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Summary: So this is what happened...I think. 

************************************************************************* 

 

So, this is... 

by Susan 

~~~~ 

 

So, this is what you know. 

 

       You were shot by your father, and yet you weren't. 

       You were William's father, and yet you weren't. 

 

       You shot your father five times and pushed him into  

       the water, then watched his lifeless body float away. 

 

       You heard Scully say that you were not really William's 

       father and that he was a scientific experiment. 

       You also heard her say that you really are a father. 

 

So, this is what you think. 

 

       William was somehow able to disguise himself as you. 

       He fell into the water and never resurfaced, not only 

       sacrificing himself for you, but also getting the  



       ending he told you he wanted. 

 

       Your father, the man who manipulated and tortured 

       you for years, may have floated away in the dark 

       but that doesn't mean he's really dead. 

 

       Scully is in shock and can't really be pregnant, not  

       with your baby, not with anyone's baby. 

        

       Can she? 

 

So, this is what you feel. 

 

       You'll never get the chance to talk to William again, 

       to help him figure out who he really is or to 

       put your arms around him. 

        

       You should've shot that chain smoking son-of-a-bitch 

       a long time ago.  

       Point blank.  

       In the head.  

       More than once. 

        

       You're actually going to be a father. 

       How is it possible? 

       How can you protect *this* child when you couldn't 

       protect your other one? 

       How can you protect Scully? 

       How can you protect your heart from getting hurt again? 

        

So, this is what you do. 

        

       You take a deep breath. 

       You hold onto Scully as tightly as you can. 

       You close your eyes  

       and focus on the one thing in your life  

       you know for certain. 

 

       You love her, and she loves you. 

        



       Because in the end 

       when everything around you is falling apart and  

       you don't know who or what to believe 

       that's the one truth that will always be real. 

        

        

       ~end~ 

        

       Thanks for reading. 
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