pretending t- try G- Ge sley

ryen devid ginshery



to myself, we’ll make it through. we always do.
copyright © 2019. ryan david ginsberg.

all rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions
thereof in any form whatsoever without the written permission of the author.
basically, don’t print, copy, scan, upload, distribute, etc. my poems or any line
from my poems without my written consent. duh. we all know that's illegal. i
would say message me on my social media, as i did in my previous book, but
i’m not really about social media these days. so, i don’t know, send a carrier
pigeon or something. but then again, i’m not really about pigeons, either. i’d
prefer you send me a carrier owl, like they do in harry potter. actually, i’d
prefer to just live in the wizarding world of harry potter. that would be so
cool. but, instead, i am stuck living in this boring, muggle world. writing a
copyright page that nobody will even bother to read.

basically, back to the point of this page, just don’t steal my shit. it’s that
simple. but, you know, if you want to borrow some of my shit, that’s fine, all
that i require in return is that you buy me a snow owl and train it to send mail.
i would consider that a fair trade. and since i have written it and printed it, i
think that makes it a legally binding thing. right? i don’t know, i’m no lawyer.

isbn: 978-1096676140

this is the first edition of i am pretending to try to be okay.

okay, now stop reading this dumb copyright page and start reading my poems
instead. or, you know, start training my snow owl. either activity will suffice.



it's the night before the mixtape drops
and a bunch of dark thoughts fall in my head
what if it’s not everything i want it to be
what if it sounds real good to me
but it doesn't sound good to him or her or anyone

- jon bellion.
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an introduction.

these past few months have been very much like the
many, many months that preceded them. i woke, i wrote, i
worked, i ate, i wrote some more, i kissed my girlfriend, i told
her that i loved her, i slept, i repeated. from the outside, they
were all just another day. then just another week. then just
another month. then just another few months.

but they weren’t just another few months to me.

externally, yes, i was fine.

but, eternally, i was fighting a war against myself and the
many, many other selves that reside inside the self that
represents the totalities of the many, many selves that are me.

what i am trying to say, in far too many words, is these
past few months have been extremely difficult. not for reasons
love heartbreak or death, but rather for reasons that cannot
fully be explained or understood or truly believed unless you
lived inside my head. i wish i could bring you in, show you
around, introduce you to the demons that far too often control
my every move, but the best that i can do is collect the many
words that spill out and trap them in a book.

again.

i have been pretending to be okay for so long. well, that’s
not entirely true. you see, my poems have been sad all along.
but i’ve been trying to be okay. or maybe not. you see, i fear if
i am okay then i will no longer have any poems to write. and i
really, desperately, more desperately than you will likely be
able to understand, need to write poems. so, instead, i’ve only
been pretending to try to be okay.

hence, the title of this book.
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for me, i see these books—the one you are now holding in
your hands and for souls like mine, which i (self-)published
last may—as mixtapes. they were both written in short periods
of time. they were both (haphazardly) edited by myself. the
covers were both designed by myself—though i must admit, i
lazily used a royalty-free, pre-made format for the front cover
of for souls like mine; which, like most decisions i have made
throughout my life, i now thoroughly regret. the pages were
formatted by myself. the copyright was (poorly) written by
myself. and this humble brag, where i attempt to impress you
by casually telling you that i did all of this by myself, was
written by myself. and...you get the point:

these books are far from professional.

yet, i am extremely proud of what i have done with them.
every word—even the ones that are crippled by obvious and
egregious typos, and those whose meanings are lost in a mess
of poorly attempted grammar—is a fragment of my soul,
severed for you to peruse and to do with as you choose. maybe
that’s what makes these books so honest, the typos, the
mistakes, the flaws, because they were written by an
extremely flawed man.

or boy.

or whatever else you prefer to categorize me as, i no
longer mind.

in this book, like the last, i will be pouring out my soul for
you—whoever you are; hello! but i find the gesture odd, my
vulnerability, because it is not an adjective that can be used to
describe me in my regular life. you know, the life that we are
all forced to live. inside that physical world. the very physical
world that is quickly falling apart. in that life—the one filled
with far too many screens and far too many lonely nights and



pretending to try to be okay

far too many judgmental eyes and far too many wars and far
too many corrupt politicians and far too many systemic sins
and far too many...—i am extremely closed off. i am the guy
who can get anybody to open up, to tell their deepest secrets,
to reveal the wars that are waged inside their minds, yet i
reveal nothing.

nothing, nothing, nothing.

unless it is through poetry. unless it is through words that
i have written, then edited, then thrown into the trash, then
written again.

i do not consider myself a great poet. i don’t even
consider myself a good poet. adequate? maybe. maybe. 1 do
not expect my poetry to change your life. i do not expect it to
change mine. i only expect it to exist and in that existence to
reveal things about myself that i am far too cowardly to admit
in that physical world crippled by sins.

as my poetry will, undoubtedly, be crippled by typos.

i could sit here and act like those typos are deliberate. like
those typos exist with the intention of mirroring the world that
we live in. like those typos exist with the intention of bringing
attention to the fact that the words were written by flawed
hands. in my previous book, for souls like mine, 1 really tried
to justify the typos. but, in reality, the typos only exist in these
books because i am extremely bad at grammar and spelling
and proofreading and all other things that writers should
probably be good at. and i am far too broke to pay for a
professional to edit my work.

but i have already dedicated enough time to the typos.
they are unimportant. let’s speak about more important things:

me.

me, me, me.
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the man, boy, whatever who is so egotistical that he feels
the need to self-publish his own work. the man, boy, whatever
who is so egotistical that he truly believes his words deserve to
sit on bookshelves all around the world. the man, boy,
whatever who is so egotistical that he felt the need to write a
second book of poetry just to talk about how sad he is inside.

me, me, me.

the man, boy, whatever who hates himself so much that
he often thinks about killing himself. the man, boy, whatever
who has wasted years and years and years of his life lying in
bed, numbing himself with how i met your mother reruns,
plotting all the different ways he could do it. the man, boy,
whatever who once tried one of his plans on the freeway
somewhere in orange county, california. he just closed his
eyes and loosened his grip on the wheel and waited for sweet,
sweet relief. but that sweet, sweet relief never came.

it never does.

the suicidal thoughts come back every so often. new plots
and new schemes and new ideas and new dreams often come
with them. they tie themselves to the man, boy, whatever and
follow him everywhere he goes. he lies in bed with the woman
that he loves, and he thinks about killing himself. he sits
around the dinner table with his mother, father, and two
sisters, and he thinks about killing himself. he writes an
introduction to a book called pretending to try to be okay, and
he thinks about killing himself.

me, me, me.

but the man, boy, whatever is not always suicidal.
sometimes he is happy. sometimes he walks outside, feels the
sunshine on his skin, and smiles. sometimes he kisses his
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girlfriend with passion. sometimes he laughs without forcing it
to be. sometimes life is good.

good, good, good.

then his mind snaps. his chemicals go haywire. his heart
loses control. his soul is overrun with anxious thoughts and
suicidal schemes.

his smile doesn’t disappear, though. nor does his laugh. he
is a master at covering things up. at pretending to be okay.

at pretending to try to be okay.

except for in his poetry.

he is incapable of lying in his poetry.

that is why he writes it.

to force himself to be honest.

to look within and see what is truly going on.

me, me, me.

even in my honesty, i am deflecting. writing about myself
in the third person. acting like i am not him. like i am,
somehow, on the outside looking in. while, in reality, i am on
the inside. i am the inside.

i am the man, boy, whatever.

these poems are pieces of me.

this book you are holding is me in the only physical form
that i prefer.

poetry.

am i rambling?

maybe.

but that’s what i get to do when i self-publish my own
book. there is no editor telling me to simmer down. there is no
publisher telling me i am far too off-track. there is no agent
telling me to keep to the brand. there is no marketer to tell me
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that studies show people are not interested in reading the mad
ramblings of an unknown, self-declared poet.

there is only me and the computer i am typing on and the
voices in my head saying, “go on, go on, go on.”

and i go on.

it is exhausting. being me. or trying to be whatever me is
supposed to be. it feels like this body is shared by many,
many, many unnamed personalities. can you imagine trying to
make a decision with so many voices tossing in their
unwanted opinions? one day, i want to be this. so i be this. the
next day i want to be that. so i be that. the next day i want to
be something else. so i be something else.

can you imagine trying to love a person like that?

can you imagine?

try.

try to imagine.

you fall in love with a man, boy, whatever who says he is
this. you love this. you love this so much. but then he decides
he wants to be that. you don’t love that so much. but you love
him. so you learn to love that. it takes work, but you do it.
then, right when you are beginning to love that, he decides he
wants to be something else.

can you imagine trying to love a person like that?

can you imagine?

yet i continuously ask people to do it.

why?

because:

me, me, me, me, me, me, me, me, me, me, me, me, me.

and me goes on.

although the writings in this book can easily be
misinterpreted as the whining of an insane man, boy,
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whatever, it is not my intention to whine. there are many
different intentions that i have for writing this book:

one, to explore my mind through poetry.

two, to share the discoveries of my explorations with the
fools foolish enough to spend money on such foolish
discoveries.

three, to reveal to those who may find similar discoveries
inside their own minds that they are not alone. that there are,
in fact, others like them. like me.

four, to show my mother and father that i really am trying
to be a “successful” writer and 1 am not (only) a lazy kid who
refuses to move out of his parent’s house because he is too
weak to work a cubicle job that would provide him with a nice
salary and 401(k) and health insurance.

five, i am a firm believer that the best way to beat your
demons is to first admit that you have demons, then to take
those demons and shine the light on them as brightly as you
can—and i think the brightest way to shine a light on them is
to put them into a book for the whole world, if they so choose,
to see—and scream “you do not define me!”

six, (not really all that) deep down, i have this desire to be
a poet that is spoken about in coffee shops and bookstores and
libraries and wherever else hipsters—i mean scholars—hang
out in their free time.

seven, 1 have multiple manuscripts gathering dust on my
hard drive, and i am (not-so-)secretly hoping that an agent or
publisher or whoever else it is that makes books will happen to
somehow get trapped in a locked room with only this one
(self-published) book and that that publisher/agent/whoever
will then read this book and say, “i guess i can try to publish
those dusty manuscripts.”
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eight, i am terrified of death—which is really quite ironic,
coming from a man/boy/whatever who often lusts for death—
and i believe there is immortality in written word.

nine, i egotistically enjoy the high of seeing my name on a
“real” book. and i desperately need another hit.

ten, 1 believe there is nothing this world needs more at this
moment than poetry. let us, together, flood the streets.

and i go on.

will this ever end?

i don’t know.

maybe.

eventually.

but not yet.

you will find in my writing tiny hints of attempted
comedy. i do this because sincerity terrifies the living hell out
of me—and all that lives inside of me is hell, so if i allowed
myself to be too sincere then i run the risk of scaring the
entirety of myself away.

you see? that was an example of attempted comedy.

here is another example, it comes from a poem that i
decided not to include in this book (though i guess i am now
deciding to include it):

every time i get anxious i try to fight it off with a joke
that’s why i’m constantly knocking on doors
in the middle of every conversation

i would love to promise you that the poetry that did make
it into this book is far better than the prior poem. but that may
be a lie.

remember, i said i am only (at best) an adequate poet.
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this attempted comedy is often so bad that it requires
extensive explanation just for you to say, “oh, i see what you
were attempting to do there.”

but i will not provide you with the required explanations.

let’s get back to the point:

i am terrified of how vulnerable i allow myself to be in
my writing. it scares, like i said, the living hell out of me. it
feels like i am walking into a sold-out auditorium and
stripping all of my clothes and standing on stage for the entire
audience to see.

so, to relieve some of the nerves, i sprinkle in some
attempted comedy. my way of trying to say:

i really don’t care.

but i do care.

ido, ido, i do.

this book is not just random words.

it is my soul.

i have said it before and i1 will say it again.

this book is my soul.

i have said it before and i will say it...

(attempted comedy.)

your judgment over the words inside this book hurts me
infinitely more than your judgment over my skin or my
possessions or my accolades ever could.

these words are as me as me can ever be.

typos and all.

and i go on.

i’m almost done.

1 promise.

let’s get back to the title of this book. of this collection.
pretending to try to be okay.
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i want to be okay, i really do. but i have a hesitation in
me. a hesitation that i can’t seem to shake. you see, i have
been broken for so long that i am afraid i will be unable to
recognize myself if i am no longer broken. happiness, an
emotion i experience every so often, feels so foreign to me
that i often reject it by blasting a playlist aptly titled sad.

maybe it’s because the myth “all good artists are tortured
souls” has been so spoon-fed to me that i subconsciously
believe it to be true. maybe that’s why i torture my own soul.
for art’s sake.

everything i do is for art’s sake.

maybe that’s why i cut my veins open and spill my blood
onto the page for your judgmental eyes to feast on.

or maybe i am unfixable.

or maybe there is no such thing as broken. maybe there
are just billions of souls trapped on this thing called earth and
these souls have no choice but to suck it all up as they are
forced to endure this thing called life.

but they will be rewarded in the end.

with death.

and 1 sit here, passing the time by writing and self-
publishing a collection of poems, patiently waiting for my
reward.

shall i go on?

no.

i think this shall suffice.

10
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i made you cry again tonight.

it seems to be happening more and more, lately.

i don’t mean to make you cry, but i always seem to find a
way.

i know you worry about me, i worry about me, too; and i
know you are afraid of the things that i can do, i am
terrified, too.

i hate these hands and this mind and the thoughts and
plans and schemes that travel between them both.

i know they don’t mean to harm me, it’s just sometimes
the light in my heart is too dark for them to know
where they are going, you know?

this breath in my lungs is really heavy, the heartbeats are
painful against my ribs, and sometimes this earth
doesn’t quite feel like home to me.

they only want me to be happy, as do you, as do i, and i
promise i am trying to be okay.

or i am trying to try, pretending to try, i don’t know.

my mind is a scary place to be and i’m so sorry i ever
introduced you to all these dark roads.

i am sorry that i shook your hand with this hand of mine
that wants so badly to wrap itself so tightly around
my neck, wrap its fingers around a gun, a rope, a
bottle, i don’t know.

i try not to listen as it schemes with my mind.

i only try to look at you, but you are covered in tears and
my mind and hands are still scheming and you are so
afraid.

me, too.

me, too.

15
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i am not writing this book for you.

1 am writing it for me.

i am writing it because i am fucking terrified that if i don’t
write this book then i will do something i can never
take back.

i have demons.

they swim beneath my skin and, though i attempt to fight
them off, too often i am weak.

so 1 am writing, instead.

words that may be last, though i pray that they are not.

war is such a terrible thing.

it can break you in ways almost impossible to see with the
naked eye.

but i can feel it inside.

i am breaking.

S0, NOW 1 am writing.

i am pretending to be okay, trying to be okay, pretending
to try to be okay, whatever you want to call it, but 1
am not fucking okay.

iam not, 1 am not, i am not, i am not, i am not writing this
book for you.

1 am writing it for me.

16
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sometimes my mind is blank.

an empty void

filled only with silence.

and other times my mind is chaotic.

a stormy night

filled with screams that never cease.

i search desperately for a place in the middle.

a place where my thoughts have enough room to grow and
enough water to nourish them without drowning them out.

but all i can find are droughts and stormy nights.

silence and loud screams.

words that mean nothing.

and words that are far too loud.

i want to find some middle ground.

some sanity.

some happiness to sprinkle upon this miserable life that i can’t
seem to evade.

but the nights are too dark and the days are too hot and my
legs are too weak and there are a million more excuses for
why i continue to delay my journey to a better place.

fear.

i wonder why i fear happiness.

why i fear normality.

why i fear a calm heart with a smile across my face.

why i fear...

but i can’t stop.

iam crippled by it.

17
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when i was 8 years old i thought the world ended with my
city limits.

when i1 was 8 years old i thought i could reach out and
touch the stars.

when i was 8 years old i thought my mother was god.

when i was 8 years old i thought my father was invincible.

when i was 8 years old i thought my dreams were
glimpses into the future.

when 1 was 8 years old i thought everyone within view
was my friend.

when i was 8 years old i thought rainbows were made
from magic.

when i was 8 years old i thought kindness was my
superpower.

when i was 8 years old i thought every picture i drew on
my bedroom wall was majestic.

when i was 8 years old i thought my dogs understood my
every word.

when i was 8 years old i thought i was in love, many
times, with many different young girls whose hands
just happened to be covered in cooties.

when 1 was 8 years old i thought that dime i found on the
floor that one afternoon was worth a fortune.

when i was 8 years old i thought ice cream was an
inalienable right, though i didn’t know what the word
inalienable was at the time.

when i was 8 years old i thought my teacher was the
smartest person on the planet.

when i was 8 years old i thought that bruise on my knee
would be the death of me.

18
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when i was 8 years old i thought dinosaurs still existed,
somewhere, and that one day my parents would take
me to that somewhere and i would be able to pet
them and maybe even ride them and maybe, if i was
really, really good, i’d be able to take one home and
introduce it to my dogs.

when i was 8 years old i thought every smile was real and
every promise was unbreakable.

but now i am 25 years old and i no longer waste my time
with such silly thoughts.

19
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billboards pass through my peripheral:
eat this,
drink that.
do this,
be that.
leaking into my subconscious
until i no longer know
who is in control—
me
or some random billboards
on the side of the street.
but i am hungry
and 1 know for a fact
that carls jr.
is having one hell of a deal.
so i exit the freeway
and make a right.

20
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i’m building the railroad,

hoping that one day the people will ride.

1’m watering the dirt,

hoping that one day the flower will rise.

1’m buying journal after journal,

hoping that one day my pen will finally write.
i’m chasing the rainbow,

hoping that my mother was right.

21
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i build expectations higher than any reality could ever live
up to. i build them into the stars and wonder why
these earthly things can never reach them. i want my
dreams to be much more than just dreams, i want my
dreams to have dreams and those dreams to have
dreams and i want my reality to exceed each and
every one of those dream's dream's dreams.

i dream about my arms extending, not only beyond the
atmosphere of earth, but outside of the milky way
galaxy. but my arms can only reach a couple of feet
and my body is immediately filled with
disappointment and grief.

maybe mountains should be enough. or simply these
rolling hills. but, no. i want a universe in the palm of
my hands. and then i curse those very palms for not
being able to hold it all.

expectations.

one day, they will be the death of me. but don't get me
started on what i expect in my death. because i'm sure
heaven will never be enough.

i want more. i demand more. i need more!

but all i have are rolling hills and palms that are far too
small and dreams that continue to dream of better
dreams that my short arms can never reach.

22
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i am choking.

on thoughts

and regrets

and deaths

that have not yet occurred.

i see dreams being crushed,
families being lost,

futures remaining unfulfilled.

a paper cut becomes a severed leg
and a sandwich with mustard,
though i specifically asked for no fucking mustard,
hits my week like a hurricane.

i am dramatic,

neurotic,

anxious,

fearful,

and regretful for decisions

i have yet to even make.
sometimes i just need to stop
and take a deep breath,

but my lungs don't seem to work
and this air is far too thin

and i can't breathe.

i am choking.

23



ryan david ginsberg

i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.

i am not okay iam not okay.
i am not okay Gub sre dey o will e i am not okay.
i am not okay iam not okay.

i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay, i am not okay.
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my mind is like a body of water—
sometimes it is a quiet pond,
but today it is a raging river
and the waterfall
is quickly approaching.

25
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it is far too easy to take this bullshit thing called life too
seriously. but here's the thing: a life not laughed at is
a life not lived. you look stupid, you make bad
decisions, there are scars that taint your otherwise
perfect skin, nights lost to a racing mind filled with
regret. you didn't kiss her, but you should have. you
didn't love him, instead, you chose to neglect him.
you gave up on your dreams far too easily, choosing
instead to listen to the whisperings of society, locking
yourself inside a secure little cubicle.

it's fine. laugh it off. life is not that serious.

billions of years passed before you were ever even
conceived. and billions of years will pass after your
death.

so laugh it off.

you look stupid, it's true, but one day that stupid look of
yours will be forgotten forever. you make bad
decisions, but one day you will be dead and billions
of years will pass and your bad decisions will be
hidden beneath a billion more bad decisions. there are
scars on your skin, but one day that skin will be
buried six feet beneath the earth, then eventually that
skin will fade along with the earth it is buried
beneath. so why are you wasting your time with so
many regrets? you didn't kiss her, you wish that you
did, but you didn't, and that's okay because there are
still so many women out there waiting for you to kiss
them. you didn't love him, you should have, but,
instead, you chose to neglect him, luckily for you
there are still billions of other men left in the world to
love. you gave up on your dreams, locked yourself

26
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inside a secure little cubicle, but there is still time,
tell your boss to fuck off, along with the society that
whispered all of those lies in your ear, and pursue
that dream you so nearly forgot about.

billions of years passed before you were ever even
conceived. and billions of years will pass after your
death.

but for now, the clock overhead is only ticking by the
second.

there is plenty of time to make a change.

so laugh it off.

life is not that serious.

27
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am i wrong for wanting to run away? am i wrong for
daydreaming about cabins so deep in the woods that
god himself couldn’t even find me? am i wrong for
wanting to leave everything and everyone behind?
am i wrong for wanting to take all these books off my
shelf—some written by me, others written by men
and women long, long, long dead—and run and never
look back?

my mother tells me i am far too young to think the way
that i do.

“life is not pointless, there is so very much to be joyous
about, my son,” she says, but tears keep running
down my cheeks, nonetheless.

am i wrong for wanting to shout at her? am i wrong for
wanting to tell her to give up on me already? am i
wrong for wanting her to forget that i exist? am i
wrong for wanting her to hate me? am i wrong for
thinking everything would be easier if 1 just
disappeared?

my girlfriend tells me she is afraid.

“i don’t know what to do when you get like this,” she says
to me as her eyes fill with fear and my eyes fill with
indifference.

am i wrong for wanting to tell her that she can’t save me?
am i wrong for wanting to bring her with me? am i
wrong for being too afraid to let her go? am i wrong
for not wanting to walk down this road all alone? am
i wrong for wanting to tie her up with guilt and pack
her bags full of obligations and drag her to the cabin
not even god could find?

am i wrong?
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pretending to try to be okay

when i was young, i knew that i was special.
i knew i was destined for amazing things.

i knew i was bound to change the world.

i knew i was placed on this earth for a reason.
1just knew it.

but so much of what i knew in my youth
turned out not to be true.

like santa claus.

like fairy tales.

like the nerd gets the girl.

like 1 am special.
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ryan david ginsberg

i find myself on this path
with no idea where it leads

i take a pen to my veins

and let them bleed

all these words

that nobody even bothers to read
or comprehend

i send my soul

into the world

through metaphors

that even i don’t understand
1’m just a man

and these veins

sure love to bleed

and my feet

sure love to wander this path
wherever it leads.
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pretending to try to be okay

i grow my hair long, not because i like the way it looks,
but because weeds always seem to grow in
abandoned gardens.

you will not find roses here in my mind, only thorns on
withering bushes and insecurities on overwatered
thoughts.

you took all the hope away from me, along with all the
seeds, cut the roots to all my dreams then sat and
watched them bleed.

and me, you left shattered and afraid in a garden that was
never meant to be traveled alone.

the path here is so wide, it was made for two, but my
body walks it on its own and my hand is so cold as it
rests empty by my side.

do you ever think of me or this garden or the roses that
used to be?

or what about this path we used to walk or this tree we
used to kiss beneath or do you ever just sit and think
of me?

i grow my hair long, not because i like the way it looks,
but because it reminds me of the garden we once had
together—

the one now consumed by weeds and long hair and dead
dreams.
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ryan david ginsberg

i am right here, waiting for you to look up,

but you are scrolling on that tiny screen in your hand and
my cheeks are getting tired from the plastered smile
on face that is waiting so eagerly for you to look up
and discover it.

it’s for you.

this smile and this dinner that took over two hours to
prepare and this glass of wine that i poured, just look
up, we’re all waiting.

what is so important on that screen?

i look down and see that our dinner is growing cold and
my hands are growing old and the wine might just be
exactly what i need to numb this pain in my cheeks.

i pick up the glass and take a sip, which turns into a chug.

i feel the wine dripping down my cheek, onto my neck,
onto the shirt that i wore just for you.

you say i don’t dress up enough, but tonight i did, because
1 wanted to be fancy, for you,

but you haven’t even looked up to see my shirt and it
already has a stain on it.

i pick up the fork, the knife, and begin to eat the now cold
dinner,

hoping you will join me soon enough.
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pretending to try to be okay

then he looked at me and said,
"son, there are three versions of the past.
there is what you remember:
the way her hair flowed through the wind,
the sensation of her fingers sliding into your own,
the ecstasy of her lips and her hips.
then there is her recollection:
the way you held her for a second too short,
the way your eyes wandered to flesh that wasn’t hers,
the way your lips smiled yet your eyes remained cold.
then there is the truth:
that two souls connected and intertwined,
lit fires and danced around with limited time,
but eventually their gravitational pu