Masks

It starts simple, when you meet someone new. You put on a mask to hide the little things in your life. Then, as we come back from war we put on more masks, because I know things no one can know. Then we mask the fact that people are really annoying. Then we put on a mask at home because our wife has stopped accepting who we are inside and just rolls her eyes if you give her a little honesty. Do other people really want to see behind our masks?
	On that first date, you want to see a mask. She is the perfect angel you saw, whether for beauty or brains, brawn or weakness. That is what you want to see on that date. The perfect vision you have of them. Because, if a date drops everything on you on the first date, you will bolt out like a volcano erupting. They must give it to you slowly, in order for you to process it properly. Then you may still leave, just later.
	As for coming back from war, this is a bit different. You have things in your head no one wants to know, especially you, but you do know them. You saw them, heard them smelled them, touched them, felt them and by God know them by heart in your dreams. People can’t know some of these things, because you were told they can’t. Other things they can’t understand but might try. You hurt walking in a Walmart because you know there is someone in there that will do something stupid, and you may have to be a soldier again. You can’t take down that mask that says I’m strong, even though your wife treats you weak. You wear a mask at church that says I belong, even though you feel you never really will.
	People will never understand how much it hurts, both physically and mentally. They look at you as if you are the same as any other person out there. You never will be because they have not been through hell. Hopefully, they never will. Why do they have to treat me like a hero? A hero is a fool who get other people killed. I just did a job. One I wanted to do for life, but unfortunately only did for a few years. I am no hero.
	When people get a glimpse behind our mask. They always ask, “do you feel that way, now?” Of course, I feel that way now you idiot! Though, we say, “no it was a fleeting moment.” Another mask goes on. We stack it with the others. They don’t want to talk to the real me. They would not even talk to the real me. Bury yourself in whatever it is you do and become a turtle. Don’t ever let the world see me. 
