***POETRY – 6TH GRADE***  


3rd Place				Daydream				Avani Doshi
The Seven Hills School, Walnut Creek
Teacher: Kirsten Woods


Like shards of light, cracking through the darkness, 
Or wisps of smoke, clouding the mind.
Like the bright green hue of a newly bloomed seedling.
It’s never too broad for the limited mindset,
Or too insignificant for the radical mind,
It holds the keys to the past,
And has a guide to the future.
The happiest of people have it,
The most dismal lack it,
But it is always lurking in the depths of one’s memory.
It travels from one body to another,
Like a rumor, spreading like wildfire.
It could carry a weight heavier than stone, 
Or it could be light as the wind.
It’s like getting lost in a good book,
It’s always there, but never to be seen 
Like embers engulfing a city in darkness,
But also, that shred of hope on a bleak day.
Like a fierce wind biting at your skin,
Or the gentle touch of a bird's feathers
Like the waves crashing down onto the shore,
Or the gentle rippling of a pond filled with wildlife. 
Like the warming embrace of dawn, 
Or the yearning call of dusk. 
Like the overgrown shrubs in a garden, 
Or a vast meadow full of flowers.
Once again, it changes shape.
