Visions of a kill:
The Ray Truth Monologues
CHAPTER 2: “I almost killed A MOCKINGBIRD”
BOOM-BOOM.
BOOM-BOOM.
BOOM-BOOM.
Ray’s heart pulsed with the heartbeat of a cold
assassin. Flashes of his former career as a marine shined
brilliantly in his mind seconds at a time, only to vanish just
as quickly. The air was as icy as his resolve, as he was
determined to eat that night.
I gotta survive.
I gotta Eat.
nobody gives a fuck.
the world is cruel.
A Mercedes arrived at the intersection – An older,
Caucasian couple, blissfully unaware. Ray quietly marveled
at how indifferent people would be to their own safety; the
fact that their lives could be put to an end in half of a
second.
They looked happy, unaware, and most importantly, rich.
Indeed, it was time to get paid.
He felt the grip around the trigger loosen – his hand
was becoming sweaty – anticipation fraught with the
unknown.
The light had been red for almost five seconds now.
TIMe to move.
DO it.
It’s either me, or them.

SMASH!!!!
He rushed the driver-side window of the car. The male
driver turned his head in absolute terror – it was the end.
“push the gas and I’ll kill you – give me your fuckin’
money!”
Ray’s eyes narrowed into the drivers’ - the barrel
leveled right between his eyes.
“DO IT!”
“Ppppleease…don’t hurt us!” the female passenger
cried.
“Ray!” a voice cried out in the distance.
The car suddenly bolted off. Ray recoiled in shock.
He glared back towards the sound of his name. he was
still trembling.
A second car slowly approached with its’ lights off.
The black-tinted driver-side window slowly came down.
“fuck is wrong wit’ you, man?”
Ray gathered himself just long enough to recognize the
driver of the carIt was his longtime friend, nelly.
---end of chapter 2---

