The problem isn’t that the situation is complicated

It’s that it’s so. Damn. Simple

I’ve heard a thousand times from the voices inside my head, and those of my family and friends

that situations aren’t complicated, people aren’t complicated

and I hear another voice lost in the crowd remind me that people aren’t complicated, emotions are.

But if one’s lost the ability to feel, then to what fault is any complication due?

It’s not a feeling, more of a constant reminder.

In my head, every day. 

In the pit of my stomach, a twinge, a twist, a constant pain whenever I hear your name.

Deep in the back of my mind that’s so deep and dark and lost that nothing can get out.

And I know you left everything behind to leave behind everything,

The broken childhood

That tiny boy with the stutter and a sister whom you had to raise alone

And every single bully who ever called you out

But you forgot too quickly someone who wanted to make it all go away, who was the same.

But they remember.

And they can’t fucking let you go.

