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i My Angel

Re
member | By Nathan perr,
By Ashley Baxter | My angel ever at my si
How lovely yo y side
[y YO0 mustibel

I look out to the distance

your home in heaven

Silence | To guard
- . people |j
It's a quiet day / When I'm farglsvgke =
I know why. Or maybe hard aty from home
My poppy on my left side | Tknow you wijj e
To my heart { From harm a, prOtect me
My soul, and | Your beau“fu,ong the way.
| Isee not, thouand shining face

gh You are near.

In the distance I e
hear the last stand. | 1 Cannot?‘lzanaellsyS f?f your lovely vojce
ear. (

T nra e e
ny like this could I Y pPray you are a
! our prayer is just f praying too,

I stand there

Make me cry
They died to save us I But when | r me

. slee j
Another generation will ' | Touare Watchinp YOu never do,
live because they died : g over me.
Silence. I ._’,_.nff"‘—\‘—hn\q‘_' -
So row on row the poppies will blow [ e i

Dreams

We will stand, and remember
By Ashton Glasgow

A dream
Dreams are likea m
your head '
Sometimes filled with happiness
sometimes filled with dread

They play and play in your head
t's what my teacher said

ovie that play in

| Remember
| At least tha :
By AShIEY Baxter What my teacher said made me think
in my head o
What would my dream sound like if it

1 study the room
Cold with wooden walls

s read?
Sitting alone all 1 want to do is cry. wa

Memories of us flow like rivers in my mind

1 remember your smile, and
The way you laughed when 1 tickled you.

1 remember you telling me to be strong
When you saw me Cry. Il am
The room gets colder when I remember
How you held me in the winter, but By Na
\Where are your arms now? than Perry
As tears run down my face Iamth
I € glory of wonder

I remember your last words wond _
Ih €r Creativity of my own

Before you drove away, 1 |ove you honey
and soon we will be together again.”
he remembers me up there?

Do you think
Do you think he's saving me a place beside am the on|
him in \_‘\eaven? I pretend i h); one
The hospital called and I remember I feel the love Ve no fear
I'touch oth Is gone

Iw €r people”
orry that the sky vsw_ﬁoft;I”to feel

Cry out a w,
: aterfa||
: Suan;jirstalnd life itselr
I dreanstt?)'gfyiz A
! u will lo
y to €scape from thevga?:le

I hope t
0 See
Iam tomOrrovaﬂother day

When you never left my side when 1 was sick
Now, I never leave your grave.

10 THE VOICE | Issue 10 | May 2010



~ Trying to Fight
By Ashley Baxter

Trying to fight through the days
A step at a time isn't helping
A tear a day makes it worse
It just won't go away
Flashbacks by day
Horrors at night
It just won't go away
Every person is scarier than before
Every dream is worse than the last ="
Another bad memory =
 Another ruined day
So uncomfortable
Nothing to say
Hidden in my clothes
It just won't go away
Don't want to talk
Just leave me be
What do you want with me
I just wanna cry
Trying to fight through the days
A step at a time isn't helping
— A tear a-day makes it worse 2
It just won't go away
Flashbacks by day
Horrors at night
It just won't go away
So uncomfortable
Hidden in my clothes
It just won't go away
Please just go away

Lookin’ at you
By Nathan Perry

As I look at you
YOU remind me <I)f a gi
r irl
\\//VVho S I:')een there forgme
hen I'm looking at you.

I'm dreamin
! g about bej i
with al| my heart, S
I don't want to be 3 zer,

’ 0 t
UST say 1 M LooKnG ATOY)(/)?JUI I want to be a hero.

You and loving yoy

You

By Ashley Baxter

So crisp

So green

He has come true, and

I thought dreams didn’t come true

I thought wishes were

Only wishes, but

I was wrong.

Holding my hand is the man I wished
upon a star

Walking beside me is a dream I once
dreamed, and

Now it’s all real.

Life got hard

Then you became real, and

Life disappeared

I could do things I would've given up on

Now I'm alive.

So crisp

So green

Here in your arms

Here in my dream come true

Which is you.

A Dream She Will Never Forget
By Ashley Baxter

A quite sleepless night

She tosses and turns

Sweating violently through the clothes she wears
Staining the sheets below

A dream she will never forget.

He stands with his arms open wide, but

Her feet won't let her go.

The rain beats against her window

The wind brushes a tree against the house, but
She won't wake.

She screams his name

He doesn’t move, and

He's slowly walking away

And she can’t chase after him.

Her father will never come for her

Only in her dreams does he

Love her.

Laying awake now

With tears streaming down her checks.

A dream she will never forget
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