 
A Case of Mistaken Identity
 

I am alone, separated
from those who protect me
from those whom I protect
The night’s confusing collage
of shouting, of crying,
of bullets piercing the air,
of crashing through underbrush
gives way to the quiet of dawn
no one to be seen
no one to be heard
beyond my solitary self

Where am I? 
What now?
What next?

Rustle of leaves underfoot
voices muffled in the distance
suddenly interrupt the silence
I step behind a tree
its massive girth shields me

from yet unseen intruders
until I determine friend or not

Images emerge from the forest
I peer from my safe haven
I hold my breath, then release
the air from my lungs
as I move into the clear
smiling, thanking lucky stars
when the muzzle flash
foretells the bullet smashing
into my chest, hurtling
me backward, blood
staining the ancient tree
whose shelter I abandoned

Why?
I am one of you
You are on my side
I am enveloped in
advancing darkness
energy draining from within

Who?
A raw recruit hungry
for his first kill?

My soul reaches out
with concern and pity
for while I am no more
he faces decades of guilt
over his fatal error

He will...won’t he?

