The Price of Peace





	Completely consumed by fear, I break down once again.  I seek refuge in the dark solitude of my bedroom and sit and cry.  I cry until the tears stop flowing or I fall asleep.


	There are times that I wish to myself that I could fall asleep forever so that the tears might stop for good and I wouldn't have to love him anymore.  I wish to leave the dark solitude and enter the light.


	I'm standing here in broken armor preparing for the battle that will break down the walls of pain.  I'm longing to step into the partial peace of life on Earth.


	Our hurtful words become so severe that physical pain can be their only reply.  Physical pain that we inflict on eachother while our friends are stuck in the middle trying to remain neutral.


	They encourage me to break up with him, but it's so easy for them to say.  Their only duty is to sit on the fence and give their commentary on the situation.  They tell me what I should and shouldn't do all of the time.


	I don't listen.  I follow my heart, which only digs the hole deeper.  I'm scared into staying.


	His constant threats are just too much to bear.  I don't know why i believe him.  Most of the promises he makes get broken just as quickly as they are made.


	I stay because I'm scared.  Scared for my reputation, scared for my friends, scared for my life.  Not only do I fear him, I believe that I can change him.  That if I stay just a little longer, he's going to realize what he's doing.  He'll forget about the rules he's set for me and allow me to talk to my close guy friends again.  I've begun to lose all hope.  I realize that his changing is as inevitable as Bill Clinton sleeping with his own wife.


	He's so much to me.  I thought he was the type worth putting all of my time and energy into.  I do just that, but the feeling doens't seem to be mutual.


	Contrary to popular belief, he's not the friendly, outgoing, Christian guy that he appears to be.  Much like the saying, "beauty is only skin deep," his caring image gives way into the side of him that is jealous, dishonest and possessive.


	Around most people, he treats me like the center of his world and we appear to be a happy couple.  Around our close friends, I'm nothing more than a sex object or, if we're fighting, a heartless bitch.


	Still, I stay with him.  I don't want to let down the people that think we're so cute together and I don't want him to follow through with his threats of ruining my reputation or even killing himself.


	So I stay.  I stay inside my cell of madness.  I'm held inside his cocoon of obsession he so thoughtfully made just for me, but it won't let go.  I'm sure my mom is right, one of us is going to kill the other.


	If I leave, how would he react, what would he do?  Believe me, I want to leave, I know this isn't right or healthy, but what about him?  Am I selfish for feeling this way?


	As the barrier grows thicker, the battle seems more impossibe to win.  I stay in my armor, maybe it will suppress the pain.	


