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JESSA 

And what are you still struggling with today? 

 

BRENDAN  
What? 

 

JESSA 

What are you still struggling with today? 

 

BRENDAN 

What am I struggling with… 

Nightmares. 
Compulsive reliving. 
Recklessness. 
Destructive behavior. 
I have problems with intimacy. 
I am emotionally explosive. 
I distrust authority. 
Chronic mental ailments. 
Chronic insomnia. 
Persistent paranoia. 
I suffer from hallucinations. 
Instant stress. 
Shame. 
Anger. 
Isolation. 
Flashbacks. 
Fear. 
My doctor prescribed me alprazolam. And for my insomnia, I have to take 40 mg of 
remoran 

a day, no more or I get the shits. But I ‘ve stopped taking medication. Because if I do, 
I fall asleep, and then my dreams become violent. I never let myself sleep long 
enough 

to dream. I am always watchful. Hyper vigilant. In a room, I will always choose the 
corner, from which I can observe everything, especially the door. I only go out early in 



the morning or late at night. I go to the mall around closing time, when there is 
nobody left, except the washed-out cashier, who doesn’t want anything except to go 
home. 
 

I tried working, I tried marriage, but everything I touch gets broken. I was trained to 
destroy, that’s why I never had kids. I can’t trust myself. You become what you do. I 
would like to be back who I was before. But taking medication isn’t going to give me 
back my soul. The pills aren’t going to make me forget what I have seen. They aren’t 
going to take away what I ‘ve done. I have touched more dead people in one year, 
than I have touched living people in an entire life. One day you’ve just seen too many 
dead, and now they come back to life. They stand up from their graves and ask me 
for help. The dead fill the seats. They weren’t meant to become human again. They 
weren’t human when I killed them. Look, war is impersonal. Death is random. We, the 
survivors, protect ourselves by making the killing impersonal. The dead are 
‘enemies’, body counts, objects, anything but human. The children, that was the 
hardest, I couldn’t turn them into objects. But when they come towards you, with a 
bomb strapped to their body, you have no choice, you have to bring them down. And 
then they call you ‘baby-killing junkie’. 
 

But how was I supposed to be human. I had to stop feeling. But one day you have to 
dig up all those corpses in your head. If you ever want to become human again, you 
have to dig them back up. And you have to say goodbye to them, one by one, with 
your battered heart wide open. And then you have to feel the pain. No wonder I’ve 
already had two heart attacks. 
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