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Out of the Fog 
by Susan 
 
The moment I walk through the door and see him,  
everything shifts back into place. 
 
His skin is gray and torn, his body broken, and  
according to the doctors, he's clinically dead. 
 
But he's lying here just inches away from me, and I  
can finally breathe again. 
 
My eyes welling up with tears, I carefully put my  



arm around his waist and press my cheek to his chest. 
 
He's alive, and now so am I. 
 
~~~~ 
 
I'm in a fog. 
 
No, it's darker than fog. Thicker. Warmer. 
 
Everything's so heavy around me, and it's hard to  
breathe. My skin burns. My throat's on fire, my  
chest tightened in a knot, and I can't move. 
 
But then I feel something different. 
 
It's soft and delicate, yet strong, and it  
desperately wants me to move, to pull myself away  
from the fog. 
 
If only I could. 
 
~~~~ 
 
I wanted to keep my eyes open, to be there when  
his eyes opened, but I couldn't fight it anymore,  
apparently falling asleep with my cheek still  



pressed against him. 
 
I'm surprised the hospital staff didn't kick me out.  
Then again, I have no doubt they know how incredible  
the man is lying in front of me.  
 
What a miracle he is. 
 
I immediately scan his face, his arms, his hands. Do  
a quick check of all the machines he's attached to.  
Although there's no change from last night, I feel  
changed. 
 
And for the first time in months, I feel hope. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Something's happening to me. 
 
I still can't move, but my chest feels less constricted,  
my skin no longer scorching hot. 
 
The fog is still all around me, but for the first time  
in forever, it feels clearer somehow. 
 
~~~~ 
 



This is the third day I've come here. 
 
I hold his hand. Talk to him. Tell him about his son.  
Watch the machines breathe for him. Pray. 
 
He hasn't changed, hasn't moved, hasn't had even one  
involuntary response to stimuli, but I won't give up  
on him. 
 
Earlier today I pressed his hand against my belly,  
hoping that our baby would kick, roll, do something,  
anything, to make a connection. 
 
And then he did, shifting his entire little body over  
to the right side of my body, closer to his dad. 
 
Was it an omen? Something cosmic? Or was it simply  
a coincidence? 
 
Mulder would know. 
 
Trying to hold my tears back, but failing miserably,  
I press his palm to my cheek. 
 
~~~~ 
 
I feel something. 



 
A twinge. Or maybe a poke. A strange sensation I can't  
describe, but I feel it and it's warm and comforting. 
 
And it's real. 
 
~~~~ 
 
It's day four, and I take my usual spot beside his  
bed. 
 
I immediately notice that some of the machines have 
been removed, and although his cheeks are covered  
with puncture wounds, he looks more like the man I  
know. 
 
Sliding my hand underneath his, I watch him breathe,  
his chest now rising and falling on its own.  
 
And then I feel it. 
 
A slight twitch against my fingers. Almost imperceptible,  
but there. 
 
My heart racing, I lean forward and whisper his name,  
hoping that what I'm seeing is really happening. 
 



And then it is, his eyes slowly fluttering open.  
 
My own eyes filling with tears again, I study his  
beautiful eyes, wondering what he's thinking as he  
looks back at me, and say the only word that can get  
past the lump in my throat. 
 
"Hi." 
 
Please, Mulder. Talk to me. Say something in that soft  
voice you reserve only for me, I think, as I anxiously  
await his response. 
 
And then he does, crushing me with three simple words. 
 
"Who are you?" 
 
My throat closes instantly as I try to compose myself  
and find the right words to say, but then he surprises  
me again with the smallest hint of a smile. 
 
It's a smile I've seen many times before. A smile I've  
missed. 
 
A Mulder smile. 
 
And my world shifts again, even more back into place  



than before. 
 
We talk some more briefly, but that's not really what  
I need right now. I need to touch him, to feel him  
touching me. 
 
And I need it to be real. 
 
I move as close to him as I can and rest my head  
against his chest, then close my eyes, letting the  
sound of his strong, steady heartbeat lull me to  
sleep. 
 
~~~~ 
 
The fog is lifting. 
 
The air's no longer thick. My skin's no longer  
burning, but humming with a comfortable warmth. 
 
Something's happening. I can feel it. 
 
The twinge I felt before is like a caress now, and  
I can breathe. Although I still can't make my body  
work, I can make my fingers move, and so I do,  
tapping them against something soft. 
 



I hear something then, a gasp, or maybe it's a sigh,  
followed by something I never thought I'd hear again. 
 
"Mulder?" 
 
Making my head move, then my eyes, I open them and  
see her sitting there. The light scorches my eyes,  
and my throat feels like sandpaper, but I can't  
take my eyes off her. 
 
She looks exhausted, and she's been crying, but  
she's just about the most beautiful thing I've  
ever seen, and I'm flooded with a sea of emotions  
I can't even begin to process. 
 
How can I possibly explain to her all that I'm  
feeling right now?  
 
I can't, and so I do what I always do when I can't  
find the right words.  
 
"Who are you?" I ask, hoping that she'll understand  
my lame attempt at humor and that everything is just  
too overwhelming for me right now. 
 
But she's also too emotional right now, and a flash  
of panic crosses her face. 



 
Quickly trying to alleviate her fears, I make my  
lips curve into a slight smile, knowing that she'll  
understand me then. 
 
And she does, letting out a sigh of relief as she  
gently scolds me. 
 
I watch her mouth move as she talks, study her face.  
She doesn't say it, but I can see it in her eyes.  
She's been through something that no one should  
have to go through, and I know it's because of me. 
 
She rests her head on my chest then, and I can feel  
her tears soaking through my hospital gown. 
 
"Anybody miss me?" I ask, savoring the dampness  
against my skin. 
 
She laughs at my second lame attempt at humor and  
quietly squeezes my hand, but doesn't move away from  
me. 
 
And in this moment, I don't want her to. 
 
Her warm body now comfortably pressed against mine,  
I weakly squeeze her hand back and let my eyes drift  



shut. 
 
 
~end 
 
 
Thank you for reading. 
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