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After the Woods 
by Susan 
~~~~ 
 
He hasn't said a word since we got in the car, hasn't  
looked at me, hasn't responded to anything I've said  
to him on the drive back to the motel. 
 
Until now. 
 
"I need to be alone for a while," he says, unbuckling 
his seatbelt and getting out of the car before I can  
even turn off the engine. 
 
Taking the key out of the ignition, I unlatch my own  
seatbelt, but when I look up, he's gone. 
 



~~~~ 
 
Something happened out in the woods tonight, something  
that's changed him, but as much as I want to go to him,  
I know that's not what he needs. 
 
He said he needed to be alone, so I will respect his  
wishes. 
 
For now. 
 
Heading to my own motel room, I open the door and go  
inside, then set my phone on the bed and stare at it,  
hoping he'll call me soon. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Last night as I sat beside him while he read his  
sister's words, it was all I could do not to reach  
over and close her diary. 
 
Listening to the fear and uncertainty she expressed  
and her struggle to remember "the brother with brown  
hair who used to tease me" nearly broke my heart and  
seeing Mulder's struggle to even say the words was  
like a knife in my gut. 
 
To be honest, I think that's why he ended up sleeping  
in so late this morning. Reading her words was so  
emotionally exhausting, his body needed to shut down  
for a while. 



 
And now, after whatever happened out in the woods  
tonight, he apparently needs to shut down again. 
 
I just wish he would talk to me. 
 
~~~~ 
 
It's been two hours since he went into his motel   
room and still no phone call. 
 
I didn't really expect him to call, but somehow I  
thought that maybe if I stared at the phone long and  
hard enough, he would eventually call me and ask me  
to come to his room. 
 
Obviously, it didn't work.  
 
As much as I would like to give him as much time as  
he needs, our red-eye flight back to DC leaves in  
two hours and we're going to need to leave for the  
airport soon. 
 
Deciding I need to see him to discuss this rather  
than call him on the phone, I slip on my shoes and  
jacket, and head out the door. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Usually when we're out on a case and have to book  
motel rooms, we are able to get rooms that are in  



close proximity of each other, but not this time.  
His room is several doors down from mine, which  
will give me a chance to gather my thoughts while  
I walk there. 
 
Making sure my door is locked, I turn around and  
look up at the sky. It's filled with stars like the  
night before, and I can't help thinking about what  
Mulder said to me about the stars being old souls  
looking for homes. 
 
Is that what he saw up in the sky while he was in  
the woods last night?  
 
The soul of his sister? 
 
He told Harold that his son and Amber Lynn were both  
dead and so was Samantha, and he seemed so sure about  
it when he said it, but why now after all these years  
of him insisting that she might still be alive  
somewhere? 
 
And why did he look up into the sky and say he was  
free when I asked him if he was okay? 
 
My mind now swirling with unanswered questions, I  
finally reach his door, and knock on it. 
 
~~~~ 
 
"Mulder, are you in there?" I ask quietly, not  



wanting to disturb the guests next door. I knock  
again. "Mulder?" 
 
The curtain on his window is thin enough for me to  
tell that the lights aren't on, which means he's  
probably asleep, but I don't want to go back to my  
room without checking on him so I knock one more  
time. "Hey Mulder, open the door." 
 
He still doesn't answer so I pull out the duplicate  
key card he gave me yesterday and insert it into  
the slot, being careful not to make too much noise.  
The green light now on, I quietly push open the door  
and quickly scan the room. 
 
I spot him right away, his sleeping form curled up  
on the edge of the bed with his shoes and jacket  
still on and tightly clutching something to his  
chest.  
 
Although it's dark in his room, I don't have to see  
what he's holding onto to know what it is. 
 
"Oh Mulder," I whisper to myself, quietly moving  
closer to the side of his bed and looking down at 
the small diary pressed against his heart. 
 
Blinking back the moisture forming in my eyes, I  
simply stand there for a while and watch him sleep,  
then make a decision I hope is the right one. 
 



I walk over to the other side of the bed, kick off  
my shoes, and lie down next to him. 
 
~~~~ 
 
When I open my eyes, it's dark in the room and it  
takes me a moment to remember where I am. Mulder is  
still asleep beside me, but he's on his back now,  
Samantha's diary now loosely in his grasp.  
 
Squinting in the dark at my watch, I can see that  
it's close to 3:00. Our flight, which was supposed  
to leave at 1:00, now obviously missed, will have to 
be rescheduled, but right now, that doesn't matter  
to me. 
 
All that matters is the man softly breathing beside  
me. 
 
Rolling over onto my back, I rest my hand on top of  
his hand holding the book, and close my eyes. 
 
~~~~ 
 
The next time I wake up it's three hours later, and 
he's still asleep.  
 
The diary has slipped out of his hand and is now  
laying on the bed between us, but as much as I'm 
tempted to see what else is inside, I won't betray  
Mulder's trust and look in it. 



 
Picking up the small book, I set it on the nightstand, 
then look down at the man sleeping next to me. The 
morning sun is beginning to peek through the curtain, 
and I can see his face more clearly than I could when 
I woke up earlier. 
 
Despite the emotional turmoil of the last few days, 
he looks surprisingly peaceful, and I can't help but 
feel a rush of relief as I lean over and softly brush  
my palm over his hair. 
 
"Scully, what are you doing here?" he asks, his voice 
groggy with sleep as his eyelids slowly flutter open. 
 
"I wanted to make sure you were all right," I reply,  
not feeling the least bit nervous about the fact that 
my hand has now gone from brushing his hair to cupping 
his cheek. "I was worried about you." 
 
His eyes more alert now, he studies my face for a 
moment, then gently takes my hand away from his cheek.  
"I'm fine, Scully...I'm okay," he whispers, pulling  
me closer and tucking me under his arm as if it's the  
most natural thing in the world. 
 
Feeling just as comfortable as he does, I rest my  
head on his chest and drape my arm across his waist.  
"Are you sure you're okay, Mulder?" 
 
I feel him nod his head against me, and for a while  



we just lie there together, both of us still wearing  
our jackets, his hand lazily rubbing up and down my  
arm. 
 
"I couldn't talk to you last night," he finally says, 
breaking the silence.  
 
"I know." 
 
"I needed time to...process everything." 
 
"I understand." 
 
He takes a deep breath then, pulls me even closer 
to him. "But I want to talk now." 
 
I tighten my arm around his waist, look up into his 
eyes. "I'm listening." 
 
Glancing over at the diary on the nightstand, he  
breathes in, then turns to look at me and quietly 
begins, "Last night I saw my sister, Scully...and  
she was beautiful." 
 
 
~end~ 
 
 
Thanks so much for reading. 
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