Line

My brothers in arms, today we march into the heart of the enemy. I see it in your eyes you know. The same fear that plagues my own. This is the one and only chance I’m going to give you to simply leave. You won’t be punished nor will you be called a coward. Fearing death doesn’t make you a coward. It makes you…. It makes you…. 
“Shit, Line! Right, right, got it. Let’s go again from ‘you won’t be punished’.”
You won’t be punished nor will you be called a coward. Fearing death doesn’t make you a coward. It makes you smart enough to recognise when self-preservation is called for. There is a line to be drawn between bravery and stupidity, unfortunately I don’t have the luxury to be smart in this situation so I will allow you the chance to do what I cannot.
For those of you who stay, you will have my undying…. Sorry my eternal…. 
“What the fuck does that say? My eternal undying respect. Who the fuck talks like this? Whatever, right, where am I starting from now? Right.”
For those of you who stay, know that you have my eternal, dying respect….
“god fuckin dammit, right let give it another go.”
For those of you who stay you will have my eternal undying respect.
“Fuckin nailed it. Right, sorry. Lets keep going.” 
And if we die then we will go down as legends but should we somehow defy the odds and survive the coming battle then this will be a day talked about for years to come. For those who will flee, while I will not blame you I cannot guarantee your survival should we lose, thus is war I am afraid. I will be leading the charge myself as is expected of me but I….. 
“wait fuck I think I skipped a line. Shit, what am I supposed to say?. Ah shit, right sorry, that one’s on me sorry. Lets try that again.”
When we charge we should do so without hesitation and most of all without fear. The only comfort I can offer you is that you won’t be charging in alone. I will be leading the charge myself, as is expected of me as your commander, I will not send you to your deaths if I were unable to face it myself and I will be honest with you. 
“Wait, what? That doesn’t make any fucking sense. Fuckin’ hell, what dull cunt wrote this? Uhm, I guess ill fuckin’ improvise seein as none of of you can seem to do your fuckin jobs, fuck me. (Someone from the side-lines says something) Oh fuck off and just get on with the scene.”
I will be honest with you I don’t want to die and I know the same goes for the rest of you we all have people to come back to. Some of you have wives and kids waiting for you to come home. Some of us have parents praying for our safe return but their prayers fall on false ears. The only thing that will get us out of this is some luck and our own will to live. 
“And…and….NO FUCK FUCK FUCK NO I had it that time…fuck I’m getting sick of this. Why the fuck did I agree to do this, Right where do I start now (in a condescending tone) Uhm…”
The only thing that will get us out of this is some luck, our own will to live and making sure that we kill all of them before they get a chance to kill us. Don’t look at them as human, that will only make this more difficult, they aren’t the same as us, we need to want to get out of this more than them that is how we survive.
“Yeah nah, what the fuck am I reading man? I thought this was supposed to be all inspirational and shit.”
“What do you mean we’re taking it from the top, you can fuck off if you think I’m starting again. I don’t fucking care what take we’re on, just edit the fucking audio or some shit. Nah, you know what? Fuck this, I’m not dealing with this shit. Fuck this, fuck you, fuck this piece of shit production and fuck you especially (pointing at whoever has been helping me this whole time.” (I storm out of the SU throwing any paper I’m holding and put a cigarette in my mouth before even leaving)


 
