The Battlefield
	I don’t remember the day it happened. Or maybe I don’t want to remember, but it was late in the evening when we heard the gunfire. At first, it was as though the neighbor kid had set off a packet of fireworks. Then the sharp, piercing sounds rang out in the coming darkness.
Unsure of where the whistling projectiles were coming from, we ducked behind a stack of sandbags. Sirens began to sound off with alerts. The hurried footsteps of people running by reached a fevered pitch, like a stampede of cattle.
	I looked up into the sky, but the city lights obliterated the stars. The only twinkling was from the position lights of the helicopter flying overhead in search of the source of the gunfire. We stayed in our position waiting for the all clear.
	As quickly as the popping started, it ceased. Did the perpetrators complete their mission, or were they caught in a snare of return fire? The helicopter overhead continued sweeping back and forth above us. The spotlight was blinding as it swiveled up and down the now barren streets. We slowly crept out of our makeshift bunker and took stock of each other.
	The only casualty of the night was our drinks. Who knew that we would come home from Iraq and enter a war zone on the streets of New Orleans? That the specter of death would follow us home was sobering. There were no more drinks that night. The joy of being home was shattered.
