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      I don’t remember the accident. That is the line that I give every person who asks…and everybody asks. You would think that people would stop asking after a while, but they haven’t. You would think that people would try to avoid talking about such a horrendous crash, but they don’t. You would think people would have enough respect for someone’s private, personal hell to not bring it up around them, but they do bring it up. When people have the nerve to actually talk to me, it’s usually one of the first things they ask.

      Because I’m the one who survived.

      Yes, I tell everyone who asks that I remember nothing…but the truth is, I remember everything. The squeal of the tires as I lost control of the car, the blistering screech of metal on metal as we hit the guardrail on that too-sharp corner, the screams that ripped out of my girlfriend’s throat as we went over the embankment. I remember everything…

      It was nearly summer when the crash happened. We’d been going through a dry spell in Oregon when a sudden downpour hit the county hard. Within seconds, an inch of water was on the roadway. But my friends and I didn’t care about that, we didn’t even think about it. We were seventeen, we were invincible. Death happened to people much older than us. Nothing could hurt us. Nothing could even touch us.

      My best friend, Darren, was in the backseat with his girlfriend, Samantha, or Sammy as we all called her. They’d been dating since our freshman year of school. They were head-over-heels in love with each other, which resulted in endless ribbing from me. “You’re so whipped!” I’d always tell him, when he’d ditch me, yet again, to go hang out with her.

      “Lucas, one day you’ll get it,” he’d always respond.

      And in a way, I did. Sammy was perfect for him: smart, funny, adventurous, and most importantly—patient. Tall and athletic, she was the captain of the women’s volleyball team, so Darren and I had gone to a lot of games. That suited me fine; those shorts they wore were pretty tight. That was also how I met my girlfriend, Lillian. She was new to the school last year, and Sammy had brought her into our little group after she’d tried out and made the team. She was blonde and blue-eyed, petite and trim, and sculpted perfectly in all the right areas; practically a Barbie doll, as I’d often teased her. She was outgoing and vivacious and a total flirt. It hadn’t taken her long to wrap her arms around me, throw her hands into my wavy, brown hair, and with a light kiss on the lips, proclaim me as hers.

      It had taken even less time for me to actually be hers. And I was. I’d fallen for that girl in a way that made me suddenly understand why Darren ditched me all the time. I’d do it to him too: blowing him off for a game of basketball in his driveway, canceling on him when we had plans to ride dirt bikes with his brother, and ditching him after school when he wanted to go drinking by the river…all to hang out with her.

      Darren wasn’t intimidated by the competition though; we’d been friends since kindergarten. Whenever I’d blow him off, he’d laugh and tell me, “See…you get it now, right?”

      And I was starting to. I loved Lil, and I’d been dying to tell her that when she’d slipped into the front seat of the car beside me that night. In fact, I’d been running over ways to say it as I’d driven the four of us away from the party we’d been to, forty minutes outside of our home in Willamette Valley.

      The answer to the second question that everyone always eventually asks me is no…I wasn’t drinking that night. Darren, Sammy, and Lil had all been living it up at the party, however. Lil even offered me a few, but it wasn’t really my thing, and I’d stuck to soda for the night.

      When Darren had tried to throw a punch at some community college, frat boy wannabe for grabbing Sammy’s ass, I'd decided he’d had enough for the evening and swiped his car keys. He’d fought me for all of two seconds before he’d realized that fighting was pointless. For one, he was shorter and scrawnier than me, barely coming up to my chin and coming nowhere near my muscular frame. In wrestling matches that we’d had before—over all too important subjects like who got the comfortable chair while we watched the pay-per-view fight—I’d always won. And secondly, he couldn’t stand straight anymore, and he’d been leaning to the side while trying to cuss me out. We’d both busted up laughing.

      Eventually though, I think it was Sammy ramming her tongue down his throat and describing all of the things that they could do in the backseat while I drove them home that finally convinced him that it was a great idea. She’d winked at me after she’d said that, her auburn hair beautiful and shining with life in the firelight, much like herself. Sammy could always find a way to pacify hot-headed Darren.

      So, no, I wasn’t drinking, and I wasn’t on drugs. There was nothing physically or mentally wrong with me that night, regardless of what the people in our small town believed. The fact was, I was driving a car that I wasn’t entirely used to driving—even worse, it was a stick shift, which wasn’t one of my strong points—and I was driving a road that I didn’t know very well, since Darren had driven us out to the party. And I was driving much too fast.

      Even with all of that though, I would have been fine.

      I’d been doing fine before the crash, joking around with my friends while the three of them passed around a forty ounce and laughed over Darren’s feeble attempt to defend Sammy’s honor. I was fine right up until the point when I wasn’t. The night was pitch-black when the sudden downpour hit and obscured my vision even more. I was even fine with that, until I hit an inch of freestanding water a few yards from the corner. The car had started hydroplaning immediately, and my gut instinct was to stop the car. I’d slammed on the brakes, and the car had fishtailed, starting to spin. I had no control over the car when we entered the bend in the road, and we slammed right into the railing, hitting a weak spot and plummeting over the side.

      That was where I forcefully stopped my memory. Even still, it was always with me. The trees whipping past the car. Glass breaking. People screaming. The beer can spilling between Lil and I. A rough hit from a tree branch angling the car to the side. The wind being knocked out of me. Lil’s door slamming into a boulder at the bottom of the steep hill. Lil’s head slamming into the window, shattering it, and her skull. Her screams stopping. Darren flying over Sammy as their unbuckled bodies broke through the inferior metal of Darren’s cheap “starter” car and disappeared into the dark. My body jerking painfully against my restraints. My head whiplashing back to smack the window. Everything going quiet…everything going black.

      Yes, I gave every person I talked to the same response: I don’t remember the accident. But I did. I remembered every single detail, even though I prayed I would forget. It haunted me during daylight hours, but that was nothing compared to the hell I went through at night, when I relived the event in my dreams. My screams often woke me, and my mom’s arms were often already around me, as I struggled to remember that I’d survived, and I was safe in my bed.

      How I wish the same could be said for my best friend, the love of his life…and the love of mine.
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      Three months after that fateful night, when September came around, my external wounds had healed, but I was still a mess on the inside. My mom repeatedly told me that I could enroll in another school, that I didn’t have to go back to the memories and gossip awaiting me at my old school.

      The town we lived in was a small one, and the crash and the subsequent deaths had been “page one” news every day since it happened. Speculation on my mental state as I was driving away from that party was the number one thing discussed. The freakish rainstorm that had momentarily drowned the county that night was irrelevant to the townies. They’d almost instantly proclaimed me a “drunk,” claiming I'd all but murdered my friends by near-purposely plunging the car over the cliff.

      Even though no physical evidence supported the theory that I’d done it intentionally, and even though I’d been tested at the hospital and cleared of any mind-altering substances, there were few in the town who actually believed I was innocent. Luckily for me, I guess, my mother was a part of that tiny crowd. I supposed she was predisposed to believe the best of me, though.

      As the threat of school loomed closer, and I was struck with thoughts of leaving the safety of my home, where I’d been recovering in body, if not in soul, I started having panic attacks that doubled me over, left me unable to fully breathe. That was when my mom offered to drive me fifteen minutes away to the next closest high school, just so I wouldn’t have to tolerate the scrutiny.

      I almost took her up on it, especially when I ran into Darren’s younger brother one day, on one of the rare occasions when I left my house. Darren’s brother Josh was one year younger than us, just starting his junior year. He and Darren had been close, and he’d idolized his big brother. He’d hung out with us often and had almost gone with us that tragic night. In fact, he would have been in the back seat with Darren and Sammy if he hadn’t been grounded for sneaking out of the house the night before.

      He hadn’t said much to me when I’d run into him on the sidewalk outside of the only movie theater in town. He’d been exiting from a show with his girlfriend when his dark eyes had locked onto mine. They’d immediately narrowed in anger and since hot-headedness ran in that family, he’d walked right up to me and slugged me. I could have taken him. He was even shorter and scrawnier than his brother, but I had no desire to fight him. I sort of agreed with his anger. I sort of hated me too.

      His girlfriend had dragged him away from me when he’d looked like he wanted to start whaling on me. Reluctantly, he’d let her pull him away, screaming as he went, “You fucking bastard! You should have died! You fucking drunk! I hate you! I fucking hate you!” He went on and on with stuff like that until he was finally out of earshot.

      Like I said, that was almost enough to convince me that a change of stomping grounds was in order. But I couldn’t. I couldn’t do that to my mom. She already worked two jobs to make sure she and I had enough to eat and a place to stay. I couldn’t burden her further by making her go thirty minutes out of her way, twice a day, every day, to drop me off and pick me up from school. And driving myself wasn’t an option. I didn’t drive anymore…ever.

      It was just the two of us after my dad left her when I was three. I have no idea where he went or if he even thought about us. Truly, I didn’t think much about him, and Mom never really talked about him. It was only when father and son events popped up that I was even reminded that children were supposed to have a mother and a father. Mom and I did just fine, and that felt one hundred percent normal to me.

      So with a heavy heart, I told her no, told her that I’d endure the ridicule and curious stares and go back to Sheridan High for my senior year of school. One more year and then I could leave this town to start college somewhere far away from the flood of memories. One more year. I could give my mom that.

      “Luc, the bus will be here in a couple of minutes.” My mom turned to face me in the kitchen, her green-brown eyes narrowed in concern for her only child. “Are you sure you don’t want me to drive you, honey?”

      My mom had been a beautiful woman in her youth, but her life had been a hard one, and she was a little run down from it. Her face was always a little haggard looking, her eyes always a little tired, her cheeks always a little sunken, her pale skin always a little ashen, and her “too early for only being forty-five” gray-streaked, light brown hair, always looked a little lifeless in the hasty ponytail she wore. And this morning, she looked even more worn.

      The catastrophe hadn’t been easy for her either. She’d adored all of them: Darren was a second son, Sammy an adopted daughter, and Lil—I think mom was already picturing picking out baby clothes for the grandchild Lil would most certainly give her. But none of those aches compared to the ache of almost losing her own child, of being that close. That scare had left permanent worry lines deep in her features.

      I kissed a streak of gray on her scalp. “Yes, Mom. I’m sure. This will be bad enough without my mommy dropping me off.”

      She sighed sadly and clasped my large hand in her small ones. The gaze in her eyes held a look that I’d seen all too often in the past few weeks. She was drinking me in, absorbing me, in case she didn’t ever see me again. I always let her do this. No matter how long she needed to do it.

      Her eyes started on my hair, brown and wavy, and longer on the top than she approved of, then she skipped down to my jaw line, smooth for the first time in weeks, since I’d actually shaved this morning. She glossed over my other features and settled on my eyes, an exact duplicate of her hazel shade.

      She smoothed out my black T-shirt and reached behind her to hand me my letterman jacket. Her eyes drifted over the large letters of our last name—West—the only thing my father had given me really. She nodded as she watched me slip the jacket on. Her sad eyes traveled back up to mine, and a sad smile to match it played on her lips. “Have a good day, Luc.”

      I swallowed and nodded back at her, attempting a smile of reassurance but failing miserably. “Thanks, Mom.” I kissed her head again and headed out the front door.

      My mother watched me as I stood outside in the light drizzle of the morning rain. I saw her hand pulling back the flimsy lace curtain in the kitchen and saw the shadow of her face as she watched over me, protecting me with her vision and multiple silent prayers. I turned back to watch the road.

      As the rain picked up strength, my eyes lingered on one spot of the pavement where a small puddle was starting to form in a dip in the sidewalk. I watched that puddle, mesmerized. Heavy drops plunged into the small circle of water, splashing the edges out farther with each steady drip. Within moments there was a half-inch of depth in the puddle. In my mind, the puddle suddenly became a huge lake on the surface of the now vast sidewalk. In my mind, cars flew over that lake, none of them having an issue with the depth of the water as their tires broke waves into the surface. Then, suddenly, I was driving Darren’s Geo Metro across that lake, and almost the instant the tires hit the water, I started losing control. I also started having trouble breathing.

      A horn blared at me. Still lost in my vision, I imagined my hand on the wheel, holding down the horn as I attempted to right the floundering car. Someone was yelling…or were they screaming? Always so much screaming. I felt myself hunch over, my breath even weaker.

      A touch on my shoulder startled me. I looked over to my mother’s worried face, droplets of rain running down her cheeks, like tears. Still confused, I wondered what she was doing crying in Darren’s car.

      “Are you okay, Lucas?” she asked as she touched my face.

      “Is he getting in or not?” A harsh voice snapped me completely back to reality. I looked up at a surly bus driver staring at me grumpily, and I realized he’d been laying on the horn and yelling at me while I’d been…confused. I glanced over the windows of the bus and noticed more than a few students laughing at me. Great.

      “I’m fine, Mom,” I muttered as I gave her a quick hug and slunk into the bus.

      Everyone was staring at me as the doors closed and the bus started pulling away. The spectacle on the sidewalk wasn’t the only reason, either. It wasn’t just that an upperclassman was on the bus and not driving himself to school. It wasn’t just that I took the first empty seat and didn’t acknowledge any of them. It was because they all knew who I was, even the freshmen. I was famous…for the worst possible reason.

      Sheridan was a small town in Oregon and Sheridan High was even smaller. The entire high school consisted of about three hundred people, and that was a high estimate. A lot of the people had known and liked my friends. Everyone on the bus knew my story. Everyone on the bus had an opinion on my story. Some were quiet about it. Others, not so much.

      From behind where I sat in the front row, I clearly heard, “Yeah, I heard he pounded a dozen beers and could barely see straight, let alone drive.”

      I clenched my jaw as the crystal-clear words hit me; they weren’t even trying to hide the fact that they were talking about me. In an equally loud voice, someone beside the first person answered with, “Oh yeah? I heard Darren tried to take the keys away, but he threatened to knock him out cold if he did.”

      I fisted my hands and closed my eyes as tears started to fill them. They were so wrong. They all had everything so wrong. But nothing I said was going to change their opinion of me or of the night in question. I gritted my teeth and pictured Darren in the seat beside me, turning around and blowing up at them in my defense, like I knew he would have. I pictured Sammy sitting beside him, putting a hand on his shoulder to try to calm him down, and even though a part of me didn’t want to, even though it hurt like hell, I pictured Lillian placing her warm hand on mine, squeezing it tight and whispering how much she adored me, urging my fist to relax.

      The babbling behind me didn’t stop, however, and those tears in my eyes were threatening to spill down my cheeks. I pushed away the painful image of my friends and the vicious words behind me. To block out everything, I started humming in my head. I could do this. I could give my mom one year and then I’d leave this nightmare…physically at least.

      I managed to ignore the insults that way for the rest of the bus ride. It couldn’t have been more than a ten-minute ride, but it felt like hours. When the bus pulled in front of the school, and I glanced over at the two girls sitting in the front seat across from me, I realized my mental humming had switched to actual humming, and they were looking at me like I was even more of a mental case. I sighed and shut up.

      The bus screeched as it lurked to a stop, and the door immediately squeaked open. I flew out of my seat and out the door, wanting to be away from the bad-mouthers behind me before I did something really stupid. A few feet away from the bus, I stopped and stared.

      Sheridan High. Not exactly an impressive Ivy League school, but it was intimidating the hell out of me anyway. As we lived in what would be considered by most a “rural” area, the school wasn’t overly large or overly fancy. It mainly consisted of a boring, two-story rectangular building that someone in the architectural world had tried to fancy up with a façade of brick outlining the double doors of the entryway and underscoring every window.

      It wasn’t the most put-together work, though, and on occasion those bricks would chip apart or even come loose and pop off all together. In fact, the third brick from the left, on the bottom fourth window, was frequently used as a spot to store your stash, since that brick was completely removable but still seemed perfectly intact unless you touched it. The brick underneath it had eroded into a concave shape creating a perfect little hole. Darren had nabbed a few bags of pot out of there once, probably from some upperclassman who had needed a quick hiding place. It was a pretty discreet spot; I had no idea how he’d found out about it.

      Aside from that oddity, the rest of the building was horribly plain. The building next to it was equally austere. It was a squatty square with faded gray paint and windows that were large enough for three people to crawl out of at the same time, if they had the desire to do so. I had a feeling I would frequently have that desire this year. It was the room we were all shepherded into to eat the food the school district considered a nutritious lunch. It was also the room where Lil and I had kissed for the first time. I mean really kissed, not the playful, momentary lip on lip action that she loved to give me sporadically throughout the day, even before we were a couple. No, the let’s-get-down-to-business-and-connect-on-a-molecular-level kiss. A kiss that had left me breathless and wanting more and had probably started the whole process of falling for her.

      I was jostled from behind by students meandering through the campus on their way to another year of dreary school life, and I snapped out of my painful memories. The rain had stopped on the short ride over, but a dampness clung to the air, and I shivered in my jacket. I started walking with the herd, keeping my head down, watching the grass poking up through cracks in the pavement. Adjusting the backpack on my shoulder, I thrust my hands into my jean’s pockets. For a moment I felt invisible in the school that I was sure wasn’t excited to see me. That thought was confirmed when, from behind me, I heard, “Hey, douchebag!”

      I don’t know why, but I instinctively turned to look. I probably shouldn’t have, but then again, what happened was probably going to happen whether I looked or not. A rock the size of my thumb whizzed through the air and smacked me right in the temple. Focusing so hard on not focusing on anything, I hadn’t been fast enough to avoid it, and man, it stung. I brought a hand to my head and felt the blood next to my eye. Great.

      “Learn some reflexes, alchy,” Josh sneered at me, standing a few feet away with an assortment of laughing friends around his age. He was wearing a slightly-too-big letterman jacket that matched mine, and I briefly wondered if he’d finally made the varsity football team this year; Darren had been helping him practice for his tryout before the wreck so we could all be on the team together.

      Pulling my eyes from his clothes, I moved up to his face. His dark eyes danced as he waited for me to get angry and attack him. He’d probably love it if I did. I knew he blamed me for his brother. I knew he hated me because he assumed, like everyone else, that I’d been wasted. I turned and walked away. As I was turning, I watched his lean body start to quiver with anger. He was itching for it…bad.

      “Coward!” he yelled behind me, and I shut my eyes, ignoring him. One more year.

      I ducked into the main building and immediately turned right. Weaving my way through the loitering crowds that had noticed the incident outside and had definitely noticed me now, I tried my best to ignore the hiss of whispers as I walked past the people who I had gone to school with for years. Even still, I caught pieces as I hurried along.

      “Did you hear…chugging beers…Lillian tried to stop…puking as he got in…never should have…always drunk…loser…”

      I made myself ignore the stares and the buzzing current of talk that followed me up the hall, then forcefully shoved open the door into the restroom. Feeling my breath start to weaken, I hunched over the sink and rested my head against the cool surface of the mirror. I worked on calming the breath that I could feel getting fainter and fainter.

      It was like these people I’d grown up with suddenly didn’t know me at all. I was never the one who got wasted and threw up everywhere. Anyone who’d ever partied with me, at least before that night, would have confirmed that in a heartbeat. I was the one who held back, who reluctantly drank and usually stopped at two. It just wasn’t my thing. It was Darren’s. He was the one who loved getting buzzed, and he usually tried to pull me along for his ride. I generally didn’t follow him, though. In fact, I’d only been “drunk” once in my life…and it had been a bad enough experience that I’d never felt the need to duplicate it.

      But these people… You’d think I was the poster child for substance abuse.

      I looked up when my lungs felt clearer. The face looking back at me in the mirror was almost unrecognizable. And not because of the small cut right at the edge of my eyebrow that was leaving a trail of blood down to my cheek. No, the face was foreign because it looked…older, like a summer of grief, guilt, anger, and everything else had aged me at least a decade.

      I splashed some cold water on my face, cringing as it entered my torn skin, and gently wiped away the blood and the trace amount of dirt on me. Looking back up at my dripping face, I ran a hand down it and choked back the sudden, overwhelming feeling of absolute despair that had snuck up on me.

      “Are you gonna cry?”

      A soft voice made me spin around and sitting there on the floor at the far end of the room next to the stalls was…a girl. She must have been new, since I’d never seen her before, and in a school this size, you ran into everyone at least once. She had jet-black hair pulled into almost childlike pigtails and was calmly picking at a thread of fabric in her ripped jeans. Her eyes, an oddly light gray that didn’t match her super-dark hair, regarded mine with a look that was somewhere between amused and concerned. She jerked her thumb toward the door, a silver ring on it flashing in the lights. “I could leave if you want?”

      Surprise at seeing a girl in the men’s room, one who had obviously been there for a while, lightened my mood. I twisted my lips like I’d been nowhere near breaking down, even though I had been. “No, I’m not going to…cry. Guys don’t do that.” I emphasized “guys” just in case she wasn’t aware that she was lurking in the men’s room, although she really couldn’t have missed the urinals.

      She raised one edge of her lip. “Right…” Cocking her head, she pointed to where I’d been injured. The rock had left a slight welt. “What happened, West?”

      I opened my mouth to tell her “nothing” when what she’d called me registered in my brain. I cocked my head right back at her. “How did you know my name?”

      She started laughing and the sound echoed around the tiled room, filling it with a certain merry music. She didn’t answer me, only shook her head, like I was the cutest, most oblivious thing she’d ever seen.

      That was when it hit me, and I was sure I must have turned bright red as stupidity flowed right through me. Yeah, my name wasn’t exactly hard to decipher when it was sprawled in four-inch-high letters across my back. Thanks to this damn jacket that every member of the football team wore as a symbol of unity or something, everyone within a block of me knew my name. I decided right then that I wasn’t ever wearing it again.

      “Right…the jacket.”

      She laughed a little more as she gazed at me. I noticed that her smile was a pleasant one; it seemed to brighten her face under the blackness of that hair. “So…” she tried again, “the war wound?” She pointed again at my face.

      I looked away and muttered, “Nothing.”

      I glanced at her still on the floor and thought she looked about to challenge my answer; pretty bold of her since I didn’t know her from Adam. A slight smile came to my lips, and I relaxed my stance, only then realizing I was even tense. Her objection died as she noticed me relax as well. Here was one person in the school who wasn’t looking at me critically, who wasn’t judging me, who didn’t hate me. Here was one person…who didn’t know. I frowned. At least, not yet.

      She frowned when she saw my expression change and looked about to question me again, but I beat her to it. “Why are you in here?” My hand swung around to indicate the room.

      She shrugged and slid up the wall to stand. Her ripped jeans were paired with a long-sleeved shirt, and she absentmindedly played with the too-long sleeves, like she’d stretched out the fabric from her unconscious habit. She shivered a bit, and I noticed she didn’t have a jacket. “Seemed as good a place as any to hide out.”

      I looked around the room. “Interesting choice,” I muttered as I took in the graffiti on the stalls, the water marks on the ceiling, and the telltale signs along the edge of the floor around the urinals that clearly indicated “men pee here.”

      She laughed again at my look. “It was quiet here. No girls at least.” A look crossed her features that I couldn’t quite place. It quickly left her as her peaceful expression returned. “My name is Sawyer…if you were ever going to ask.”

      “Oh…right, hi.” I fumbled around for words while the oddity of her name struck me. I wanted to ask but didn’t want to be rude.

      She sighed, interpreting my odd look, and I realized that everyone must ask her. “Yes, as in Tom and Huck. My parents are big Twain fans. I suppose it could have been worse.” She shook her head, annoyance clear in her features. The look made her even cuter, and I had to smile at her reaction to her own name.

      She sighed again and reached down to grab a faded, olive-colored book bag that didn’t look to be holding much of anything. “Well, nice chatting with you, West. See ya around this…whopper of a school.”

      She opened the door into the much quieter hallway, and before she completely disappeared, I called out, “It’s Lucas…”

      She vanished so fast I had no idea if she heard me or not.

      I sighed forlornly. The next time I saw her…she would know. Someone in this school would feel it was their duty to warn the new girl about the psychopath roaming the halls. A bitter note rang through me unexpectedly. As if they were all perfect, as if none of them had ever gotten behind the wheel when they shouldn’t have. And that wasn’t even what had happened to me. Hypocrites. I sighed again. It had been nice to have someone look me in the eye when they spoke to me, and that laugh...I hadn’t heard a genuine one in ages. Probably since that night.

      I wiped the remaining water droplets off my face and then, with a long, steadying breath, I opened the door—right as the bell rang. Damn, now on top of everything else…I was late.
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      I hurried down the hall and up the flight of stairs to the second floor. Passing three closed doors, I found the one that would be home to my first period class—English. I placed my fingers on the handle and closed my eyes for a second, taking a big breath. With a sharp exhale, I opened the door and was greeted with absolute silence.

      I scanned the room, not really meaning to, but as a leftover habit from walking into a classroom and looking for my friends. I was immediately sorry that I did. Every person was staring at me. Most faces held tight eyes and tighter lips, some just looked curious, but every head was turned in my direction.

      As my eyes flicked over the back of the silent room, I noticed that I was wrong, not everyone was looking. One head was still down, the owner of it doodling on a notebook in front of her. A slight curve lifted my lip as I recognized bathroom girl in the back row. She was just doing her own thing, oblivious to the sudden tension in the room. Watching her was soothing, and my eyes lingered for a few more seconds before returning to the front of class where the teacher was awkwardly clearing her throat.

      “Lucas, um…go ahead and…take a seat.”

      Ms. Reynolds, our English teacher, was giving me nervous glances, obviously not sure how to deal with me. I wondered for a moment if she expected me to break down and start blubbering right in front of her. Her pale eyes glanced over my features, never settling on one, as she adjusted and readjusted a stack of papers in her hands.

      “I’ll…um…let the tardiness slide…just for today. I’m sure…I’m sure you’re…having…”

      She let her thoughts die out, and I was momentarily amused by the irony of an English teacher struggling to put her words together. Was I having…what? A hard time? A horrid morning? Well, sure, of course I was. What else was today going to be for me but a nightmare? It wasn’t like any of the “Ghosts of High School Past” that were going to pop up as I walked throughout the school today were going to be pleasant for me. It wasn’t like the student body was being warm and welcoming. No, today was just going to suck.

      I didn’t say any of that to her, though. I adjusted my backpack and started walking to the only available seat, in the very back row. I wouldn’t make Ms. Reynolds look bad in front of her class, that wasn’t my style. Besides, I liked her. Every guy in the school “liked” her. She had started working here right after college, and as a result, she looked (and was) not much older than the students. She kept her light brown hair cut in a stylishly short pixie that Lil used to rave about, and her clothes were always the newest, latest trends, which Sammy used to ooh and aah over. As for Darren and me…well, let’s just say she filled out those “trends” nicely.

      Forcing thoughts of my friends to the back of my mind, I walked past a member of my football team. Will McKinney. We’d had a friendly competition for the past two years over who was going to be the quarterback. I’d beat him out both years, but he’d been jovial about the loss, jokingly saying that he’d just break my leg one day and move up from second string. Today was apparently that day.

      His foot came out right as I walked by and like a moron, my toe caught the edge of it. I tripped over him and as if that wasn’t bad enough, he raised his foot once he’d jostled me so that I couldn’t balance myself. I went right down to the floor, smacking a desk along the way with my hand and banging my knee painfully on the hard ground. Great.

      Ms. Reynolds scolded Will up and down and started hustling down the aisle to help me stand. The entire class sniggered as I stood on my own before she could get to me. A teacher helping me to my feet really wasn’t what I needed. I shrugged it off, looked behind me at her concerned eyes, and told her I was fine. With a glance at a smirking Will out of the corner of my eyes, I finished walking to the open desk in the back row. Will bumped fists with the other member of the team in the room, Randy Harlow. They both laughed while students around them congratulated them on making me look incredibly stupid.

      Sitting down, I cast a quick glance at the person beside me. Bathroom girl. What was her name again? That’s right…Twain fans…Sawyer. She’d finally looked up when she'd heard the snickers in the room and was eyeing me curiously. I turned my head and stared at my desk. She wouldn’t have to be curious for too much longer…someone would tell her.

      I could feel her gray eyes staring at me, and I had the feeling she was going to ask me if I was all right, but at that moment, Ms. Reynolds resumed class.

      “Okay, guys, like I was saying, there is a grief counselor on staff full time this year, so if any of you need to talk about…” I looked up at her as what she was saying sank into my brain, and she looked at me at the same time, “well, anything, someone will be there for you.” She said that solely to me, and I felt my breath quicken in a way that I was getting used to. God, I didn’t want to lose it here.

      I broke eye contact with her, staring back down at the fake wood grain laminated onto my hard metal desk. I focused on breathing in and out like a regular person, not letting this panic attack take me over. Ms. Reynolds continued describing the counselor’s duties and how we’d all gone through something tragic a few months ago and the school wasn’t going to overlook it. I wished they would. I wished everyone would overlook it, so I could get through a few seconds in peace. But I wasn’t the only one hurting…and some people actually did want to talk about it. I heard a few sniffles around the room and felt hot stares lighting up my body.

      I wanted to run.

      Clearing her throat and sounding like she was on the verge of tears herself, Ms. Reynolds went on to the next order of business. I hoped it would be something mundane, like a change in the dress code or something. It wasn’t. Today was just not my day.

      “In light of the recent tragedy, the school has decided to implement a much tougher policy on illegal substances. No drugs, no alcohol, no weapons…on or off campus. Any offense will result in immediate suspension. A second offense will lead to immediate expulsion.”

      A buzz went around the room, and I raised my head to stare at her, disbelieving. It was understandable that the school would be tough on that stuff on school grounds, but the school was going to try to stop high schoolers from partying off campus? Because of me? A few harsh words were muttered, and more than a few harsh looks were sent my way.

      She raised her hand, and the buzzing quieted but didn’t stop. “Now, this isn’t to punish, this is to discourage. We want you all to be safe.” She extended her slim hands to the side, like we were all in this together. I heard a few people mutter my name and swear. “There will also be a Safe and Sound Club starting, to further promote…a more cautious lifestyle.”

      Her eyes flicked to mine again, and I could tell then that she believed it too. She thought I’d been drunk. By her look and tone, she didn’t seem to be condemning me for it—mistakes do happen after all—but she believed it, and she was hoping I’d join this little “purity” club.

      My jaw clenched. They were all so wrong. Breathe…in…out. Calm down. I glanced over at the new girl, Sawyer. She met my eyes, and her brow furrowed, like she didn’t get why I was repeatedly being targeted. I sighed softly; she would soon enough.

      Ms. Reynolds let out a shaky breath and shook her head, a large smile brightening up her almost gloomy face. I noticed a few girls in the room were wiping tears off their cheeks, and a few guys were still muttering about the no-substances stance the school was taking. No one looked at me again, but I felt the heat of every non-existent stare. Ms. Reynolds’s next words did absolutely nothing to dispel that feeling.

      “Okay, for your first real assignment, I’m going to go easy on you. Just write a two-page essay on what you did this summer. Simple right?”

      My jaw dropped as I gaped at her. What I did this summer? I mourned the loss of three of my best friends. I yelled. I cursed God. I cried, no, I sobbed, for countless hours. I went to funerals where kids and adults alike shunned me. I was alone…in my grief and in my overwhelming guilt. I still was. And she wanted me to…write about that?

      Her eyes flicked over my face as she scanned the groaning room. They passed over mine again as she looked at all of the students, then her head whipped back around to stare at me. “Oh…Lucas.” Her face paled and her mouth dropped open as what she’d just asked me to do sank in. Her eyes watered, and she shook her head. “You don’t have to…you can write whatever you want.”

      Every head in the room turned to stare at me; most held bitterness, some outright anger, some just curiosity. My breathing got shallow again, and I could feel my stomach start to rise. God, I was going to get sick right here in front of everyone. I grabbed my bag and bolted out of my chair. I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t calmly sit there anymore. Coming today was a bad idea.

      As our seats had a bar holding up the writing table, you had to get in and out of them the same way, so I had to pass Will again. Seeing as how he had the maturity level of a five-year-old, he stuck his foot out again. And since today was really not my day, and I was concentrating more on not throwing up, hyperventilating, or some odd mixture of the two, I tripped over his damn foot again.

      I fell hard, both hands and knees hitting the ground this time. The entire room laughed, and my head started to swim. I wanted it to be over with. All I did was make a mistake. All I did was drive poorly and lose control of the car. Why did no one believe that?

      Soft hands helped me up, and a voice cooed in my ear. “It’s all right, Lucas. Everything will be all right.”

      My heart stopped. It was Lillian’s voice that I’d heard. Her sweet, musical tone that had driven my heart straight to near imploding with love back when she was alive, and I was hearing it again, hearing it clearly. My head shot up as my legs straightened underneath me. I snapped my head around behind me, fully expecting to see Lillian, see her delicate arms under my elbows, helping to steady me. But it wasn’t Lil’s pale hair that filled my vision. No, it was black hair.

      My brows scrunched as I looked back into Sawyer’s gray eyes. She had sounded so much like Lil. I reached out and grabbed a lock of her hair, ignoring the sound of the class still laughing and Ms. Reynolds trying, without much luck, to subdue them. Her hair was soft but undeniably black. I didn’t understand. My eyes watered and obscured vision was added to my breathing and stomach problems.

      “Lil?” I asked quietly, wondering if I’d gone completely mad.

      “Come on,” Sawyer’s soft voice responded, not much sounding like Lillian at all anymore.

      She reached behind her to grab her bag off the floor and then shuffled me forward. For a moment, I couldn’t understand why. When we got to the front, she hastily told Ms. Reynolds that she was taking me to see the counselor. I wanted to roll my eyes and tell her I was fine. I wanted to go sit back down and yell at everyone that I was fine. I couldn’t though. I couldn’t speak and my eyes were really starting to tear up. I’d just clearly heard my dead girlfriend’s voice. I wasn’t fine.

      Ms. Reynolds nodded and swooshed her arms toward the door, almost looking relieved that I was about to walk through it. A crumpled-up piece of paper hit the back of my head as Sawyer opened the door, but I ignored it. I ignored it all and focused on putting one foot in front of the other while keeping my breaths deep and my stomach down. That was enough to think about.

      The door shut behind me, and I slumped down, putting my hands on my knees and bending over, praying that I didn’t get sick in front of her. She rubbed a hand on my back while I took embarrassingly big breaths.

      “Are you…all right?” she asked hesitantly.

      I forcefully shook my head. All right? No, I hadn’t been that in a while.

      “Do you want me to take you to that counselor person?” She adjusted her book bag on her shoulder up over her head so the strap rested across her chest.

      Again I shook my head. No, I did not want to speak with some high school grief counselor. What did they know about being responsible for ending the lives of three people you loved? What advice could they possibly give me? One day at a time. Things will get better. Time heals all wounds. It was all crap, and I didn’t want to hear it.

      “No…I just want…quiet,” I finally got out between big breaths.

      She nodded and started pulling me away. Confused, I looked around. “What are you…where are we going?”

      She half grinned at me, her pigtails swishing around her shoulders. “Somewhere quiet.”

      She pulled me down to the first floor, and for a moment I thought she was going to pull us back into “our” bathroom. She may have actually been about to do that, but when we reached the last step on the stairs, we noticed Coach Taylor going in there. We both flattened against the wall so he wouldn’t see us.

      Coach had been my mentor in football since I had played Junior Varsity freshman year. While he was an exceptionally hard and stern man, he’d always been there for me, supporting me and encouraging me in his drill sergeant sort of way. Darren and me both. He’d been the one to see real potential in me and had worked tirelessly to stoke it. I wasn’t sure what he believed about the crash…but I was sure I didn’t want to find out just yet.

      Sawyer didn’t seem to want a run-in with a teacher either, so once the bathroom door closed, she pulled my hand in the opposite direction. She pulled us toward the janitor’s closet, and I felt my body tense up. Kids made out in there, just like they did in every high school across America. That wasn’t what was making my already-on-the-edge stomach twist into painful knots though. No, I wasn’t afraid of being in a dark, enclosed space with a pretty girl. I was afraid of the ghosts that awaited me in that room.

      Lil and I had been nearly naked in that room before. I know…not romantic, but we’d been in love and desperate to connect and just…feel each other. That room held the echoes of light moans and memories of soft skin and heated kisses. Even without walking into the closet, flashes of the encounter filled my head: Lil’s shirt dropping to the floor, her bra following, my shirt last to the pile, her sitting me down in a folding chair, her straddling my lap, our bare chests pressed together, my lips on her fragrant skin…fruity, like peaches, her hands snaking between us to unbutton my jeans…

      I pulled away from Sawyer just as her hand reached the knob. She looked back at me surprised, and maybe a little hurt too, but I couldn’t worry too much about offending her, because I was about to lose whatever trace amount of food was in my stomach. And doing it all over her would most definitely offend her.

      I bolted out the front door and down the few steps leading to the building. I had just made it to the edge of the stairs when my stomach decided it had had enough. Falling to my knees at the beauty bark surrounding a few decorative bushes under the windows…I threw up. Great.

      It was just once, and very quick, but it was enough to make me feel like a jackass when I sensed Sawyer watching from behind me. I silently thanked fate that I was a few feet from the window and hadn’t just done that in front of a room filled with unsuspecting students. With a shaking hand, I wiped off my mouth and sat back on my heels.

      After a few calming, deep breaths in the stillness of the cool morning, I turned my head to look at Sawyer. I had no idea what she’d think of that, what she thought of anything about me. If she had pieced together any of the conversations that she’d most likely heard around school this morning, then she probably thought I was hung-over and heaving my alcohol-soaked guts.

      Looking over at her dark head tilted to the side, brows bunched together, all I could read from her was concern. Still not saying anything, she extended a hand to me. I looked down at the hand, the silver ring on her thumb that shone even in the faded gray light of this overcast day, and I finally reached out to grasp it with my own.

      Her hand was cool, since we were outside, and I noticed then that she still didn’t have a jacket and that she was lightly shaking. As we stared at each other for a moment, I dropped her hand, shrugged off my jacket and flung it around her shoulders. She started to protest and shrug it back off, although her face seemed reluctant to do so, but I immediately broke off her objections.

      “I don’t want it,” was all I said. And I didn’t want it. I didn’t want the reminder of the popular, outgoing, happy-go-lucky guy I used to be. I wasn’t him anymore, and I didn’t want to pretend that I was. I never wanted to wear that damn jacket again.

      She only nodded as she took in the expression on my face and the dead evenness of my tone. She ran her arms through the sleeves and hugged the fabric to her chest, like she hadn’t worn a coat in so long she’d forgotten how nice it felt to be warm and cocooned.

      I shivered a bit in the chill now, but I welcomed it. It woke up my senses and cleared my head. My lungs indulged in the crisp, damp air as I took long, even breaths. Sawyer studied me in silence for a moment more before quietly saying, “Do you want me to take you home?”

      I looked down as I thought about it. Did I want to go home? Had I punished myself enough for one day? I tried to imagine walking back into that building, walking past scores of people who I’d once been friendly with, people who would now barely look at me, walking past multiple reminders of the friends I’d lost…both the living ones and the dead ones.

      My eyes swelled with more of those dreadful tears, and looking back up at her I could only say, “Yes.”

      She nodded as her eyes flicked between mine. I still didn’t know what she thought of me, but she was the only one showing me an ounce of friendship and compassion, and greedily, I was going to take all I could from her before she was swept away from me too.

      Wanting to take her hand again, but not wanting to disrupt her warmth from where she was snuggling in my jacket, I picked up my bag from where it had slipped off my shoulder when I’d embarrassingly heaved. I slung it over me and shoved my hands into my pockets. Simultaneously, we both started walking toward the student parking lot. Everyone was inside, filling their heads with vital pieces of information that they would surely need to make it out there in the “real” world, so we didn’t run into anyone. Sawyer was quiet on the way there, which I appreciated. She seemed to have taken my earlier request for silence quite literally.

      We approached an older looking Camaro SS, and she slowed and unclipped her bag, removing it from across her chest, underneath my jacket. I smiled at the vintage car while she rummaged inside the bag for the keys. The car was black with white racing stripes and had definitely seen better days, but it was still pretty cool. Darren had loved muscle cars. He’d always joked about pimping out his Geo to look like a Trans Am, with a flaming bird on the front and a T-top in the roof. I closed my eyes as that remembered conversation flooded through me. He’d never get his Trans Am now.

      A light hand on my shoulder woke me, and I looked over to see Sawyer, keys in hand, silently comforting me. God, how often had she done that this morning? I tried to smile, then walked over to the other side of the car, shaking my head. She must think I’m a nut job. Well, maybe I was.

      She unlocked her side and got in while I waited. This old car didn’t have electric locks, so she reached across the seat and unlocked my side. I got in and stretched out my six-two frame in the black leather, bucket seat. For being rundown on the outside, it was well-kept on the inside, clean and shiny and lightly smelling of lemon. I smiled at a tiny disco ball hanging from the rearview mirror as she started the car, the growl from the engine the unmistakable purr of a muscle car.

      Sawyer pulled out of the lot, and I directed her to the general vicinity of my home. We lived off the main artery that led right to the school. All she had to do was keep going straight and just as town started to fall away, she’d hit our house, the last house before the small trace of city civilization stopped. Quite literally “where the sidewalk ends.”

      On the drive over, she bit her lip and looked to be barely containing her curiosity. It didn’t seem like she was going to cave, but she was fidgeting in her seat. I imagined that if I were her, I’d have a bazillion questions for this odd boy beside me.

      “Go ahead,” I said quietly, finally breaking our silence.

      Her words spilled out in a rush, like once I’d given her permission, she couldn’t hold them back. “The accident everyone keeps mentioning, you were involved in that?” She looked over at me, her gray eyes suddenly very sorry that she couldn’t contain her questions.

      Keeping as calm a face as I could, I simply said, “Yes.” In my head I prepared my answer for the question that everyone asks…

      “Oh…I’m so sorry. I heard that people died…” Her eyes went back to the road while I tensed, both at her words and where I knew the conversation was heading. Do I remember? Was I drunk?

      She looked over at me with only her eyes, and I felt the question coming. She bit her lip, and I opened my mouth to give the answer. “Do you…are you okay with this?” Her hand flashed out to indicate her driving.

      Not expecting her to ask that, my answer for the question I thought she would ask spilled from my lips before I could stop it. “No.”

      She fully looked at me, alarmed and unsure what to do. The car slowed, and she started to turn the wheel, like she was going to pull over. I shook my head and started sputtering on my words. “No, no, that’s not… I’m fine. God, I’m sorry.” Her face looked hopelessly confused now. It was sort of adorable. “I’m an idiot…this is fine. I’m fine.”

      She narrowed her eyes. “Why did you say no?” Turning back to the road, her speed increased to normal.

      I exhaled, the weight of the world in my breath. Because I’m a moron. “I didn’t think… I wasn’t expecting you to ask that. People always ask…something else.”

      “Oh,” she said quietly. “What did you think I was going to ask?”

      I sighed and looked out the window. The houses were getting farther apart; we were reaching the end of town and the end of this weird car ride. “If I remember it.” I whispered my words into the glass of the window beside me.

      “Oh,” was her quiet response. After a few moments of silence she said, “I wouldn’t ask that.” I looked back at her, surprised; most people were dying to know what I knew. Since I never talked about it, there was only speculation about the wreck, and most of that was wrong.

      She shrugged her shoulders as she looked at my face and then back out the windshield. “You either don’t…which is fine, or you do…which must be horrible.” She looked over at me again. “Either way…why would I want you to think about that awful moment again?” She scrunched her brow like she was angry. “I’m the idiot. I shouldn’t have even brought it up.” Her eyes turned back to the road. “Sorry.”

      I nearly laughed. She was sorry…for asking me about what everyone was surely whispering about today? I was fodder for the town gossip. I was so used to everyone trying to pry their nose into my business and my personal life that it was nearly astounding to me that one person on this earth, not only didn’t want to know, but felt guilty for even bringing the topic up. I could have kissed her. A genuine smile crossed my lips as I relaxed back into my seat.

      “Don’t worry about it. I did say you could ask.” A tiny laugh did escape me then, and she looked over at me with an odd expression. I really must seem like a mental case to her.

      We drove the rest of the way in a comfortable silence, and I pointed at my house when we approached it. The house was nothing spectacular, a basic one-story, three-bedroom rambler with fading blue paint and a mailbox that wouldn’t ever stay completely closed.

      She pulled into the empty driveway and stopped the car but didn’t turn it off. I looked over at her as I put my hand on the door. Her presence was so calming to me; I was reluctant to give it up. Being alone right now, while better than being at school, wasn’t exactly going to be an easy thing—I had too many ghosts in my head today.

      “Do you…” I pointed again to the house, indicating the white door with three tiny windows inlaid at the top of it. “Do you want to come in?”

      Sawyer looked me over with a tiny smile on her lips, her hands never coming off the steering wheel. She seemed about to fully smile, and I thought for sure she’d say yes and move to shut the car off, but instead her curved lips twisted down into a frown, and she shook her head, her pigtails swishing adorably. “No, I can’t.”

      I frowned then, too, and noticing my expression she quickly added, “Don’t get me wrong, I wish I could, but my parents…” She rolled her eyes and sighed. “They’re sort of on a rampage, and they’d have my ass if I skipped school today.” She gave me a wry look. “I’m on probation.”

      “Oh.” I was curious why, but one thing that I’d learned over the past few months was not to pry. If she wanted to say more, she would. I didn’t need to force her to. She bit her lip as she watched me, almost like she was worried that I would ask. She visibly relaxed when I shrugged and said, “Well, thank you for the ride.” I looked down and shook my head. “And for not giving me too much crap over flipping out.”

      I looked back up at her when I felt her hand on my shoulder. It was small, but warm, and that warmth seeped into my skin through my light t-shirt. “It’s all right. You seemed to be having quite a morning.” Her fingers drifted down my arm to touch my hand, the warmth following it. “People don’t seem to like you too much…” She was quiet when she said that, and it seemed more a casual observance than an outright question. She’d been so nice to me today that I felt the need to answer it though.

      “They don’t…they blame me.” I looked out the window and my hand tightened on the door handle. “They think I got behind the wheel with my friends while I was out of my mind drunk and then drove recklessly, killing them all. They think I forced them into the car, forced them to ride with me. They practically think I’m a monster.”

      My voice had turned hard and rough in my sudden anger. No one understood what had happened. None of them at that school believed me when I said I was sober. None of them.

      Sawyer gasped beside me. I turned to look at her and clearly saw the pain in her features. I was confused for a moment, until her other hand came up and forcibly relaxed the grip I had on her fingers. I flinched and pulled away. Somewhere in my heated speech, I must have grabbed her hand and clenched it…hard. I’d hurt her.

      “Sorry,” I muttered.

      She laughed a little and rubbed out her palm. “It’s all right.”

      Her laughter loosened my sudden anger, and I added, “That’s not what happened. I did lose control…but that’s not what happened.” This was the closest I’d come to admitting to anyone that I remembered. Sure, I’d told everyone that I hadn’t been drinking at the party, but the actual wreck? I’d glossed over that with feigned amnesia.

      Sawyer stopped laughing and cocked her head while she regarded me. The silence in the car seemed to thicken and swirl around us, but it wasn’t oppressive or clingy. Like her hand, it was warm and comforting. I still held my breath though. I could see the debate in her eyes; she was judging my character based on all she’d seen and heard, and she was deciding, at this very moment, if I was guilty of the crime the others had already convicted me of.

      Finally she opened her mouth to speak, and my body tensed in preparation of her condemnation. It had been so nice to have someone who looked at me differently. I dropped my head as her speech finally made it past her lips
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copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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