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      Another day in paradise.

      My sarcastic thought fails to even bring a smirk to my face.  Apathy has made it too much effort for me to bother with facial expressions anymore.

      I roll through life without a care in the world.

      That one almost lifts the corners of my mouth, but I enjoy my own dark humor without an outward hint of amusement.  Entertaining myself is the only kind of entertainment I get around here.  It’s not because these people are not on my level, as my father would assume.  Or rather, it’s what he would have assumed before I was damaged and had become too much of an embarrassment to send to an elite private school.  The kids there would have been the same as the ones here, except better dressed and more entitled.

      That’s the lesson I’ve learned since being downgraded to public school.  Everyone is focused on the same inane things.  Popularity, dating, and having the best high school experience they can.  Like any of it matters.

      Take, for instance, the two girls walking in front of me.  One is gushing about the other girl’s boyfriend.  “Maybe you’ll get married one day,” she adds.

      A snort almost makes it out of my mouth.  This girl is beyond delusional.  She’s skipped right past the usual end goal of prom to marriage.  If the guy they’re talking about could hear her, he’d probably run away in fear.  At least Hazel has more sense.

      Yes, I know her name.

      “We’ve only been dating for three months.  Let’s not plan a wedding just yet.”

      “At least not before prom,” her friend jokes.

      And there’s the typical prom obsession.  So predictable and so high school.  But will college be any better?  Will the students there be more mature and interesting?  Will it matter if they are?

      I try to ignore the thought that slithers into my mind.  It’s not them, it’s you.  They’re normal, and you’re⁠—

      I’m jolted, and my hands instinctively shoot out to catch Hazel before she falls into my lap.  The scene shifts, and I’m no longer in the hallway at school.  I’m on a street watching a zipper cover up Hazel’s face.  Her dead eyes stare unseeing at nothing before they are covered from view inside the body bag.

      “Fucking drunk driver,” a cop says in the background.  “Those bastards always survive, while innocent…”

      His voice fades away as the horrific scene disappears.  I’m back at school, still gripping Hazel’s arms, and she’s alive.  Her pretty brown eyes stare at me, not lifeless and unseeing like in that horrible vision.  I hastily let go of her, afraid I’ll go back there again.

      She blushes, embarrassed that she almost fell on top of me.  I can’t speak, and I maneuver around her without a word, needing to get away.

      But her dead face haunts me.  She’s going to be killed by a drunk driver.  My heart constricts, and my whole chest feels tight with anxiety.  But there’s nothing I can do.  I don’t know when it’s going to happen or how.  Will she be hit while walking or riding her bike?  Or will she be going somewhere in a car?

      I hate this.  I hate knowing that she’s going to die while she’s still young.  Now every day is going to feel like a ticking clock to her death.  But how can I prevent it?  Tell her to watch out for drunk drivers?  Like that’s even possible.

      Panic claws at my insides as the end of the school day nears.  I don’t want to let Hazel out of my sight, although the thought that I could protect her is laughable.  I can’t run and push her out of the way of a speeding car.  I know that’s unlikely anyway.  The odds of me being there at that exact moment and reacting in time to save her would be impossible even if I could walk.  But I’m irrationally convinced that I might have a chance if I wasn’t stuck in this wheelchair.

      Desperate and grasping at straws by this point, I offer Hazel a ride home.  Leaving a note on her desk like we’re in middle school, I’m confident that she’ll go with me regardless of how immature my method is.  She has some kind of fascination with me, and she’ll be too intrigued to turn me down despite having a boyfriend.

      She proves me right, and we leave school together.  Her nervous excitement is palpable beside me, but I’m tense as I scan the parking lot for out-of-control vehicles.  My tension doesn’t dissipate when she makes it to my truck unharmed.  It gets much worse when we pull out onto the street and I’m struck by a terrible thought.

      What if it happens now while she’s with me?  What if the vision wasn’t a premonition?  What if it was a warning that I would be the cause of it?  What if I’ve put her on a fatal collision course by giving her a ride?  It wouldn’t be the first time that someone got killed in a car crash with me.

      My heart squeezes painfully at that memory, and I consider going back to the parking lot and having her call someone else to drive her home.  But what if I’m wrong, and it happens while that person is driving her home?  I’m paralyzed with indecision.  That thought would amuse me if the situation wasn’t so dire.

      I keep driving, and I’m still on edge when we arrive at her house without incident.  Hazel is safe for the moment, but how long will that last?  If she goes anywhere, she could die.  Today is Friday, so she’ll probably be seeing her boyfriend.  I doubt she’ll listen to me if I tell her to stay home.  And what about tomorrow?  She can’t stay home every day to avoid her doom.

      “Would you like to come in?” she asks, oblivious to my mental struggle.

      I look at her, and I know I can’t leave without another look into her grim future.  Maybe it will provide a clue to how the accident happens, and I’ll be able to pinpoint it to something specific that she can avoid.  I have to at least try, no matter the nightmares it will give me.

      Bracing myself for that horrible scene again, I reach out and touch her arm.  I’m not expecting the spark of attraction I feel at the contact.  Completely inappropriate under the circumstances.  Closing my eyes, I focus on returning to that tragic point in time, but nothing happens.

      I can hardly dare to believe that I stopped it, and I pull my hand back as I realize she’s waiting for my answer.  “No thank you,” I say, reeling from the possibility that I might have just saved her life.

      Her entire face flushes, and her cheeks turn bright red.  “Thanks for the ride,” she mumbles and gets out of my truck.

      I’m backing out of her driveway as soon as she closes the passenger door, because I have the strange urge to cry.  I haven’t cried in years, and there’s no reason to cry now.  If anything, I should feel happy.  Tears of joy?  That’s not how I’d describe this emotion.  Relief?  That’s closer to it, but it feels bigger than that.  It’s the knowledge that I almost lost Hazel today.

      And that’s a stupid thought, because she’s not mine.

      But it feels like she is.  It feels like losing her would have killed the last part of me that matters.
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      I debate whether I should go to the funeral.  Most of the senior class will probably be there, because he was so popular.  Hazel will certainly be there, since he was her boyfriend.

      The relief that she wasn’t in that car with him is followed immediately by the guilt.  It’s so obvious to me now that I can’t fathom why I didn’t think of it before.  But I didn’t know that Matt was driving Hazel home from school every day.  I didn’t include that in my frantic musings about Hazel’s fatal accident.  I’d only considered him in relation to them going on a date, but I hadn’t thought that he’d be in danger too.  My vision had only shown me Hazel, and she’d been my priority.

      And I’d completely missed the possibility that someone else might die in the accident with her.  Logic told me that I couldn’t have saved Matt even if I’d known to try.  He wouldn’t have left his car at school to accept a ride home with me.  We’d barely ever talked, and we hadn’t really known each other, although I’d seen him at parties when I used to go to them.  He’d seemed like a nice guy.

      And now he was dead.  Killed in a car crash—just like my mom and my brother.

      As I stare out my bedroom window, my memories take me back to that day.

      I’m thirteen years old, and I should be excited about going back to boarding school.  I’ve got a girlfriend I can’t wait to see, and all my friends are there.  Christmas vacation was great, and my dad is proud of me for making it onto the lacrosse team.  He’s promised to come watch some of my games.  The rest of this school year is going to be the best.

      But I don’t want to go, and I don’t know why.  I had to drag myself out of bed, when I usually wake up full of energy.  I like mornings, but not this one.  There’s something weird about it.  I stare out the window at the snowy landscape, and a chill runs down my spine.

      My bedroom door opens, and I turn to see my mom enter the room.  “You’re not dressed yet?  Brax is already outside waiting for us, if you can believe that.  It must be opposites day,” she says with a laugh.

      I can’t remember my brother ever getting up before me.  He likes to stay up late and sleep in whenever he can.  We might be identical twins, but we only look the same.  We’ve got very different personalities.  Brax is kind of wild.  He’s tried cigarettes and alcohol, and he claims he’s had sex.  I don’t know if I believe that one.  He might just be saying that to act
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