[bookmark: _GoBack]Scene starts war veteran sits in the chair opposite therapist on left side. He takes a sip of the a metal bottle container which sends him back into the battle.

The therapist - Heather
War veteran -  Michael

Heather: How are you doing today?

Michael: Not good

Heather: Have you been having flashbacks?

Michael: (looking at the floor)Recently I did….metal canteen.

Heather: (confused waiting for an explanation) Go on

Michael: I drank from a metal canteen, it sends me back into that fuckin’ hell hole.

(Heather let's Michael continue)

Michael: Our morale died along with sargent Miller, he was one to remember always knew how to keep our spirits up. Now we're stuck wading through this treacherous swamp, smelling the stench of horror which took the fate of our fallen brothers. ‘This trail is scucide’ dempsey proclaimed, the captain wasn't having any of it. ‘We move at 0500 hours’ Miller announces in a humble voice. ‘Plop’ my head beams across the water like a laser targeting system…. Just a fish. Relax, breathe. 

(pause)

I heard stories of people going insane in these jungles. Paranoia; routes start to look the same; going around in circles; you start to see things; make out shapes resembling those gook fucks. The slightest movement proceeds a hail of rounds only for the smoke to clear revealing nothing. Then hidden enemy strikes. That's when they got Miller fell from the tree and stabbed him in the neck, blood squirted out like a hose covering the face of the jap, 5 empty M1 garand clips evacuate the weapon as the ear shattering ping rapidly resonate throughout the jungle. Their bodies sunk into the bog, no time for mourning. There's a mission we have to do one leader down and were ducks wading through the stream, hunt or be hunted. I sip my canteen and move.








It was awful, the stench of horror as we waded through this treatrous, forsaken jungle,

hints of gasoline from the napalm suffocated my nostrils in a nauseating cloud, the remnice of fallen men turned to charcoal 

As I took a sip the metal washed water from the canteen, I sunk into a different world, above me was the wings of a helicopter turn(noise of a helicopter wings). Im laying in the bog waiting for the air strike to deliver fiery hell on the unsuspecting rats that lay before us so we can progress into the instinctual

who was slowing turning us into sensical killing machines in anticipation from ambush from the fucking gooks!
