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THE ROAD WON 

By Asa Daniels 

 

 

 
Mine was not the one that killed her.  

 I pulled into the motel lot, the one right past the other 

stretch of similarly dilapidated motels, and turned the car off. 

The clock on the dash, frozen: 3:07. I reached into the center 

console. Shit. Not there. Patted down pockets, front, back, 

parts unknown. Absent. Where the— I contort my frame to face the 

darkness of silent imaginary passengers. Not on the floor, not 

on the floor. Go back to the console, it’s in the console, she 

put it in the console. Thoughts racing—deeper into the console!— 

why are thoughts so loud—you’re not looking hard enough—why let 

us conference with ourselves in a room inaccessible to anyone 

else—where the—Fuck! With both hands I slam the steering wheel. 
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Not the horn, I still won’t call out, no help needed, but for 

this moment I berate the leathered ends of the wheel. I close my 

eyes, hard, the way a child squeezes away nightmares. One 

breath, two breaths— open up your eyes. Reach into the glove 

compartment. There it is! I reach in and grab a loosely rolled 

cigarette, tobacco flakes rustling together. Spark the lighter, 

spark it quick, breathe in, breathe in, god dammit. Inhale. It’s 

strong, tightly packed. Outside the driver side window, a sign 

of bacterial green that must have once been yellow struggles to 

announce the Molten Inn. Salt Lake City. Fucking Utah. How do 

you even end up in a place like this? Inhale. You deserve this— 

You didn’t do anything. Drop down the mirror, motherfucking 

light is so bright whose fucking idea was it to put that light 

so close to, I mean what if I was driving and pulled it, I guess 

I’m saying, forget it. Dilated. Great. At least with pupils so 

wide it might not seem like they’re darting around. They’re not 

moving. The rims of fluid are red. Retinas and all. Blood red. 

Fear red. Mine was not the one that killed her.  

 

* * * 

 

 “It follows that I am rough and lecherous.” 

 Does it? 

 “Yes. Quite.” 
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 If you say so.  

 “Don’t you think I am?” 

 Irritating? 

 “Rough and lecherous.” 

 Personal experience has proven you to be quite soft and 

rather generous. 

 A grin. A grab of a crotch. My car races out along the open 

road of nothingness, the wondrous desert that not a single soul 

wanted anything to do with but the greater consciousness has 

since swindled itself into slapping on haphazard rebranding with 

words like “frontier” that have no meaning other than the 

misdirection of idiots who wish to traverse this godforsaken 

country by the grit of their own four wheels and throw fuck-all 

to the wind, out along the brazen highway, cattle grazing and 

shooting gas out into the ether, the sun laughing the whole way 

and the wind, having long given up, just idly whisking by with 

enough force to yell outside the window. I’ve known her for four 

days, for the record. That’s one more than three and—here’s the 

tricky part—one less than five.  

 

* * *  

 

 

 


