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After the Impossible 
by Susan 
~~~~ 
 
 
It's been two years now. 
 
Two years since I watched myself get shot and fall into darkness. 
 
Two years since I watched my father shoot my son. 
 
Oh, I know he wasn't really my son, and all these years later, I  
still refuse to believe that he was my father, but those things  
don’t really matter to me anymore. 
 
None of my life before now matters anymore, even though at  
one time, it meant everything. 
 
Aliens. Government conspiracies. Abductions. Secrets. Lies. My  
unyielding and often misplaced devotion to exposing the truth  
for everyone to see. 
 
You see, I'm a father myself now. 
 
A father to the most adorable little girl in the world who's married  
to the most incredible woman in the world. 
 
She's a miracle, my Hannah Beth, and like her mother, she continues  
to amaze me every day. 
 
From the moment she opened her eyes and looked up at me,  
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my belief in the impossible has strengthened in ways I never  
imagined. 
 
It's strange at times, to feel such love for a child, such  
overwhelming emotions that rush through me every time I hold  
her in my arms, and yet it's all so simple. 
 
At least that's what Scully tells me. 
 
I still get nervous every time she cries, still get up in the middle  
of the night to check to make sure she's breathing, still watch  
her like a hawk whenever we're out in public. 
 
And though I've come a long way the past two years, that part  
of me will probably never change. 
 
"Hey, I was looking for you," says Scully, lightly touching my  
shoulder and interrupting my reverie. "Is everything okay in  
here?" 
 
I look down at our 18 month daughter sound asleep in her crib,  
her arms above her head, her left hand balled into a fist, and  
softly run my palm over her reddish brown curls. 
 
"It's okay. I'm okay. It's just that I…" I reply quietly, studying  
every delicate feature on her face. 
 
"I can't get enough of her either," she says, leaning her head 
against my shoulder. 
 
I place her hand in mine, thread my fingers through hers.  
"She really is a miracle, Scully." 
 
"I know."  
 
I press a kiss to her temple. "And she's ours."  
 
Reaching down into the crib, she gently brushes her finger 
across our daughter's cheek, then looks up at me and  
whispers, "Yes, she is." 
 
She doesn't need to say anything else. 
 
 
~end~ 
 
 



Thank you for reading. 
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