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Disclaimer: On paper, these characters aren't mine. 
In my head, they are. 
 
Notes: This episode had me hooked from beginning to  
end, and though I had a different image of William  
in my mind and envisioned a different reunion with  
Mulder and Scully from the one we were given, I was  
intrigued by him. These disjointed thoughts are my  
attempt to make some sense of how Jackson AKA  
William might be feeling about things. 
 
Summary: What kind of monster am I that I don't  
feel at least something? 
****************************************************** 
 
My Name was William 
by Susan 
~~~~ 
 
She's pretty, my mom, and not what I pictured at all. 
 
She could've been anybody, really, but Jesus, she's  
an FBI agent.  
 
It's strange, knowing now that she's the one who  
gave birth to me. I suppose I should feel some kind  
of emotional connection to her or something, but  
right now I'm not really sure what I feel. 
 
Should I have talked to her face to face before  
leaving town instead of taking the coward's way out  
and hiding who I am? 
 
I don't know. 
 
Hell, I don't know anything anymore other than I  
need to get as far away from here as I can before  
They find me. 
 
I just wish I knew where I was going. 



 
~~~~ 
 
They're dead. Shot at point blank range.  
 
I could've stopped them. No, I *should've* stopped  
them. 
 
Then again, I don't think it would've mattered what  
I did. Even if I was able to stop what was happening  
this time, there would've been another time and a  
time after that. 
 
The thing is, I knew They'd be coming. I just didn't  
know when. 
 
So why the hell don't I feel anything now that it's  
over? 
 
My parents were shot in our home. Shot in the head  
in the goddamn room right below me, and yet I feel  
nothing. They raised me, took me to doctors, tried to 
get me the help I needed for my seizures and visions,  
and now they're dead. 
 
What kind of monster am I that I don't feel at least  
something? 
 
Right now I have so much shit rattling around in my  
brain that I can't seem to sort any of it out. 
 
But I will, and when I do, there's going to be hell  
to pay. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Not sure what to think about my dad yet. 
 
At least I think he's my dad. 
 
He seemed smart, but kind of stoic. I couldn't really  
get a good read on what he thought of me, but I could  
definitely tell how he feels about my mom. 
 
He loves her. 
 
I don't know them, but even I could see that. 



 
I'm not sure it's the same kind of love my parents  
had, but I'm sure it's there, kind of hidden under  
the surface, you know? 
 
I also think he might be able to help her help me  
make sense of things, although I'm not really sure  
how. 
 
I guess the question is, what am I going to do now  
that I know who they are? 
 
~~~~ 
 
My name was William. 
 
I was born. I was in danger. I was given away.  
 
And then I was Jackson. 
 
Loved by two people I trusted. Manipulated by people  
I didn't.  
 
Plagued by seizures and nightmares and capable of  
altering reality. 
 
Once the son of two parents who did what they could  
to give me the kind of life they thought I should  
have. 
 
Now the son of two strangers who somehow might  
be able to help me understand who I really am. 
 
Can I trust them too? Can I let them into my life  
and become William again? 
 
Maybe, but not yet. 
 
And so I keep driving, to where I don't know. 
 
 
~end~ 
 
 
Thanks for reading. 
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