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This Quiet Life 

by Susan  

~~~~ 

 

 

Every night during the summer, it's the same. 

 

He goes out to the front porch, sits in his chair,  

and reflects upon those things in his life that have  

made him who he is. 

 

So many of his years were filled with pain and  

heartache, but he doesn't dwell on those...he never  

does anymore...instead he remembers the simple things,  

the moments in time that have become etched inside  

his heart. 

 

When he closes his eyes, he can see her as she was,  

so young and vibrant and ready to take on the world.   

He can feel her hand touching his, her handshake  

firm and confident, yet soft and feminine. 

 

And he can hear her voice in his head saying, "The  

answers are there. You just have to know where to  

look." 

 

He likes this memory and thinks of it often. He  

wonders if she does too, though he's never come  

right out and asked her about it. 



 

Maybe someday he will. 

 

Tonight as he sits and looks out over the lake, he  

is reminded of a time when they were surrounded by  

water, the two of them stranded on a rock in what  

seemed like the middle of nowhere. 

 

He always smiles when he thinks of that night. 

 

How he had teased her about losing weight and their  

conversation about Moby Dick. How annoyed she was  

with him as they sat on the rock and how relieved  

she was when she found out he hadn't been eaten by  

that alligator. 

 

He's never told her that he still thinks Big Blue  

is around, though she probably already knows that  

he does. 

 

She's always been like that, his Scully, knowing  

what he's really thinking when no one else does. 

 

It used to bother him, having her know him so  

completely, but now he takes comfort in it. 

 

Especially since he knows her just as well. 

 

"What are you thinking?" she asks as she steps out  

on the porch and sits in the rocking chair beside  

him. 

 

"About how lucky I am to have you in my life," he  

replies, pressing his wrinkled hand over the top  

of her smooth one. 



 

She smiles just like she does every night when he  

gives her that answer, and he feels the familiar  

fluttering in his stomach, the subtle twitch in  

his groin. 

 

Her smile always did arouse him, and still does,  

though their romantic interludes are less often  

now. 

 

Arthritis has taken a heavy toll on him, and another  

bout with cancer five years ago has weakened her  

body considerably. 

 

Still, they always kiss in the morning to start each  

day and then again at night before they fall asleep,  

their mouths just as greedily exploring each other  

now in their twilight years as they did all those  

years long ago. 

 

"There's a storm coming," he remarks, noticing the  

leaves as they rustle in the trees. "I can feel it  

in my knees." 

 

"You and your knees, Mulder," she teases, her eyes  

crinkling around the edges as she smiles. "They're  

as accurate as any weatherman." 

 

"And better lookin' too," he jokes, catching a  

glimpse of her out of the corner of his eye to see  

if she raised her eyebrow at that comment. 

 

She did. 

 

"Are you warm enough?" she asks, watching him pull  



his sweater tighter across his chest. 

 

"I'm okay," he replies, although she knows he's just  

saying that because he doesn't want her to go to the  

trouble of getting him a blanket. 

 

"There's a quilt inside on the couch. Let me get it  

for you," she says, standing up from her rocking  

chair. 

 

Before she can head inside, he grabs her wrist,  

kisses the back of her hand. "What would I do  

without you?" he says, looking up at her.  

 

"What would I do without *you*?" she answers, her  

eyes telling him all he needs to know as she turns  

to go inside. 

 

Waiting for her to come back, he looks out at the  

restless waves on the lake and thinks about an  

ocean that led him to the Queen Anne and a kiss  

he was meant to give. 

 

He runs his stiff fingers over his chin fondly,  

thinking of her, and he remembers the declaration  

of love he made to her from his hospital bed. 

 

He knew she thought he wasn't quite himself that  

night, that he was groggy and in pain, but he also  

knew that what he said was real. 

 

Everything he felt about her was real. 

 

"Here you go, Mulder," she says as she pushes open  

the creaky screen door and drapes his favorite quilt  



over his legs. "We wouldn't want those good looking  

knees of yours to get cold now, would we?" she adds,  

pressing a kiss to his cheek as she bends over him. 

 

Her lips feel soft against his early evening stubble, 

her breath warm as it skitters across his sensitive 

skin. 

 

Closing his eyes, he puts this memory alongside all  

the other simple moments he's gathered over the years,  

then opens them back up again so he can watch her get  

situated in the chair beside him. 

 

Once she's sitting comfortably, he reaches over and  

places his hand on top of hers again, neither of them 

talking, just watching, as the clouds move in and the 

raindrops begin to fall. 

 

There was a time when everything in his life was  

driven by his need to know the truth, but now as he  

sits here in this place with her, sharing this quiet  

life, he has all the answers he needs. 

 

And it is enough. 

 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

2. This Quiet Night 

 

 

It's been raining steadily for nearly half an hour  

now, though he's slept through most of it.  

 



In his chair on the porch, he sleeps beneath his  

favorite quilt and dreams of the day they first met. 

 

He wasn't expecting her to be so pretty when she first  

walked through his door, and he certainly wasn't  

expecting her to challenge his every word. 

 

And yet she did. 

 

She challenged him from the moment their eyes met,  

and she kept on challenging him throughout their  

entire time in Oregon. At the time her constant  

questioning and rigid view of things frustrated him,  

but it also made him think. 

 

And he liked that. 

 

He liked that she stood up to him, and he liked that  

she really listened to what he had to say. Not many  

people did, but she did.   

 

She did, and because of it, he'd felt comfortable  

enough to share the story of his sister with her. 

 

Even all these years later, he's grateful for the  

night she listened, the night their friendship began. 

 

And he's grateful that she listens to him still. 

 

"Mulder, wake up," she whispers, gently brushing the 

palm of her hand over his hair. 

 

"Mmm....what?" he sleepily mumbles, his lids fluttering  

open, his eyes trying to adjust to the darkness now  

surrounding him. 



 

"Hey you," she says, resting her delicate hand on his  

arm. "Are you planning on sleeping out here in the  

rain all night?" she softly teases. 

 

His eyes opened wider now, he pushes himself up in the  

chair and looks out over the lake, at the raindrops  

softly falling into the water, at the moonlight  

glittering on the surface. "How long have I been out?"  

he asks, trying to straighten out his stiff legs 

beneath the quilt. 

 

"About a half hour," she replies, moving her hand from  

his arm down to his hand.   

 

He laces his fingers between hers, turns towards her.  

"If you didn't want me out in the rain, why'd you let  

me stay out here so long?" he asks, trying to work  

the kinks out of his neck. 

 

"Because I like watching you sleep," she says simply.  

"And I like listening to you snore," she adds, a  

mischievous smile crossing her face. 

 

"Okay, admit it Scully, you've got a thing for the  

way my nose whistles, don't you?" he jokes, the  

crinkles around his eyes softening.  

 

"No, I've got a thing for hearing you snore because  

it means that you're getting the rest that you need,"  

she replies. 

 

He smiles at her answer, then says, "Does that mean  

you don't like my nose whistling then?" 

 



"No, it's actually pretty good...for being so off key,"  

she remarks, playfully raising her right eyebrow. 

 

Looking at her with mock disgust, he lets go of her  

hand and takes the quilt off of his legs. "You know  

Scully, you're the last person who should be talking  

about my musical talents...or lack thereof," he teases  

as he slowly stands up from the chair. "It seems to  

me you need a little work in that area yourself." 

 

She stands up beside him then and takes hold of his  

arm, partly to help keep her balance, partly because  

she likes the firmness of his forearm beneath her  

fingers. "Over thirty years ago, and you're still  

not going to let me forget that, are you?"  

 

"Of course not," he replies, smiling as he presses  

a kiss to her cheek. "Nobody sings 'Joy to the World'  

like you do, Scully." 

 

"Shut up, Mulder," she says, gently nudging him with  

her hip. 

 

Giving her a nudge of his own, he carefully wraps the  

quilt around her shoulders, then turns out the porch  

light. 

 

And together they come in from the rain. 

 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

3. Daybreak 

 



 

When daybreak comes, he is the first to wake. 

 

He is also the first to see the morning sun as it  

rises above the lake. 

 

Since they moved to this house, to this quiet place,  

he often goes out and sits on the porch.  There he  

leans back in his rocking chair and watches the  

glowing sun rise and take its place in the sky. 

 

He likes this time of day, this time alone when he  

can reflect on his life and what it once was. 

 

At the time he was living it, he never took the time 

to savor the little moments, never just sat back and  

enjoyed them. 

 

But now when daybreak comes, he savors them. 

 

The night he and Scully hit baseball after baseball 

up into the stars. 

 

The afternoon they spent on a Hollywood set listening 

to a zombie complain about tofurkey. 

 

The morning he watched Scully pop a live grasshopper 

into her mouth. 

 

The night they sat on the couch eating dry popcorn  

and watching Caddyshack...twice. 

 

Letting out a contented sigh, he looks out over the  

glistening stillness of the lake and sees two ducks 

suddenly swoop down from out of nowhere and skid  



across the water. 

 

Watching them as they swim to the far side of the  

lake, he is fascinated by the way the female seems  

to instinctively know when her mate is going to go  

straight and when he's going to turn in a different  

direction. 

 

And he can't help thinking that he and Scully are  

like that too, each of them instinctively knowing 

what the other will do. 

 

They have always been like that, the two of them 

sharing a silent language only they know. 

 

Watching the ducks until they reach the edge of  

the shore, he gets up out of his chair, stretches,  

and takes a deep breath of the fresh morning air. 

 

Then he closes his eyes and takes another long  

breath, relishing the cool sensation in his lungs.  

The aroma of coffee fills the air now too, its  

familiar bitter flavor drifting through the screen  

door. 

 

She's awake. 

 

Inhaling the crisp country air one last time, he 

looks out over the lake at the two ducks waddling  

side by side up the embankment. 

 

He opens up the door then and smiles, knowing that  

inside his own mate is waiting for him. 

 

 



~~~~ 

 

 

4. The Letter 

 

 

"Anything good in the mail today, Mulder?" she asks,  

watching as he sits down on the couch and starts  

sorting the envelopes in his hand.   

   

He gets to the fourth envelope, then suddenly stops,  

his fingers softly brushing over the address on the  

front. "It's a letter from William," he replies,  

setting the rest of the mail down on the coffee table.   

   

Her heart swells with anticipation as she hurries  

over to the couch and sits down beside him. "Go ahead,  

Scully, I know you want to open it," he says with a  

smile, holding it out to her.   

   

She takes the envelope from his hand, scoots close  

enough to him so that their shoulders are touching.   

   

He likes sitting close to her like this.   

   

Then again, he's always liked to do that.  

   

"He says that Kevin's basketball team is undefeated  

so far this season," she says happily.   

   

"I'm not surprised," he remarks.   

   

"And that he's the leading scorer on the team," she  

adds.  

  



"Sounds like he's a chip off the old block."  

  

She nods. "I remember when William played. He was such  

a good shooter," she says, thinking back to all the  

times she sat up in the bleachers watching their son  

lead his team. 

 

And thinking about how proud she felt.  

  

"I was talking about the *old* old block," he says,  

grinning as he lifts his hands above his head and  

pretends to shoot. "I taught him everything he knows."  

  

"Let's hope not," she teases, rolling her eyes at him.  

  

He likes it when she gives him a hard time.  

  

The again, he's always liked that.  

  

"So, what else does William say? Is everything okay  

at work? How's Laura doing?" asks Mulder, leaning  

back against the cushion.  

  

She leans back too, nestling her shoulders beneath  

the crook of his arm. "Can I read it to you?"  

  

She knows his eyesight is getting worse, but she  

also knows how independent and proud he is, and so  

she gives him a way out...if he wants to take it.  

  

"I never could resist your voice, Scully," he replies,  

knowing exactly what she's up to, but not minding.  

  

"Okay then, let me start at the beginning," she says,  

straightening out the paper so she can see the words  



better.  

  

Giving her shoulder a gentle squeeze, he closes his 

eyes, then smiles as she reads the four words he never  

gets tired of hearing: 

 

"Dear Mom and Dad..." 

 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

5. A Slow Rain 

 

 

It's raining again.  

  

It does that a lot here during the spring months,  

and yet neither one of them seems to mind.  

  

For them, the rain means staying inside and reading  

all those books they never got around to reading  

before. 

  

It means going down in the basement to add more to  

the book shelf he's been building.   

  

It means pulling out her sewing basket and working  

on the quilt she's been making.  

  

For them, the rain means slowing down.  

  

For years they were both so driven, so consumed by  

the passion they felt for their work, but now...now  

their passion is with living each day, enjoying each  



moment.  

  

And their passion is with each other.  

  

Of course, it's always been that way between them,  

but it's even more so now.  

  

Now every touch is cherished, every look memorized  

in a way it wasn't before.  

  

It's raining again.  

  

And today, they are sitting in bed reading. 

 

He's on the left side of the bed, bifocals perched  

on his nose, a cup of coffee on the nightstand, and 

a book of poetry in his hand. 

 

She's to his right, flipping the pages of her  

quilting magazine looking for new ideas, though she  

often glances over at him instead. 

 

He's been reading Emily Dickinson for the past  

several days, and though she's not sure why he's  

been so focused on her writings lately, she knows  

he'll tell her when he's ready to. 

 

He tells her everything now. 

 

Just as she tells him. 

 

"I wonder if it'll rain through the night," he says,  

his eyes still focused on his book. 

 

"Maybe," she remarks, wondering if he's ready to  



talk now. 

 

"It'll really help the garden if it does," he remarks,  

rubbing his chin with one hand, still holding the  

book with his other. 

 

She sets the magazine on her lap, rests her head on  

his shoulder. "Yes, it will," she agrees, sliding  

her hand over to his leg. "And it'll help you get  

your tomatoes faster too, won't it?" she gently  

teases. 

 

He smiles. "Maybe." 

 

"You just put those plants in the ground two weeks  

ago, Mulder. I don't think they're going to be  

getting red anytime soon." 

 

He puts his book down, slips his hand inside of hers,  

turns and kisses the top of her head. "Anything's  

possible, Scully." 

 

Nuzzling her cheek against his shoulder, she listens  

to the rain falling outside, listens to him breathing  

beside her, then replies, "Yes, I guess it is." 

 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

6. A Good Day 

 

 

Inside their small house by the lake, they sit in   

the living room. 



 

He, in the recliner with his eyes closed and mouth 

hanging open, the sports section of the newspaper  

slipping off his lap. 

 

She, on the couch with a book in her hands and her  

legs stretched out, watching him. 

 

It's been a long day, but a good one. 

 

The turkey she prepared turned out perfectly, the  

stuffing wasn't too dry, and the pumpkin pie was  

one of the best she's ever made. 

 

Yes, she's disappointed that her son and his family 

couldn't be here this year, and yes, her heart is 

still healing from the loss of her mother a month 

ago. 

 

But on this Thanksgiving, her husband is here quietly  

sleeping beside her.  

 

And to her, that makes it a good day. 

 

"I'm so thankful to have you in my life, Mulder," she  

whispers as she gets up from the couch and walks over  

to him. 

 

Being careful not to disturb him too much, she slides  

the newspaper from beneath his fingers and sets it  

down on the table, then softly brushes her hand over  

his hair. 

 

His body shifts in the chair, his eyes open halfway.  

"Just can't keep your hands off me, can you, Scully?"  



he sleepily teases, reaching out to touch her thigh. 

 

She smiles. "No, I guess I can't," she replies simply,  

surprising neither of them when she climbs up into  

the recliner next to him and lays her head on his  

chest. 

 

His arm curls around her shoulder, pulls her closer.   

"I'm thankful for you too, you know," he whispers,  

his breath warming her cheeks as he tips her face  

up to meet his. 

 

He kisses her then, his lips soft and moist and  

tasting of pumpkin pie. 

 

And she kisses him back, her eyes drifting shut as  

she lets herself sink even deeper into his embrace. 

 

Inside their small house by the lake, they are safe, 

and they are together. 

 

And that makes it a very good day. 

 

For both of them. 

 

 

~~~~ 

 

  

7. When Winter Comes 

 

 

He stands by the front window looking out at the 

almost-bare trees, at the dark lake, at the swirl of  

leaves blowing across the yard. 



 

Winter is coming. 

 

As a child he loved the snow, sledding, playing hockey,  

making snow forts, and of course, having snowball  

fights. 

 

And he loved coming in from outside afterwards, peeling  

off his wet mittens and soaked socks, drinking hot  

chocolate, and playing board games on the floor in  

front of the fireplace with his sister. 

 

But now, now winter is hard for him. 

 

When winter comes, the cold stings his sensitive skin,  

makes his knees ache, and keeps him tucked away inside  

the house for weeks at a time. 

 

And when winter comes, it blankets the land around  

their house and covers the one place that is his. 

 

The front porch. 

 

In the warmer months, the porch is his sanctuary, the  

place where he thinks and dreams and reminisces. 

 

But in the winter, the weather's too cold for him to  

sit outside in his chair, the wind and snow too hard  

on his body.  

 

And he hates that. 

 

He hates that he can't do something as simple as sit  

outdoors and watch the snow fall, hates that he can't  

shovel the driveway by himself anymore and that he has  



to ask Scully to help him. 

 

Hates that he's no longer the strong person he once  

was. 

 

"You okay, Mulder?" she asks as she walks into the  

living room and sees him standing there, his shoulders  

slumped, a pensive expression on his face. 

 

"Winter's coming," he answers, his eyes still staring  

out the window.  

 

She walks over beside him, links her arm through his.   

"I heard the weatherman say we might get some snow  

later tonight." 

 

"It's too soon, Scully," he says quietly. "It's not  

even December yet." 

 

She knows what's bothering him, knows why he doesn't  

want the snow to come, but she also knows that he'll  

get through it just like he does every year. 

 

Just as she knows that she'll be there to help him. 

 

"No, it isn't, and it's also not snowing yet, so  

what do you say we go sit on the porch one last time  

before we have to bring the chairs in for the winter?"  

she asks hopefully.   

 

Rubbing his chin, he considers her suggestion, then  

finally turns away from the window, looks down at her  

and smiles. "I think that's a good idea." 

 

She likes it when he smiles at her like this, likes  



the slight dimples on his cheeks, the deep crinkles  

around his eyes. "I'll make some tea, and you go get  

the quilt, okay?" she suggests. 

 

He unlinks her arm from his, lifts her hand to his  

mouth and places a kiss on it. "I love you, you know,"  

he says softly, kissing her knuckles one more time  

before letting go of her hand. 

 

She smiles back at him, her own eyes crinkling around  

the edges. "I know," she says simply before heading  

out to the kitchen. 

 

He watches her leave the room, then turns back towards  

the window and looks out at the gray sky, the deserted  

lake, the sparrow clinging to the branch of their oak  

tree. 

 

Winter is coming, but standing here now, waiting for  

his wife to make tea, he feels warm. 

 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

8. Shiver 

 

 

He's worried about her. 

 

She hasn't been her usual self for the past week, and  

although she's told him she's fine every time he asks  

her how she's feeling, he's not sure if she really is. 

 

She's quieter than usual, more subdued, and she always  



seems to be cold. 

 

Now that it's winter, he feels colder than usual too,  

but the way she reacts to his touch, the way she  

winces when she gets dressed in the morning, the way  

she tires so easily....it's something different. 

 

And it scares him. 

 

He knows it's probably just the creakiness of old age,  

but still, he can't help wondering. 

 

What if the cancer's come back? 

 

What if it's inside her right now, trying to take over  

her body again? 

 

He nearly lost himself the first time she had it,  

nearly lost her the second time five years ago, but  

now....now she's even older, even more frail. 

 

How would she ever find the strength to fight it a  

third time?   

 

How would he? 

 

"Penny for your thoughts...or maybe they're worth  

more than that, considering the expression you just  

had on your face," she remarks as she walks into the  

living room, sits down beside him.   

 

She leans against him, pats his leg, then asks, "So,  

what's going on, Mulder? You okay?" 

 

He wants to tell her that he's worried about her,  



tell her that she maybe she should get her annual  

physical now instead of next month, tell her that  

there's no way he's going to lose her now that  

they're finally living the normal life she wanted  

for so long. 

 

He wants to ask her what the chances are of her  

cancer coming back. 

 

But he can't. 

 

He can't talk about it because if he says the words  

out loud, they might turn out to be true, and he  

can't handle that right now. He just can't. 

 

And so he keeps his thoughts to himself, instead  

pulling her into his arms and warming her cold body  

with his. 

 

"I'm fine," he answers quietly, rubbing her arm with  

his hand. Her body shivers beneath his touch, and  

he holds her even closer. "Are *you*?" he asks,  

wondering how she'll answer him this time.  

 

Her breath catching in her throat, she looks up at  

him with soft blue eyes, and hesitantly replies, "I  

don't know." 

 

He feels his own body shiver then, a cold harsh  

shiver that slices through every bone, every muscle. 

 

And he feels her fear. 

 

"Just tell me what you want to do, Scully," he says  

calmly, though inside his heart's now beating in  



triple time. 

 

Her watery eyes locked on his, she tilts her chin up,  

squeezes his hand, and replies, "I think maybe I  

should call the doctor."  

 

He tries to breathe, tries to loosen the knot in his  

chest, but it's too tight, too goddamn tight. 

 

"Then that's what we'll do," he finally says, biting  

his bottom lip as he runs his palm over her hair.   

"We'll call Dr. Harrison in the morning," he says, 

trying to keep his voice from quivering. 

 

She presses her cheek against his flannel shirt,  

feels the heat emanating from his body, feels the  

strong pounding of his heart. "In the morning..."  

she whispers. 

 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

9. Three Words 

 

 

It's the night before Christmas, and she sits in  

front of the tree, praying. 

 

Not for God to give her the strength to deal with  

the demands of her job. 

 

Not for God to heal her partner's injuries or bring  

him back from the dead. 

 



Not for the safety of her son and his family...she  

just spoke to William fifteen minutes ago, and she  

knows he's happily celebrating Christmas with his  

wife's family tonight. 

 

No, this year, this night, she's saying a prayer  

in celebration of the news she received from Dr.  

Harrison yesterday. 

 

"It's not cancer," he had said.   

 

No dramatic declaration, no complicated explanation  

of the test results, just three words. 

 

"It's not cancer," he had said as he looked her  

right in the eye. 

 

Three simple words that meant everything to her. 

 

And to Mulder. 

 

They had hugged each other then, both of them  

holding on so tightly they almost couldn't  

breathe. 

 

And they had kissed too, not caring what Dr.  

Harrison thought, or the nurse who was also in  

the room. 

 

"It's not cancer," he had said, gently touching  

her arm. 

 

Yes, he had told her that the x-rays showed signs  

of arthritis in her right elbow and wrist.  And  

yes, the blood test showed that she was anemic,  



but those are problems she knows she can deal  

with. 

 

And so tonight, this quiet night before Christmas, 

she is praying to celebrate not only the birth of  

the baby Jesus, but to celebrate her own life. 

 

She has a husband who loves her, a son who is  

happy, and the kind of life she thought she could  

never have. 

 

"It's not cancer," he had said. 

 

And this year, on this night, it is all she needs. 

 

"You about ready to come to bed, Scully?" asks  

Mulder as he walks up behind her, puts his hand  

on her shoulder. 

 

She reaches up, takes hold of his hand, brings it  

to her mouth and kisses the back of it. 

 

"Almost," she replies, tilting her head to look up  

at him. 

 

"It's late," he says, bending down and kissing her  

cheek.  "You know, Santa won't come if you don't  

come to bed," he adds, playfully nuzzling her neck  

with his nose. 

 

"That's okay.  I already got my present yesterday,"  

she says, smiling.  

 

Standing back up again, he pulls her up from the  

chair, and he holds her, really holds her. 



 

"So did I," he whispers. 

 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

10. Another Year, Another Kiss 

 

 

Outside their small house by the lake, it's snowing,  

the flakes dizzily landing on the cold hard ground. 

 

Inside the warmth of their bedroom, he leans towards  

his wife, pressing a kiss to her lips. 

 

The clock on the nightstand beside their bed just  

turned to 12:00, and he's celebrating the end of 

another year. 

 

Another year without governmental conspiracies or  

mutants or little green men to consume his every  

waking moment. 

 

Another year without being injured or losing his  

gun or worrying about what's waiting for him  

around every corner. 

 

Another year with the woman he loves. 

 

He remembers the first time he kissed her on New  

Year's Eve, surprising her in a hospital waiting 

room with Dick Clark's voice excitedly chattering  

in the background on a television attached to the  

wall above them. 



 

He remembers the way their mouths touched that  

night, how soft and warm her lips felt pressed  

against his, the tentativeness between them. 

 

And he remembers the way she had looked afterwards. 

 

The half-smile that crossed her face, the sparkle 

in her eyes, the tinge of pink that spread across 

her cheeks. 

 

She liked it. 

 

She really liked it, and despite the fact that she  

had quickly tried to hide how she felt about what  

had just happened between them, it was at that  

moment, those few seconds right afterwards, that  

he knew for certain what he was hoping for all  

along. 

 

There was no turning back. 

 

"Happy New Year, Scully," he says softly, his  

fingers still sifting through the long strands  

of her hair as he finally breaks their kiss. 

 

"Happy New Year, Mulder," she replies, her own  

fingers tickling the hairs on the back of his  

neck. "You're thinking about our first New Year's  

Eve kiss again, aren't you?" she asks, taking note  

of the pensive look on his face. 

 

"Of course, I am," he admits. 

 

"Mulder, that was over thirty years ago." 



 

"I know, but that doesn't mean I've forgotten it,"  

he says, smiling as he runs his hand down her arm. 

 

His touch sends a chill through her body, a good 

chill, and she moves deeper into his arms, draping  

her leg over his.   

 

"I haven't forgotten it either," she states, her  

fingers tracing a path down the center of his chest,  

then sliding underneath the waistband of his pajama  

bottoms. "I've come a long way since then, haven't  

I?" she asks as she wraps her hand around the  

hardness that's waiting there for her.  

 

Now it's his turn to feel a chill run through his  

body...no, not a chill, but sparks.  Hundreds of  

sparks surging through his groin, his legs, his  

toes. 

 

His heart. 

 

"We both have," he says quietly, his own hand 

slipping inside her pajama top, his fingertips  

lightly brushing over her breast. 

 

Outside their small house by the lake, the snow 

keeps coming down, the white flakes lazily falling  

from the dark night sky. 

 

Inside the warmth of their bedroom, they move even  

closer, their mouths slowly joining in another kiss. 

 

They made it through another year, and they're 

celebrating. 



 

Together. 

 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

11. Snowfall 

 

 

 

He awakens to the sight of newly fallen snow. 

 

Four inches of soft white snow blanketing their  

yard, their driveway, and even their front porch  

steps. 

 

So far their winter has been mild with several  

cold days and only one day with a few flurries,  

but now white flakes sit in a heap on top of  

their mailbox, cling to every tree branch, and  

gently rest on all their shrubs. 

 

It's beautiful. 

 

He presses his hand to the wisps of frost on the  

outside of the window, then immediately lifts it  

up again, the glass so cold it stings his fingers,  

and he wonders when his skin became so sensitive.  

 

When his body became so frail. 

 

He hates that life has taken such a toll on him,  

and he wonders how different he would be if he'd  

never joined the FBI, if he'd never discovered  



the X-Files. 

 

But then just as quickly as he wonders it, he  

pushes the thoughts deep inside again. 

 

Never being on the X-Files means never meeting  

Scully. 

 

And he doesn't want to consider that possibility. 

 

Ever. 

 

Pulling his robe more tightly around his waist,  

he ties it closed, then walks over to the  

fireplace. He picks up a couple pieces of wood  

from the basket, sets them down on the grate,  

and wads up an old newspaper. Lighting a match,  

he touches it to the paper and quickly drops it  

on top of the logs, then walks over to the couch  

and sits down. 

 

Over the years he's gotten over his fear of fire, 

though sometimes his heart still jumps the moment 

the flame first ignites. 

 

He's also gotten pretty good at actually getting  

a fire started, and often he's the one to light  

it at night. They usually don't have one in the  

morning though, and he wonders why he's sitting  

here in front of one right now. 

 

Maybe he needs to hear the crackle of the wood  

as it burns and he thinks.  Maybe he needs to  

watch the bright orange flames as they jump from  

log to log.  



 

Or maybe he just needs to feels warm again. 

 

Grabbing the quilt from the back of the couch,  

he drapes it over his outstretched legs and  

looks out the window. 

 

It's starting to snow again, thousands of flakes  

now lazily dropping from the overcast sky, and  

he wonders if he should wake Scully so she can  

see the same quiet beauty he sees. 

 

But he doesn't, deciding instead to let her sleep 

in and get the rest she seems to need these days. 

 

Tucking the quilt more firmly around his legs, he 

drops his head back against the cushion, and lets  

the flames heat his skin, lets the softly falling  

snow comfort him.  

 

And then he closes his eyes, knowing that when he 

wakes, Scully will be there beside him. 

 

And he'll be warm. 

 

 

~~~~~ 

 

 

12: Secret Garden 

 

 

He's tired tonight. 

 

Of course, he's tired most nights now, but he's  



especially exhausted and sore tonight. 

 

He spent most of the day taking care of his garden. 

 

Every year he looks forward to the growing season, 

to preparing the soil, picking out the seeds and  

plants, then finding just the right spot to put  

everything so it'll grow the best. 

 

The cucumbers and green beans are easy because all  

he has to do is drop the seeds in the soil and bury  

them, water them occasionally, then watch them as  

they grow. 

 

But the tomatoes require something more. 

 

More time, more care, more patience. 

 

Each small plant must be placed a certain distance  

from the one next to it. Each plant must be carefully  

watered at the roots every few days once it's started  

growing, and each plant must be protected from the  

birds and squirrels that inhabit their backyard during  

the warm months. 

 

He's never really been a very patient man, but he 

enjoys these tasks, enjoys spending long afternoons  

out in the garden. 

 

He likes checking on their progress each day, gently  

sifting through the leaves looking for new cherry  

tomatoes, carefully turning each new roma tomato  

over as he looks for soft spots and bite marks from  

the birds. 

 



And he enjoys the simple things too. 

 

The smell of fresh tomatoes. The contrast of lush 

greens and shiny reds. The rough and smooth textures 

of the leaves and vines and the vegetables that hang 

from them. 

 

The chance it gives him to reflect on his life. 

 

Checking for intrusive weeds in the soil, watering  

the base of each plant with the right amount of  

water, and picking the tomatoes once they're ripe  

takes time, and it is during this time that he does  

some of his best thinking. 

 

Sometimes he thinks of cases from long ago and how 

unpredictable every day used to be. Sometimes his  

thoughts go back to his apartment at Hegal Place  

and all the restless nights he spent on the couch.  

 

And sometimes he simply thinks of Scully. 

 

Her smile. Her laugh. Her unwavering belief in him. 

The way her body feels beneath his and how her eyes 

still shine whenever she says his name.   

 

How much she's changed his life and made it more 

than he ever imagined it could be. 

 

"Hey you," she says quietly, climbing into bed beside 

him.  "Thinking about me again?" she teases as she 

nestles herself into the crook of his arm. 

 

"Always," he replies, kissing the top of her head. 

 



She closes her eyes, savoring the warmth of his 

body, the feel of his strong arms around her. "You  

did too much today. You're going to be sore tomorrow,"  

she remarks, sliding her hand down to his thigh and  

squeezing it. 

 

"Not if you keep doin' that, I won't," he says, 

letting out a satisfied groan. 

 

She smiles, reaches over and squeezes his other  

thigh. "Your muscles are really tight. You really  

shouldn't have tried to do the whole garden today,  

Mulder. You should've done the tilling today and  

the planting tomorrow." 

 

He knows that's what he should have done, what  

would've been best for his arthritic knees, but  

once he'd started he became lost in the task and  

lost even deeper in his thoughts. 

 

"And since when have I ever done things the logical  

way, Scully," he says, letting out another groan  

as she rubs and squeezes his thigh muscles, brushes 

her fingers over the tender spots around his knees. 

 

She tilts her head to look up at him. "Never," she  

answers, her eyes shining in the soft light of their  

bedroom. 

 

He kisses her then, this time on the lips, and she 

responds, her hand moving from his thigh to the back 

of his neck, pulling him closer as she slides her  

leg in between his knees. 

 

"I love you," he says breathlessly as he finally  



breaks their kiss.   

 

Tracing his lips with her finger, she works her way 

down, drawing a path inside the hollow of his neck,  

over his chest, his hip, then back down to his thighs,  

where she continues her massage of his tired muscles.  

"I love you too...Farmer Fox," she teases, settling  

back into the curve of his arm. 

 

Her playfulness makes him smile, and he kisses her 

hair again, then shuts his eyes, letting her gentle  

ministrations soothe his weary body. 

 

He's tired tonight. 

 

More tired than he's been in months, but his garden 

is done, and his wife is in his arms. 

 

And for right now, it is all he needs. 

 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

13. Movie Night 

 

 

They went to a movie tonight. 

 

He asked her out on a date, they got dressed up, 

then he drove her to town, and brought her to the 

movie theater. 

 

Such a common activity for most couples to do in  

the summer, to spend the evening at the movies,  



eating hot buttered popcorn and drinking overpriced  

soda from an oversized cup. 

 

But not for them. 

 

Though they've known each other for years, it's only  

the second time they've actually sat in a theater  

and experienced the joys of sticky floors, Surround  

Sound, and sneak previews that are longer than the  

movie itself. 

 

And it feels like...actually, it's been so long  

since they've watched a movie somewhere other than  

at home, that he doesn't really know how he feels  

at the moment. 

 

He just knows that it's different than the first 

time they went to the theater. 

 

Very different. 

 

That time it was years ago, and they'd attended a  

fancy premiere out in Hollywood, with the characters  

in the movie loosely based on them and their lives  

as FBI agents. 

 

He remembers not even being able to sit through the  

entire movie, partly because of embarrassment about 

how cheesy it was, but mostly because it had portrayed  

his feelings for Scully in a way that hit a little  

too close to home. 

 

At the time, they'd barely begun their romantic  

relationship and seeing Gary Shandling as him lying  

on top of Tea Leoni as Scully and kissing her was  



too much for him to deal with, and apparently Scully  

too, although she did a much better job of keeping  

her feelings to herself than he did. 

 

"Thinking about the movie, Mulder?" asks Scully,  

interrupting his musings. 

 

He blinks several times, his eyes trying to adjust  

to the now-brightened lights in the theater. "No, 

I was just thinking about 'The Lazarus Bowl'." 

 

"'The Lazarus Bowl'? That was years ago. Why in the 

world would you be thinking about that box office 

disaster?" 

 

"I don't know. I was feeling kind of nostalgic, I  

guess." He watches some of the credits roll down  

the screen, then looks at her. "Do you realize that  

going to that premiere was the only other time we've  

ever gone out to a movie together?" 

 

Her eyes widen as she considers his statement. "It 

was?" she asks incredulously. 

 

"Yeah, and as I recall I didn't even stay for the 

whole thing...and neither did you, for that matter." 

 

A slight smile passes over her face as she considers 

this too. She remembers leaving the theater before 

the show was finished, then finding him sitting in 

the middle of a movie set graveyard eating popcorn.  

 

Leave it to Mulder to pick a graveyard as the ideal 

place to ponder the complexities and mysteries of  

life. 



 

After a discussion about Jesus and Judas and the 

feelings of dead people, they left the movie set 

holding each other's hands, then went out to dinner 

at a nice restaurant. 

 

"You're right, I didn't stay, but I'm glad that I 

went," she finally says, remembering how handsome  

he looked in his tuxedo and how much fun they had  

together after leaving the theater. 

 

"And I'm glad that we came here tonight," he states, 

stretching his stiff legs and standing up from his  

seat, then helping her out of hers. 

 

"Me too," she says, lightly patting his arm. 

 

"So, does this mean I have to start taking you out  

to the movies more than once every twenty years 

now?" he playfully asks.  

 

"Yes, but only if we can bring Assistant Director  

Skinner with us," she replies, trying hard to keep 

a straight face, but failing miserably. 

 

Taking hold of her hand the same way he did all 

those years ago, he gently squeezes her fingers, 

and laughs. "It's a deal." 

 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

14: Starlight 

 



 

Sometimes at night, when the house is quiet, and 

his wife's asleep beside him, he thinks about her. 

 

It's been over fifty years now since she was taken, 

and though the sadness and guilt he used to carry 

with him has all but disappeared, sometimes he 

simply needs to remember what a great little sister 

she was. 

 

He didn't always treat her very nicely, doing all  

the obnoxious things that older brothers do, but 

during the short time they had together, he loved 

her, and contrary to what he told his buddies, he  

actually *liked* her too. 

 

She was a smart one, his sister, and they often 

played games that would've been much too complex 

for other kids their age. 

 

And when it came to riding bikes, Samantha could 

"pop a wheelie" with the best of them. She was  

good at baseball too, often tagging along with  

him for weekend pickup games down at the park  

and playing any position his friends would stick  

her in without complaining. 

 

Along with their penchant for the same games  

and sports, they also both liked school, and he  

can remember many a night spent sitting at the  

kitchen table doing their homework together. 

 

Tonight as he climbs out of bed, walks over to  

the window, and looks out at the sky, he thinks  

about all the nights the two of them used to  



spend outside looking up at the stars. 

 

He was always amazed by just how many of them  

there were out there, and he often wondered  

what it would be like to see one up close, while  

Samantha was more interested in trying to find  

all the constellations. 

 

At the time, she was never able to see any of  

the more detailed constellations, instead only  

occasionally seeing the Big Dipper when the sky  

was clear. 

 

But that didn't stop her from looking even harder  

for them, and he liked that about her. 

 

She was persistent, his sister, and she was  

stubborn and funny and independent and sometimes  

so much like him it was scary. 

 

But he loved her, and though she's been dead for  

years now, he loves her still and takes comfort  

in the fact that she's among the same stars she  

used to enjoy so much. 

 

"You okay, Mulder?" his wife softly calls out  

to him from the bed. 

 

"Go back to sleep, Scully," he replies, not  

taking his eyes off the stars outside. 

 

The bed creaks, the blankets shift as she sits  

up and puts her slippers on. "You should know  

by now that I can't sleep unless you're snoring  

right next to me," she teases, walking over to  



the window and standing beside him. 

 

He smiles at her disheveled hair, her half  

buttoned pajama top, and the white fuzzy  

slippers on her feet, then puts his arm around  

her.  

 

She slips her arms around his waist and looks  

out the window too at the clear night sky.  

"You're thinking about your sister, aren't you?" 

 

"I know it's been over fifty years now, but  

sometimes I just need to remember, you know,"  

he says quietly, pressing a quick kiss to her  

hair. 

 

She thinks about her own losses: her father,  

Emily, Melissa, and more recently, her mother,  

and she understands exactly how he feels. 

 

And exactly what he needs. 

 

Looking up at him, she places her hand on his  

chest right over his heart and whispers, "Yes,  

I do know." 

 

He kisses her again, this time on the lips, then  

looks out the window up at the Big Dipper.   

 

And he smiles. 

 

"Let's go to bed, Scully," he says, dropping his 

arm from her shoulder and holding out his hand. 

 

"Okay," she says as she laces her fingers through 



his. "But only if you promise to snore." 

 

He looks down at the wonderful woman beside him  

and squeezes her hand, then quietly leads her  

across the room back to their bed. 

 

Nothing else needs to be said. 

 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

15: The Wonderful World of Leaves 

 

 

October is here, and with it, comes the leaves. 

 

Bright orange maple leaves, deep red oak, yellow 

and scarlet sassafras. 

 

As a boy, it was his favorite time of the year. 

 

Watching the trees change from a dull green to a  

beautiful tapestry of colors in a matter of weeks, 

then getting the chance to rake them into a pile  

and jump on top of them was one of the few chores  

around the house he didn't mind doing. 

 

Of course, he also had to bag them all up when he  

was done, but being able to run and jump on the  

pile and scatter the leaves everywhere as well as  

bury himself underneath them was worth it. 

 

Now living where they do, with all the property 

they have, he has more leaves than he can deal  



with. 

 

Still, it's his favorite time of the year. 

 

In the mornings and afternoons, he spends his time  

riding around on the riding lawn mower Scully bought  

for him, sucking up the leaves and dumping them in  

the compost pile he started out in the backyard. 

 

And in the evenings, he rests, sitting on the porch  

with the woman he loves and enjoying the brilliant  

colors from his rocking chair. 

 

It's such a simple thing, the changing of the leaves,  

and yet he enjoys it even more now than he did when  

he was a kid. 

 

And he enjoys sharing it with his wife. 

 

"Did you know that when sassafras leaves are crushed,  

they give off a spicy scent?" he asks, bending over  

to pick up the stray sassafras leaf that just blew  

onto the porch. 

 

"Yes, they're commonly used for making tea as well  

as for making soap." 

 

He runs his finger along the edge of the partially 

torn flame-colored leaf. "That's pretty good, Scully.  

And did you also know that the bark, twigs and roots  

were once prized by the Indians and early colonists  

for medicinal purposes?" 

 

She smiles at the man beside her, the man whose  

ability to recite random facts about any subject  



at any time never fails to amaze her. 

 

"I'm impressed, Mulder," she says, carefully taking  

the delicate leaf from him and examining its tiny  

veins. "So, what else can you tell me about the  

wondrous life of the sassafras leaf?" 

 

He loves it when she challenges him, when she wants  

to know more. 

 

And so he tells her more. 

 

"Along with being used as a spring tonic, doctors  

sometimes wore nose beaks of sassafras to ward off  

the bubonic plague." 

 

"That's interesting," she remarks even though she 

vaguely remembers reading something about it in a 

medical journal a long time ago. 

 

"It is, and so is the fact that sassafras oil has 

been used to flavor various candies, perfume, and 

even root beer." 

 

"Ooo...tell me more," she says, taking the tip of 

the leaf and lightly brushing it across his cheek. 

 

He loves it when she's playful like this, when she's  

mischievous and flirty. 

 

And so he plays along too. 

 

He leans over, nuzzles her neck, kisses her cheek. 

"Well, supposedly back in the 1600's, sassafras was  

so highly prized that England demanded sassafras  



oil from Virginia as a condition of charter." 

 

"I never knew that leaves could be so useful and  

so...stimulating," she murmurs, the sassafras leaf 

tumbling from her lap as she cups her hand behind  

his neck, pulls him closer.  

 

He kisses her again then, this time on the lips,  

and says, "Oh yeah, they're very useful, as food,  

as medicine, as dyes for fabric. Hey Scully, did  

you know that silkworms will only eat mulberry  

leaves?"  

 

She presses her finger to his mouth and smiles. 

"And did you know that sometimes it's better to 

quit while you're ahead?" 

 

Taking hold of her hand, he softly kisses her palm 

and smiles back.  "Yes, it is," he says, still  

holding onto her hand as he stands up from his  

chair, then helps her up from hers.  

 

"You ready to go inside?" he asks, casually popping  

open the top button on her blouse and brushing his 

fingers over her skin. 

 

He loves seducing her this way, with simple words,  

with gentle touches. 

 

And she loves it too. 

 

Bending down and picking up the fallen sassafras  

leaf again, she traces another path on his face, 

this time around his ear, then along the curve of  

his jaw line. 



 

"I thought you'd never ask," she replies, her eyes  

shining as she squeezes his hand and leads him into  

the house. 

 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

16: Snow and Cookies 

 

 

"Hey Scully, it's snowing again," he calls out as  

he looks out the front window. 

 

She comes into the room from the kitchen, an apron 

tied around her waist, an oven mitt in one hand, 

her other hand white with flour. 

 

"I thought we weren't supposed to get any more snow  

this week," she remarks, holding her hands out in  

front of her as she walks over to the window and  

stands beside him. 

 

"So did I," he agrees quietly. 

 

"Maybe it won't last long," she says, though it's  

really starting to come down hard now. She nuzzles  

her cheek against his arm. "And if it does, well  

then...I'll help you with the driveway later." 

 

He knows she'll help him shovel the driveway just  

as he knows that she'll help him with any of the  

other difficult outside work, but he hates that  

she has to at all. 



 

Shoveling the driveway, taking care of the yard,  

clearing the snow off the roof is the man's job,  

it's *his* job, and he hates that he needs her  

help to do it. 

 

But even more than that, he hates feeling weak. 

 

He's never been a weak person, but now as the  

years go by, and the arthritis in his joints  

grows worse, it's becoming more and more difficult  

for him to do all the things that were once so 

easy for him. 

 

And it pisses him off. 

 

He wants to tell her that he's not old and his 

body's not falling apart and he can shovel the 

damn snow off the driveway all by himself, thank  

you very much. 

 

He wants to tell her that he's nervous about  

slipping on the ice and tearing the cartilage in  

his left knee, just like he did with his right  

one last winter. 

 

And he wants to tell her what he's been afraid  

of for a while now, that soon he'll no longer  

be able to do anything for her. 

 

Or himself. 

 

But he doesn't tell her any of those things. 

 

And she doesn't ask him to. 



 

"Hey, do you want to help me finish making these  

cookies?" she suddenly asks, gently nudging his  

shoulder and snapping him out of his reverie as  

she wipes her dusty white fingers on her apron.  

"I've still got two more batches to make." 

 

"You do know that baking cookies is woman's work,  

don't you, Scully?" he teases, knowing it will  

get a rise of her. 

 

Which of course, it does. 

 

She smiles. "And eating them before they've even  

cooled off is man's work, right?" 

 

He bends down, kisses her. "I thought everyone  

knew that," he remarks, brushing a flour smudge  

off her chin. 

 

"You're the only one who knows that, Mulder," she  

says, playfully swatting him with her oven mitt. 

"Come on, you help me bake now, and I'll help you 

shovel later...and maybe if you're lucky, I'll 

let you have a cookie afterwards," she adds, her  

eyes shining as she holds out her hand. 

 

Turning to look outside at the falling snow one  

last time, he threads his cold fingers between  

her warm ones, then leans down and whispers, "I  

already am lucky, Scully." 

 

 

~~~~ 

 



 

17: Still 

 

 

He's started sitting on the porch again. 

 

It officially became spring three days ago, and  

since then he's ended each day there in his rocking  

chair, contemplating his life and savoring it in a  

way he never thought he would. 

 

In his FBI days, he was always driven, always eager  

to move on to the next best thing and to never,  

ever, stay still. 

 

But now it is in this stillness that he is most  

contented. 

 

Sitting out on the porch, talking with Scully,  

watching the ducks by the pond, listening to the  

chatter of the squirrels, and the whispering wind  

as it floats through the trees are the things he 

enjoys now.  

 

And his garden. 

 

Although it's still cold outside, soon it will be  

time to till the land and plant his tomatoes again,  

and Scully will begin planning which flowers to  

put in her garden by the side of the house. 

 

Every year since they've lived here she's chosen  

something new to add to her collection of flowers,  

and every year he's amazed at how beautiful they  

are when they bloom. 



 

Just as he's amazed with how beautiful she is. 

 

How did he ever get so lucky? 

 

Finding a woman to share his life with and grow  

old with were things he never even considered  

for himself when he was younger, and yet now he  

can't imagine sitting on this porch with anyone 

but her. 

 

"Hey you, it's kind of chilly out here. Shouldn't 

you have a blanket over your legs?" she asks as 

she steps outside, closes the door behind her.  

She sits down in the chair next to him, lightly  

pats his knee. "This cold air really isn't good  

for your knees, Mulder." 

 

"I know, but it's officially spring now, Scully." 

 

"According to the calendar it is." 

 

He smiles. "But not according to you, right?" 

 

She leans over, rests her head on his shoulder, 

cups her hand around his knee and begins to  

massage it. "I know you don't like it when I  

talk about your arthritis, but you need to keep  

your knees warm, Mulder...and the rest of you too.  

It's not even 60 degrees out here." 

 

He shifts a bit in his chair to get closer to her, 

then puts his arm around her shoulder. "What do  

I need a blanket for when I already have you?" he  

teases. 



 

She looks up at him, her eyes still as blue as  

they were the day they met, and softly says, "You  

do have me, you know." 

 

"Always," he whispers, the crisp breeze stinging  

his cheeks as he leans in for a kiss. 

 

Moments later when they come up for air, he feels 

warmer than he has all day.  

 

And happier. 

 

Leaning back in his chair again, he watches with  

fascination as a trio of gulls flies out over the  

lake and lands in perfect synchronization on the 

shore.  

 

"So, did you decide yet on what kind of flowers  

you're going to add to your garden this year?" he  

asks, knowing that she won't give away any of her  

secrets, yet still hoping that she might. 

 

"Do you really think I'd tell you if I did?" she 

playfully replies. 

 

"I'm your husband. You're supposed to tell me 

everything, Scully," he teases. 

 

She smiles. "Not everything," she says as she gets 

up from her chair. 

 

"In other words, I'll just have to wait until they 

start blooming to find out, just like I do every  

year." 



 

"Exactly," she replies, raising her right eyebrow, 

then holding out her hand. "Are you coming inside  

now? Dinner's just about ready."  

 

Pushing himself up from his rocking chair, he rubs  

the kinks out of his stiff knees and stretches his  

back. "Just give me a minute, okay?" 

 

"Okay." She brushes her fingers down his arm, then  

moves towards the door. "Don't be long." 

 

He nods his head, and looks up at the buds on the  

trees, at the patch of green grass growing by the  

sidewalk, at the bird feeder he needs to fill up 

again tomorrow. 

 

There was a time years ago when he had to keep 

moving, when all that mattered to him was his 

search, but not anymore. 

 

Now his life is filled with simple moments like  

this, moments in time when everything is still 

and everything is clear. 

 

Breathing in the cool evening air one last time  

before going inside, he quietly watches as the  

three gulls hop along the edge of the lake, then  

take off again into the darkening sky. 

 

And he smiles. 

 

 

~~~~ 

 



 

18: A Good Man 

 

 

When the phone rings this morning, he expects it  

to be Scully calling from the grocery store wanting  

him to check the refrigerator to see if they have 

enough milk for the rest of the week or if she  

needs to buy some. 

 

It isn't. 

 

Instead it's a call from a different woman, a  

woman he hasn't spoken to in nearly thirty years.  

Her voice is soft, so soft he can barely hear her,  

and she tells him something he doesn't want to  

believe. 

 

His friend is dead. 

 

"He died peacefully in his sleep two days ago,"  

she whispers. 

 

Squeezing his eyes shut, he bites his lip and  

tries to recall the last time they'd spoken on 

the phone and how happy he sounded when he told 

him about all the things he'd been doing since 

his retirement. 

 

"Are you all right?" he asks, though he already  

knows that she isn't. "Is there anything Scully  

and I can do to help?" 

 

There's silence on the other end of the line, and  

then an answer.  



 

"The funeral's on Thursday," she replies quietly,  

"And it would mean so much if you could come,"  

she says, trying to stifle a sniffle. "Walter  

always thought so highly of you and Agent Scully,  

and having you there would just be..." 

 

"We'll be there," he says without hesitation,  

closing his eyes again and remembering all the  

times that Skinner was there for them. 

 

Meeting with them at a roadside diner in the  

middle of nowhere and offering to turn in state's  

evidence and testify on their behalf. 

 

Making a deal with the devil in exchange for a  

cure for Scully's cancer. 

 

Giving them access to proof about the existence  

of extraterrestrials and risking his own career  

in the process. 

 

Being there over and over again for Scully all  

the times he couldn't be. 

 

"We'll be there, Sharon," he says again. "Just  

tell us when and where." 

 

~~~~ 

 

He doesn't want to call Scully on the phone. He  

can't tell her news like this while she's standing  

in the checkout line at the Thrifty Mart. 

 

And so he sits in his rocking chair on the porch  



and waits. 

 

And he thinks again of his friend. 

 

There was so much tension between them over the 

years, so many times when they disagreed with  

each other and pissed each other off, yet they  

shared a trust and respect that meant more to  

him than he could ever express. 

 

And then there were the lighter moments they  

shared, the times that make him smile, even now, 

all these years later. 

 

Standing in his office explaining how Leonard  

Betts could walk out of the morgue without a  

head. 

 

Calling him from Kroner, Kansas in the middle  

of the night to tell him that a dead cow dropped  

through the ceiling into his motel room and that  

he'd have to share a room with Scully. 

 

Explaining the group of vampires living in Chaney, 

Texas, Sheriff Hartwell, and the part about the 

buck teeth. 

 

And the bubble bath in Hollywood. 

 

The thought of his boss sitting in a bubble bath 

sipping champagne while talking to him on the  

phone still makes him chuckle even after all this  

time. 

 

He never did tell him that he was doing the exact  



same thing while talking on the phone with Scully. 

 

Then again, there were many things he never told 

him about, just as he was sure there were many  

things Skinner kept from him. 

 

Yes, Walter S. Skinner was a good boss, but more  

importantly, he was a good man.  

 

A good man that he was proud to call his friend. 

 

And *that* is what he'll remember and what he  

and Scully will reminisce about when she comes  

home from the store. 

 

Wiping the dampness from beneath his eyes, he  

leans back in his rocking chair and waits for   

her, letting the cool morning breeze wash over  

his face. 

 

And he grieves. 

 

 

~~~~ 

 

Thanks for reading. 
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