1st Place

 9 -12th grades

Sophia Zimmerman

Is This the Love You Speak of?

If this is love,

I want none of it.

I’m short of breath,

My mouth is dry.


Is this the love you speak of?

I’m floating high on a cloud,

I don’t consider the dangers of falling.

I look down at the world,

The predictable life I left behind.

Thinking I’m better now,

Better not knowing.


Is this the love you speak of?

No wind left, mouth hung wide,

I begin to fall, and so does my pride.

The more I think about it,

The faster I fall.

I fall hard and lay there, not remembering to cry.


Is this the love you speak of?

It all comes back,

And the tears come in full.

Something is missing.

I go in search to find,

A substance to fill the hole.

The hole is the sadness,

The weakness, 

And the love that I have lost. 


Is this the love you speak of?

If this is love,


I want none of it.

