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Devon Bartowski laughed at the joke that his friend, Damien Fisher told. “Guys, this has 

been fun but I really need to get to class,” Devon reluctantly said. 

“You’re still on for tonight right? It’s your turn to drive,” Sergei Varlamov said before 

Devon could leave. 

“Of course, I wouldn’t miss the game for anything. The game is at seven so I’ll pick you 

guys up at around five,” Devon replied as he walked to his next class. 

Devon entered his class and took his seat beside his twin sister, Kiersha. She glanced 

over at Devon. “You shouldn’t hang out with those guys. They could get you in trouble.” 

“Thank for your concern sis, but those are my friends whether you like them or not,” 

Devon stated. “I’ve been friends with them since elementary school and I’m not planning to stop 

now just because you think I should.” 

“Okay, but when something happens to you because you hang out with them, remember I 

warned you,” retorted Kiersha. 

Mr. Grimes stepped to the front and started the class. School ended and Devon rushed 

home to get ready for the football game. He was ready at a quarter to five and started to walk out 

the door when the phone rang. Thinking Kiersha was going to get it, he continued on his way. 

“Devon, it’s for you!” 

“Oh man,” Devon grumbled, “I have to get going.” He picked up the phone and barked, 

“Hello?” 

“Bonjour, mon ami!” was the cheerful reply. 

“Alexandre! How are you?” Devon responded in a less grumpy mood. 

“I am doing well. I haven’t talked to you for a while and decided it was time to get in 

touch with you,” Alexandre Biron answered. 

Devon chatted with his friend who he hadn’t spoken to in a while since Alexandre moved 

back to France. They caught up with each other and Devon forgot about the time. When they 

ended up saying goodbye, they had talked for twenty minutes and Devon was late. 

When he arrived at Tuomo Aro’s house, it was fifteen minutes after five. 

“Why are you so late? Tuomo inquired. 

“Just get in the car.” He did just that and they proceeded to the next house. At each house 

Devon got the same quizzical look and asked the same question, but he ignored them. 

“We’re going to be late to the game Devon,” Damien declared after everyone was  

rounded up. “No time to only go the speed limit. You have to go faster so we will get there on 

time.” 

Devon thought about it and answered, “No, I couldn’t do that. It’s unsafe and I could get 

a speeding ticket.” 

“C’mon, you don’t want to miss the start of the game do you? You won’t get a ticket. 

Everyone does it and the cops are too busy to give a mere speeding ticket. You are a seasoned 

driver so you won’t get into a crash or anything like that,” Sergei replied, trying to convince 

Devon to speed. 

“It isn’t speeding unless you get caught and besides all the cool people do it,” Tuomo 

added. 



“Well, I don’t really want to be late so why not,” Devon finally agreed. He pressed on the 

accelerator until he was going thirty kilometers over the speed limit. They made it to the stadium 

five minutes before the game was scheduled to start. They got their tickets scanned and rushed to 

their seats just as the singing of the national anthem ended. The game started and the crowd 

roared. 

Partway through the game, Sergei got up to get a drink and asked if anyone else wanted 

one. Everyone said they did, so Sergei made his way to where the concession stands were. Sergei 

came back with four beers and handed Damien, Devon and Tuomo each one. 

“I don’t want this,” Devon said holding out his arm with the beer in his hand. 

“C’mon Devon, what is your problem? Everyone drinks. Beer is the most popular drink 

among people our age,” Sergei defensively said. 

“Yeah, Devon, one drink is not going to kill you. Everyone drinks and it’s not like you’re 

going to get drunk off of one,” Tuomo expanded. 

“Just drink it already! You’re going to look like you’re not cool and we can’t hang out 

with anyone who is not cool,” Damien said. 

This irked Devon. He brought the beer to his mouth and drank. He nearly choked a few 

times but managed to force the beer down. The guys patted him on the back and drank their own 

beers. 

Throughout the rest of the game, Devon started to slur his words and act like his brain 

wasn’t functioning properly. When the game ended, Devon and his friends staggered to his 

vehicle. Because Devon was drunk and not thinking properly, he started his car and began to 

drive. He was going too fast for what traffic allowed. The stop light in front of them turned red. 

Devon’s reaction time was slow and he was going too fast to stop in time. Devon saw another 

vehicle out of the corner of his eye heading toward the intersection. Everything went black and 

the faint sound of sirens could be heard. 

 

“Hello?” Kiersha said as she answered the phone. “What happened? Where was he 

taken?” Kiersha demanded as the person on the other end of the phone explained what had 

happened to Devon. When Kiersha hung up, she frantically grabbed her things and rushed to the 

hospital. 

Kiersha was shown to the room where Devon was taken. Devon’s eyes were closed and 

he looked in pretty bad shape. Kiersha felt tears gathering in her eyes. He looked so lifeless that 

she wondered if there was indeed life in him. Devon groaned and Kiersha came closer with hope 

and anticipation. He kept his eyes closed though. Kiersha turned to leave to talk to a nurse about 

her brother. 

“You were right,” a voice croaked. 

Kiersha turned around and looked at her brother. “You’re alive!” Kiersha enthusiastically 

said. 

“Barely, and if I had listened to you I wouldn’t be in this predicament,” Devon 

whispered. 

“What are you talking about?” questioned Kiersha. 

“Tuomo, Sergei and Damien pressured me into speeding and drinking which led to me 

getting into the crash,” Devon replied regretfully. 

“I hate being right.” 

“No you don’t. You love being right.” 

“Not when it involves people getting hurt like this.” 



“Believe me when I say that I will never speed or drink ever again. I will also find new 

friends who don’t pressure me into things that I shouldn’t or don’t want to do,” Devon said 

making a resolution. 

“I am so proud of you,” Kiersha said with a smile on her face. 


