VISIONS OF A KILL:
The Ray Truth Monologues
Chapter 7: “And all the dimes will fall”
Beads of drug-laced sweat slithered disgustingly
across Ray’s forehead. His gaunt and shallow eyes, like a
dead man, stared vacantly from beyond the window of
his one room government flat. A toilet sat in the
corner while an old couch and coffee table remained in
the center of the room.
‘Twas five degrees below zero outside; the blood
coursing through his veins was just as cold and
unforgiving as the night air. He was only three months
departed from tours in both Iraq and Afghanistan- the
wounds on both mind and body still savagely fresh.
“Hello?” a voice sounded from behind the front
door, followed by knocking.
“Mr. Truth, are you there?” she continued.
Ray wrapped himself in his filthy, stain-covered
blanket and answered the door.
“Yes?” He began.
“You know what I’m here for,” the nurse answered.
She forced herself into the room.
“Let me see your wrists,” she demanded.
Ray held out both arms, free of tracks.

“Turn around,” she ordered.
He turned his back to her.
“Bend over, lift ‘em up,” she continued.
He bent over and complied.
“That’s good. Stand up.”
Ray turned around.
“You’ve been taking your medications?
“Yes.”
“Every day? On time?”
“Yes.”
“When’s the last time you’ve eaten?” she asked.
“Tuesday,” Ray answered flatly.
“Mr. Truth, you’ve got to eat every day. It’s the only
way you’ll get better.”
A quiet rage began boiling inside Ray’s stomach. The
drugs weren’t working.
“I’d like to see my daughter.”
“you know we can’t do that. You just had two
psychotic episodes last month. It’s not safe for you to be
around her,” the nurse declared.
“Well, when will it be?”
“No drugs, no episodes. Then, we can talk.”
Ray’s eyes turned to the floor to hide the rage.

“Please eat regularly, Mr. Truth. You don’t look
good,” she continued. “Now, I’m going to collect some
blood, and then I’ll leave.”
They sat down as she began collecting samples.
“I’d give every dime I got to see my family,” Ray
muttered.
“I’m sure you would,” the nurse answered coldly.
As the crimson-colored fluid slowly filled each
vial, Ray stole glances of hatred while her eyes focused
on the bloodletting. He kept a small blade hidden under
one of the seats of his couch. It would only take a
second…
-- END OF CHAPTER 7 --

