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This is how it goes... 
by Susan  
~~~~ 
 
This is how it goes. 
 
Some sort of unusual and unexplainable event occurs. 
 
I explain what I think happened.   
 
Scully listens to me and then spends the next few  
minutes telling me why I'm wrong. 
 
This, of course, is done with just a hint of a  
raised eyebrow and occasionally the subtlest of  
smiles. 
 
I then respond to her argument as to why I'm not  



wrong, all the while knowing that there's a 98.9  
percent chance that I'll be right in the end. 
 
This is what happens next. 
 
After a few witty one-liners by me and a few more 
skeptical one-liners by her, we go to investigate  
the case. 
 
Once we get to wherever it is we're going, there's 
always a door there, and being the polite gentleman 
that I am, I hold the door open for Scully with one  
hand while putting my other hand on the small of her  
back to gently guide her through it. 
 
This small affectionate gesture makes me very  
desirable to the majority of women who watch our  
show.  Don't ask me why...it just does. 
 
After questioning the concerned parties involved,  
I again explain my theories as to what I think   
happened. 
 
And again, she shoots them down. 
 
Sometimes I find her constant skepticism adorable,  
sometimes it's exhilarating, and sometimes it just  
annoys the hell out of me. 
 
In any case, I then go to yet another scene where 



I use my unbelievably imaginative mind and leap to  
the most obscure conclusion about the case while  
Scully gets the privilege of doing yet another  
autopsy. 
 
When we're both done, one of us calls the other  
on our cell phone and then we meet someplace and  
compare notes. 
 
This usually occurs in my apartment, one of our  
motel rooms, or at the office where I sit at my  
desk and comfortably lean back in my chair and 
Scully comfortably sits in front of me with her  
arms crossed.   
 
This is also the part where we finally agree with  
each other on what we should do, thus making it one  
of my favorite parts of the show. 
 
This is how it ends. 
 
One or the other of us uses our flashlights and/or  
guns to search out whoever or whatever we're looking  
for. 
 
Sometimes I drop my gun, sometimes Scully loses  
her flashlight, sometimes our cell phones don't  
work, and sometimes we end up dirty, slimy, shot,  
cut, or hit over the head with something,  
 



but... 
 
because of the special connection we have and because  
of the way we're able to communicate without saying  
anything...which, by the way, many women who watch  
the show also think is sweet....we seem to be able  
to find a way to catch whatever criminal or mutant  
we're chasing after that week. 
 
Then again, other times we're not so lucky and we  
end up with jack squat, but hey...we can't always  
have the show written the way we want it.... 
 
Or can we? 
 
This is how I think it should go. 
 
We find The Truth. 
 
I tell Scully I love her and she tells me she  
loves me. 
 
Then we go back to my place and have mind-blowing  
sex. 
 
Now, don't you think that would be a much easier 
show to write? 
 
 
~end~ 



 
 
 
This is how it goes. 
 
You read my story.  You laugh in all the right 
spots.  You write to me and tell me that you 
laughed. 
 
This is how it ends. 
 
I write back to you thanking you for your letter. 
 
Now, doesn't that sound easy? touchstone98@tx.rr.com 
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