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MY NAME IS AVERY MOORE







My name is Avery Moore. I wish I could tell you that what you are about to read is fiction, a concoction of the imagination of a deranged individual, but it is not. 

Despite what the police would have you believe, what I am about to tell you now is true, true as the scars on my body and my mind from the ordeal that stole my life away. This journal is the only account of the truth, which the authorities would never accept or believe. I killed three people, three monsters whom the authorities would only see as upstanding citizens. Why should they take the word of a desperate fugitive, whose story is nothing less than a recounting of utter madness?

For the deaths of those three, I suffer neither qualms nor guilt. 

Two other unfortunate individuals, however, innocent of any wrongdoing, lost their lives at my hands. While one may rationalize their deaths away, considering the horrible condition of their existence when they passed on, that terrible burden on my conscience will follow me to the grave. I offer in my defense only that I would have done anything in my power to save them, had it not been at the price of letting those responsible escape the full measure of justice.

I have lost my wife and son, my career, all that I have ever loved. The solitary existence before me now is filled with misery and hardship, but at least I am free. I cannot, of course, tell you where I am, or what I am doing. It is enough for you to understand that I will never go back. Even if I could, I fear that what I have endured has corrupted my soul. Where once optimism and enthusiasm filled my heart, there is now only dark rage fueled by self-loathing. I cannot imagine exposing my wife or son to the thing I have become. Better for them to believe me dead, their memories of me as a loving husband and devoted father, not the sordid shadow of a man that I have become. 

As you read this, my dear friend, you will know the truth. But I beg of you, never tell my family. While I have neither seen nor spoken to them since this ordeal began, I am quite sure they have suffered enough.













PAIN







My nightmare began on a Thursday, late in October. How long ago this was, I dare not say now, for it can only remind me of how long I was bound into the horror that I will soon describe.

As I was leaving the law office of Berton, Schandler, and Morantz, where I had been working my way up the ladder among other ambitious attorneys for nearly twelve years, I was struck with a sudden and very acute abdominal pain. My stomach had been upset since just after lunch, and I had written it off to nothing more than indigestion from the roast beef sandwich I head eaten. 

But the pain that struck me as I departed the building as I was leaving for home was of a far greater magnitude. I felt as if someone had thrust a poker, fresh from the blacksmith’s forge, into the lower right quadrant of my belly. 

With a grunt of pain, I dropped my briefcase and collapsed to the steps leading from the main office entrance to the bustling street below. 

Several kindly passers-by immediately came to my aid.

“Where are you hurt?” A young man with close-cropped blond hair knelt over me, with other concerned faces hovering at the periphery of my vision. His question struck me as being that of a professional, not merely a well-intentioned, but ignorant, good samaritan.

“My side,” I gasped, gesturing with my hand over the core of pain that had erupted not far above my right hip. “God, it hurts.”

“I’m calling an ambulance.” The young man extracted a phone from his bright red jacket. He punched in three numbers that I knew would be 911. “Have you been experiencing any abdominal pain earlier today? It might have felt like indigestion?”

Panting, I nodded. “Is it food poisoning?”

He shook his head. “Probably appendicitis. I’m an emergency room intern, and we had a patient come through not long ago with very similar symptoms.” He gave me an encouraging smile. “You’ll be fine.”

The 911 operator must have answered, because the young man turned his attention to the phone. Whereas I would simply have gasped that I was in agony and had no clue of the cause, he informed the operator who he was (Christopher Warren), that he worked at Blakesford Memorial Hospital, and provided my symptoms in a crisp, professional tone. “What’s your name, sir?”

“Avery Moore.”

With a quick nod, Christopher passed on that bit of information to the 911 operator. He listened a moment, then hung up the phone. “They’ll be here in just a few minutes.”

“Avery?”

The voice was that of one of my colleagues, Gerald Cranston. I grimaced, the pain an obvious excuse for the expression, which in fact was an instinctive reaction. Gerald was my primary competitor for the next partnership in the firm. He was a callous, uncaring man, without any scruples whatsoever. In my mind, he was a disgrace to the firm and the business of law. Scruples and business are often in the opposing corners, as I had come to understand long ago, but I clung to the fantasy that the senior partners had some misgivings about giving this man one of the precious golden keys to the firm’s kingdom.

Now my public misery was about to be amplified by his disingenuous prattle about concerns for my health.

“Avery, you poor man! I’ll bet it was the roast beef at the buffet today, wasn’t it?” He shook his head, his slicked back black hair glistening in the sunlight, accentuating his movie star looks. Four years younger than myself, he was quite wealthy from old family money. But like with many people, when money was no object, there was always power. And heaven knew all too well how much power lay in the law. 

Gerald reached into the inside pocket of his suit to retrieve his phone. “Let me call Eleanor for you.” Turning his attention to Christopher, who had to this point ignored Gerald, he asked, “What hospital is he being taken to?”

“That’s up to you.” Christopher directed the comment to me. “I’d recommend Blakesford, though. It’s closest and the ER isn’t normally busy this time of day.”

Blakesford was just a few blocks away, and with some measure of relief I heard sirens approaching. “Yes, that’s fine.” Swallowing my bile, I told Gerald, “Thank you,” for his insincere display of assistance. While I would have preferred it be someone else, Eleanor had to be alerted to my condition by someone. Gerald was a swine, a fact that Eleanor had perceived the first time she had met the man at an office party at his house, but even a pig can deliver a message taped to its snout.

“When are you going to call me Gerry?” He leaned down and smiled with limitless good nature, his perfect white teeth glittering. Of course, I did not tell him that I would never call him Gerry, because I knew he hated being called Gerald. It was a petty thing on my part, but it brought me some joy to irritate him so.

An ambulance pulled up to the curb, and its crew of two leaped into action. They pulled the gurney from the rear and parked it on the sidewalk. Fortunately, the pain had struck me close to the bottom of the steps, so I did not have far to go to reach the relative comfort of the gurney.

That short trip, however, supported by the two paramedics and Christopher, and accompanied by non-stop bluster from Gerald, was one I would have dearly wished to avoid. The pain in my abdomen was now searing, and the effort of getting me into the gurney nearly had me screaming. 

At last they deposited my sweating body on the gurney, and after a short discussion with Christopher, the two paramedics bundled me into the back of the ambulance.

“You’ll be fine!” Christopher gave me a reassuring wave before the paramedic in the rear of the ambulance began to close the doors.

The last thing I saw before the other door swung shut was Gerald looking in at me, an unmistakeable sneer on his face.






THE HOSPITAL



The trip to the hospital was blessedly short. On the way, the paramedic asked me if I had any medical conditions or allergies, to which I answered, “None,” through gritted teeth. 

“Sir, do you know your blood type?”

“AB negative.” It is the rarest of blood types, present in roughly one percent of the caucasian population, to which I must claim membership. “Can you give me something for the pain?” I begged. I detested the pitiable tone of my voice, but the fire in my side had continued to grow.

“Hang on, we’re almost to the ER. They’ll take care of you.”

In other words, no. I held back the curse that rose to my tongue.

Fortunately, his words proved to be true. I could feel the ambulance turn and sway, then stop. After a brief moment backing up, the doors flew open and I was presented with the view of Blakesford Memorial’s Emergency Room entrance.

I involuntarily cried out as the paramedics hauled the gurney from the ambulance, the jostling enough to send a spike of pain through my midsection. 

While the emergency room staff tried to ask me more questions, my ability to coherently respond was gone. I remained conscious, but my mind was unable to focus through the pain on what was going on around me. The ceiling began to move as I was pushed into an examining area. My arm was pricked by needles, but they were the brushes of butterfly
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