
MASKS 
 

There were the starlit, breathlessly warm summer nights.  The moments when you are 
surrounded only by virtue.  Home from the battle when the armor can be removed.  Those 
special moments when you can be completely vulnerable.  The joy, laughter, comfort of 
union.  And dreams when one could still dream.  Only to know that the masks must be 
put back on for tomorrow's wars. 

 


