpenClipart
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Ballad Thing
By Jasper Sargent

On the shore a man lay melting
Pondering his bygone youth.

Listless, praying to glean a verse 
A tempest’s song of truth

He stares through wind-whipped sky
Sees no divinity enthroned 

Longs for, grasps at knowledge
Craves consciousness beyond his own

Flinging hopes seawards, he 
Stopped to beg for Triton’s mercy

But waves cannot grounds souls
Enraptured by obscurity

So captivated, too,
By a distant death bell’s sounding

An angel’s watery claw
Went unseen and sent him drowning.
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Not a Poem
By Benjamin Sprayberry

If you would read me,
Like a person, not a poet, 

Like a word-set, not a sonnet
Like a chat, not a blanket, 
I dare say you would find

An essay, not a song,
That it’s pointless, far too long,
That is written, just all wrong,
And careful eyes will find, here,
That no confine of structure, 

No ploy of sound or rhyme,
Can give this work some value,

Not even as a dime, 
Such is this pointless line.



By Abby Friedman

It’s 3 am, I still can’t sleep
Too many papers, deadlines to meet
Will I make it? I have no choice.
To get your diploma, you have no voice.

ACTS, SATS, all of this stress
My future counts on one standardized test.
All of these years to reach the top, 
Yet it’s senior year and it hasn’t stopped.

Anxiety, tears, all for a grade
Do teachers even care what toll it takes?
Will I make it? I have no choice.
To get your diploma, you have no voice.

Photo by Victoria Heath on Unsplash

Clipart by frankles from OpenClipart
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Allegory
By Benjamin Sprayberry

She woke up abruptly, pushing the red and white striped covers to her side and 
getting dressed at once, with the associated application of makeup and making of 
hair. She made quite the effort to look good, in spite of her weight and the terrible 
acne that rested mostly on her back and shoulders. “Good morning.” she told 
herself. It was a nasty habit of hers, but she could have been much worse off than her 
frequent soliloquy, occasional lapses in judgement, and such. She looked to her bed, 
sheets strewn, and decided against washing the aforementioned articles, or making 
her place of rest ordered. “I can always do it later.” She had told herself this for 
quite some time now.

She made herself some breakfast, the leftover apple pie from last night, with 
coffee, and as she ate her breakfast and had her coffee, she watched the local news. 
She consumed an egregious amount in her time before she had to go, of all the prior 
substances. She had taken a liking to the news because of the traits she shared with 
it. Though she would seldom admit to it, she liked to hear about disaster and drama, 
and the news liked to report it. It was the apex of mutualism, or perhaps it was 
parasitism. “Oh, the poor souls.” she would say, but it gave her much pleasure to 
know there were those worse off than her.

Once she had to work, she did so with as little effort as required. She was in 
debt, and she had neglected to pay it off for some time now. Her debt exceeded her 
annual wage, but she was okay with that, or had at least come to terms with it. She 
would pay it off eventually, she was sure. She enjoyed shopping a bit too much, to 
which her credit card could attest, but her credit was, remarkably, intact, for now.  
She carried, at work, and everyone knew it. She was one of the few who showed off 
her gun, subtly, by regularly keeping it where people could see it. It was fairly 
intimidating, but she was not angry enough at any of her coworkers to hurt them, 
although she was certainly reckless enough.
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She went through her day at work mostly blind to all around her, which is 
fine, as her line of work did not require any especially perceptive abilities. Her last 
job, as a police officer, did require perception, and thus she eventually failed to 
pursue that career. She still fancied herself an officer of sorts, but was now far too 
lethargic to do anything unless she happened to be the wronged party, and 
significantly so. Once she was done with work, she went to her mother’s house. Her 
father had been deported, and was slowly wasting away without food and water. She 
could not care less, in spite of the fact that the house she now owned was his.

She and her mother had had a tumultuous relationship, in the beginning, but 
since she moved out, her mother had found that she could not control her any 
more. Eventually, her mother just gave up, and let her have her own life. Now that 
she had matured, a bit, the two had come to have a healthy respect for one another, 
though the younger, as is typical of the youthful, often failed to live up to her 
mother’s standards in almost every respect. Her lack of hygiene, courtesy, exercise, 
and so forth was “inexplicably thoughtless” and her mother insisted that “I never 
raised you that way.”

Then, she went home, speaking to herself the whole way about what her 
mother had said and what her coworkers had discussed, behind her back or otherwise. 
“And who does she think she is, exactly? How can she lecture me on how to keep my 
house clean, when her house is so many times smaller?” It was true, she had the 
bigger house, but it was also true that much of it was frequently in disrepair, or it 
was at least unorganized. “She thinks she’s so proper, with her tea cups and fancy 
dinnerware!” She was not really angry at her mother, but if she went without 
something to rant at, she might realize her own deplorable state.
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She went into her home, or rather behind it, to her backyard, and placed five 
cans on a tree stump there. She stood at a distance of about fifteen feet, as her large 
house took up most of the backyard, and began shooting. “I’m a crack shot.” she 
reassured herself, and she was certainly good. She exhaled, and said, “Five for five.” 
before heading inside to reload. Once she had done that, she watched a bit more 
news, ate dinner, and took a shower. In the shower, she paid special attention to her 
face and hair, noting the blackheads spotting her shoulders passively, as dead black 
surface mines in a desert. “Reminds me of Black Spot.” She thought about going 
through and doing something about them, but dismissed it. “There will always be 
some I can’t reach on my back, and besides, my clothes cover them anyway.” She did 
not care much for hygiene, beyond that which improved her appearance, so she only 
passed over her arms and legs briefly. “They aren’t going to fall off for not being 
paid attention.” 

She finished her shower and came out to her main room, looking blankly out 
the window there, and she saw the raven she swore she would shoot one day. It was 
still, in her front yard. She, despite her accuracy, had not yet been successful, and 
she definitely was not going to shoot through her window for this opportunity. The 
window had long let the light into her house on every morning, and it was not 
something she was willing to sacrifice. So she turned on it, placing her gun under 
her pillow and sleeping in the same filthy bed as before, as the raven gave birth in her 
front yard. 
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I fold your memory within these pages 
written in the past, present, and future. 

How was there a time you weren’t 
a part of my life’s scripture?

I tell time from the last words 
we’ve spoken before I fall asleep. 

Swept away from our conscious dance
To waltz with you in my dreams.

Even the sunrise stretches out palms 
bearing blood red oranges 

and sweet strawberries.
At the close of day, I see you 

in the lengthening shadow of a tree 
extending arms towards me

I hear your voice speak in the rhythm of 
rain against the window pane.

The world is filled with you in scents 
and rapturous colors only.

I am never promised a moment
to see you, hold you close, nor
hear you whisper into my ear.
As I wrap my thoughts around

night’s pillow, I ponder how one
so beyond reach infuses the world 

with such beauty to my heart. 
I am blessed with the rarest 

understanding of love.

Dedicated to the loss of a father
Justin Yoshida

I am grateful to you
for strumming my chords

of poetic melody, for igniting
my mind's imagination into revelry,

permitting me to live beyond
the confining shores of reality,

inhabiting secret coasts of fantasy,
to a landscape inhabited 

by possibility. 
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