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My head on his shoulder.

"You okay?"

His arm around me.

"I'm scared, Scott."

Even though really, I am not. 

"I'm here, Alice. You know I'll protect you from anything."

"I know."

His hand squeezes my shoulder reassuringly.

Protect me? He can't even protect himself. Silly little boy. 

No. This is not my thought. This would be my mother.

He's no-one. He has nothing. A past left behind, and no future. Only a present that 

lasts one day at a time.

This isn't me thinking, either. This would be my father.

Even though neither of them ever knew Scott, even though neither of them ever said 

those words to me. Does this mean I'm so deeply tainted by their thinking that I'm 

forever to hear their voices in my head?

"We're going to get out of this mess, Alice. I promise you this. Do you believe me?"

Even he doesn’t believe himself.

Shut up, mother.
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"I do."

"We'll sit here until morning, and then someone is bound to stop, and we can beg 

some fuel off of them. Maybe someone will swap a canister for my watch."

"I still have my earrings." Real gold, too, with a tiny diamond in each, and definitely 

worth a few hundred even in a pawn shop. 

"No. We've had this talk before."

We have. I tried to pawn my jewelry before, but he would never let me. Not even 

when we couldn't pay for the motel the other night. He spent that whole day washing 

dishes, while I secretly helped a maid clean some rooms. In the evening, he found me 

apparently asleep on the lobby couch with a magazine in my hands. I'd gotten back there 

maybe  five  minutes  before  he  left  the  kitchens.  It  was  a  close  call,  but  I  think  he 

suspected nothing.

"I got us into this mess, Alice. I'll get us out."

"I know you will."

The mess we're in is hardly big enough to warrant heroic promises. Scott's car died 

on us at three in the morning in the middle of a highway – I suspect the fuel gauge is 

broken, from the way it went from half tank straight to zero. All we need to do is get to 

the nearest gas station. Where he probably won't let me use my credit card, and give 

away his watch instead, trade the only possession of value he's got left for a tank of fuel. 

And feel good about saving us again.

A much more efficient way to save us would be picking up my phone and calling 

home.

Go away, Dad. This isn't about doing anything efficiently. He needs to save us both. I 

won't steal that away from him.

"You get some sleep, okay?"

"Okay."

I close my eyes and feign sleep, feeling him wrap his arms tighter around me. He's 

exhausted, but he will stay awake and keep watch over me. It is also something he needs 

to do.

He would hold me close against the cold and dark, neither of which scares me. He 

would not let me help him wash dishes to pay for our room. And he would not let me 

pawn my jewelry.

Perhaps, when it comes to things of value – real value – Scott still has much more 

than just his watch.

Oh, and Dad? One day at a time doesn't sound all that bad.
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