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Parts Unknown  

by Susan  

~~~~  

 

-------- 

day one  

--------  

 

He bought a motorcycle today.  

 

Went to the dealership, put a hefty down payment on a  

Harley Davidson, and rode it out of the lot.  

 

Afterwards, he stopped at his apartment, picked up a few  

things, and took off for parts unknown.  

 

He'd been riding ever since.  

 

It wasn't something he ever imagined himself doing or even  

wanting to do, but this morning as he was sitting at his desk  

working on yet another meaningless assignment, he knew  

he couldn't do it anymore and that he had to get away.  

 

So, now here he was on the highway, with no responsibilities,  

no particular destination in mind.  

 

And no partner.  

 



Scully had been missing for two months, and though he'd  

tried his damnedest to find her, all he'd really found out up  

to this point was that he was useless.  

 

So he left his life behind for a while.  

 

No obligations. No plans.  

 

And no partner to tell him he should stay.  

 

Just him, a motorcycle, and the cold wind hitting his face at  

65 miles an hour.  

 

~~~~  

 

It was late afternoon when he made his first stop. He'd been  

riding for three hours straight, and though he considered  

himself to be in good physical condition, his back hurt, and  

his hands were stiff from gripping the handlebars so tightly.  

 

He also needed to get some gas and have something to eat.  

 

Stopping at a truck stop on the outskirts of Fredricksburg,  

he filled the tank, gulped down a soda and turkey sandwich,  

and bought a bag of sunflower seeds to take with him.  

 

Twenty minutes later he was back on the road. To where, he  

didn't know.  

 

~~~~  

 

He should've found her by now.  

 

He should've figured out where Scully was taken and brought  



her back home by now, but all he'd been doing for the past  

two months was spinning his wheels, looking at the same  

photographs, studying the same files, and accomplishing  

nothing.  

 

Then again, that's what he'd been doing for the last several  

years of his life.  

 

Trying to find definitive proof of the existence of extra-terrestrials  

and finding nothing.  

 

Trying to expose a government conspiracy he knew existed  

and having no one believe him.  

 

Trying to find out what happened to his sister, and not being  

any closer to the truth than he was twenty years ago.  

 

He knew that eventually he would probably just have to accept  

the fact that all of these things weren't going to get any better  

and move on with his life, but he couldn't do that.  

 

He couldn't just stop.  

 

But he could get away from things for a little while, and that's  

what he was doing now.  

 

But for how long?  

 

If Scully were somehow miraculously returned while he was  

gone, would he come roaring back into town on his new Harley  

and keep pretending that she was only his partner, or would  

he tell her how he really felt about her?  

 

Or what if she was dead already?  



 

What if her body was found dumped somewhere in the middle  

of a deserted field, and there was nothing he could do to save  

her?  

 

Would he grieve for her, then continue his search for the truth  

alone, or would he let his guilt eat away at him until there was  

nothing left?  

 

He didn't know.  

 

He just knew that he didn't want to think about it anymore.  

 

~~~~  

 

It was a little after 6:00 when he stopped for the night.  

 

It was in Gloucester Point, a small southern town located on  

the edge of the Chesapeake Bay. Since it was such a small  

town, there were only a few motels to choose from.  

 

He decided to stay at the Corner Lodge, a simple 12-room  

motel with a full size bed and no extras. It didn't matter  

though because all he really needed was a place to rest.  

 

His heart heavy, his back muscles tight from the long ride,  

he kicked off his shoes, collapsed on the bed, and wondered.  

 

If he kept his eyes closed long enough, would sleep finally  

come?  

 

~~~~ 

 

 



--------- 

day two 

---------  

 

He'd never been into soul-searching, preferring instead to  

wallow in guilt and self-flagellation, but now he found himself  

doing exactly that.  

 

Searching his soul.  

 

What did he want? What did he feel? What did he need now  

that he didn't need before?  

 

He knew the answer to the last question, knew it all too well,  

though he wasn't sure of the exact moment when he knew.  

 

For over a year, he shared his life with Scully, his memories,  

his hopes and even his fears, slowly letting her discover what  

kind of person he was, and somewhere along the way, she  

ended up getting his heart too.  

 

But when exactly did it happen?  

 

Did it happen on a darkened street in a parked car when she  

told him she wouldn't put herself on the line for anyone but  

him?  

 

In a small back room when he told her that even though he  

didn't have the X-Files, he still had her?  

 

Or was it on the night he heard her screaming for help on his  

answering machine?  

 

Then again, if it was that night, if he'd heard her message  



sooner and driven to her apartment faster, he might not have  

come to the realization that finding and reuniting with his  

sister wasn't the most important thing in his life anymore.  

 

Being with her was.  

 

It was almost poetic in a twisted sort of way, that it took her  

disappearance to find the reappearance of a heart long gone  

dormant.  

 

After all, it'd been nearly four years since he and Diana broke  

up and even longer since they'd been intimate.  

 

But now here he was at 6:00 in the morning, sitting on a  

motorcycle in front of a motel room hundreds of miles away  

from home thinking about Scully and telling himself what he  

should've told *her* months ago.  

 

He loved her.  

 

Who she was, what she believed in, how she made him think.  

 

He loved her, and now he'd probably never get the chance  

to tell her.  

 

Roughly shoving the helmet back on his head, he revved up the  

engine and peeled out of the parking lot without looking back.  

 

~~~~  

 

Traveling from one small town to the next was nothing new to  

him, but riding on a motorcycle was. His thighs were sore from  

the previous day's ride, and the muscle twinges he went to bed  

with the night before were still pinching his lower back, but he  



didn't stop.  

 

He just kept riding.  

 

To where, he still didn't know.  

 

He knew he should pick someplace to go, someplace where  

he could stay for a few days and clear his head, but he  

couldn't do it.  

 

He couldn't stop because if he did, he'd have too much time  

to think about what was happening to her now.  

 

The lights. The drills. The tests. The torture. The stripping away  

of who she was.  

 

He knew what abductions were like, he knew the photographs,  

the scars, the memories that people had shared with him, and  

he knew that even though their scars had faded, they'd never  

be completely healed.  

 

And what would she be like if she was returned? Would her  

body be battered and broken, or would  all her scars be on  

the inside?  

 

Either way, she'd never be the same again.  

 

~~~~  

 

A light rain had just started when he stopped for some lunch  

just north of South Hill at JoJo's Roadside Diner. He wasn't  

really hungry, but he was thirsty, and he ordered a large glass  

of Coke.  

 



"Are you sure you don't want anything else, sir?" asked the  

waitress behind the counter. "We've got some homemade  

clam chowder and fresh-baked whole wheat rolls." 

  

"That sounds good, but I think I'll just stick with this soda for  

now, thanks," he replied, though the clam chowder did sound  

tempting.  

 

"Okay, but you let me know if you change your mind, all right?"  

she said as she started walking over to another customer seated  

at the end of the counter.  

 

"I'll do that," he replied, even though he already knew he wouldn't  

change his mind.  

 

He hadn't felt like eating much of anything since Scully's  

disappearance, and although he had eaten a turkey sandwich  

yesterday, he hadn't really tasted it.  

 

"A Dyna Low Rider, right?" asked the older man sitting on the  

stool next to him.  

 

"Excuse me?"  

 

"Your Harley. It's a Dyna Low Rider," he said, pushing his glasses  

up on his nose and gesturing towards the front window.  

 

Mulder looked outside at his new motorcycle, the same  

motorcycle he'd already ridden a few hundred miles trying to  

escape from his life, and answered, "Yeah, it is."  

 

"Well, she's a beauty."  

 

"Thanks." He took a long drink of soda from the glass and  



closed his eyes, hoping the man would get the hint and leave  

him alone.  

 

"You know, back in '71, I used to own a Dyna Super Glide. It  

was the best damn bike I ever had. Had over 5,000 miles on  

it, and then I got called to serve in 'Nam," the man said,  

looking down at his right leg. "After I got shot here, I couldn't  

do no more ridin', and I had to sell it. It was a damn good bike  

though."  

 

"I'm sorry, sir," said Mulder, taking another drink and thinking  

back to where he was in 1971.  He was ten years old then, and  

the only things he had to worry about were taking out the  

garbage on Tuesdays and getting his homework done.  

 

"They call me Zack," the gray-haired man said, extending his  

hand.  

 

"Mulder," he replied, politely shaking his hand, then turning  

away again.  

 

Zack wrinkled his forehead, pondered the unusual name for  

a moment, then said, "So Mulder, where you headed on that  

beauty of a bike anyway?"  

 

Mulder stared at the glass in his hand, swirled the drink around  

inside it. "Wherever it takes me, I guess," he replied, not really  

nowing how else to answer the question.  

 

Zack looked at the man sitting on the stool beside him, saw the  

dark stubble on his chin, the haunted look in his eyes. "Hey, I  

know how you feel, man. Sometimes I used to get on my bike  

and just go, you know, just go wherever the wheels took me  

so I could get away for a while. You know what I mean?"  



 

He did know what he meant, all too well, and right now, he  

wanted to get as far away from his life as possible.  

 

Drinking the remaining bit of his soda, Mulder set down the  

glass, and quietly said, "I know exactly what you mean."  

 

Then he stood up from his stool, tossed a couple of dollars  

on the counter, and headed for the door, looking back at  

Zack one last time before he left.  

 

It was raining harder outside now, the clouds quickly becoming  

dark and full, the air warm and humid, and though he knew a  

storm was coming, he also knew that he needed to keep riding.  

 

Wiping the water droplets off his seat with the sleeve of his  

jacket, he put on his helmet and got on his bike, then rode  

off to wherever the wheels decided to take him.  

 

~~~~ 

 

 

---------- 

day three 

---------- 

 

When he opened his eyes, he was in the dark. 

 

After riding through the rain for an hour, he'd finally stopped  

at a Days Inn motel somewhere in eastern Virginia. He'd peeled  

off his wet clothes and taken a hot shower, then collapsed on  

the bed and almost immediately fell asleep. 

 

But now he was awake and naked in a motel bed with scratchy  



sheets and flat pillows. 

 

And he was alone. 

 

Whenever he and Scully would travel out of town and stay  

overnight in a motel, he'd stay in a room alone too, but at  

least she was in another room close by. 

 

Now he didn't know where she was. 

 

Would he ever know? Would he ever see her again? 

 

He wanted to believe that she would return and that someday  

they'd continue to work together on the X-Files. 

 

But why would she want to? 

 

Why would she want to continue working with the man who  

was responsible for what was happening to her now? 

 

And he was the one who was responsible, for all of it. 

 

He was the one who let her into his life instead of pushing her  

away, the one who let her take risks he should've taken alone. 

 

And now he was the one who was still here. 

 

But for how long? 

 

How long could he go on pretending to be alive when he felt  

dead inside? 

 

Pulling the covers up higher over his bare body, he squeezed  

his eyes shut and made himself breathe. 



 

~~~~ 

 

It was late afternoon when he decided he'd had enough. 

 

After riding for hours and stopping only when he had to, he  

finally checked into a Holiday Inn in Asheville, North Carolina. 

 

A single room on the second floor. A full size bed. A TV with  

HBO. 

 

And a bible in the desk drawer. 

 

Lifting it out, he carried it over to the bed and set it on his lap.  

It'd been years since he'd held one in his hands and even  

longer since he opened one up, but now here he was, hundreds  

of miles from home with no place to go, contemplating doing  

something he never thought he'd do again. 

 

Resting his left hand on the dark blue cover, he reached up to  

his neck with his right hand, sliding the thin gold chain of  

Scully's cross necklace between his fingers and closing his eyes. 

 

And he prayed. 

 

~~~~ 

 

Like many of the other Holiday Inns he'd stayed at, this one  

had a restaurant next door. It was already dark outside, but  

he could see from his window that there were only a few  

customers inside, and although he would've preferred to eat  

alone, he was too hungry not to go downstairs and get  

something to eat. 

 



Once inside the door, he was relieved to see that it was one  

of those restaurants with low lighting and that there were  

only two other tables occupied in the place. 

 

"Good evening, sir. Would you like a table or a booth?"  

asked the waitress, a woman with dyed hair and red glasses  

who looked to be in her mid-50's. 

 

"A booth, please, over by that window if that's okay," he  

replied, gesturing towards the last booth in the corner. 

 

"Sure, honey." She grabbed a menu and a set of silverware  

from behind the counter. "Will anyone else be joining you?"  

 

"No, it's just me," he answered quietly, shoving his hand into  

his jacket pocket. 

 

She led him to the back table then, handed him a menu. "Now  

what can I get for you to drink tonight? A cup of coffee, a soda,  

something else?" she asked as she pulled an order pad and  

pen out of her apron. 

 

"A cup of coffee would be great," he replied, his eyes darting  

from one side of the room to the other, checking out the other  

patrons inside.  

 

To his left, a family of three, a young couple with a baby. To  

his right, an older gentleman with a newspaper in one hand,  

a cup of coffee in the other. 

 

"Okay, coffee it is." She jotted it down on her order pad and  

headed towards the kitchen. 

 

It was only a few moments later when she came back with a  



half-filled pot in her hand. She leaned over, picked up the  

saucer and cup on the other side of his table and poured out  

some coffee.  

 

"There's milk and sugar right there if you need it," she stated  

as she pointed to the small rack by the napkin holder. "So what  

will it be for you tonight, sir?" 

 

Sir is what you call a man in a suit. A lawyer, a salesman, an  

office manager. 

 

An FBI agent. 

 

And he wasn't any of those things right now. 

 

Trying to focus on what she was saying instead of what was  

irritating him about her, he sat up straighter in his seat and  

made himself look up at her as she was speaking. 

 

"Our soup of the day is minestrone, if you're interested," she  

added, setting down the pot and taking out her order pad.  

 

Though he hadn't eaten much at all earlier in the day, he  

really wasn't very hungry now. Still, he needed to have at  

least a little something, and a bowl of minestrone soup did 

sound pretty good. 

 

"I'll have a bowl of the minestrone with extra crackers on the  

side." 

 

"We got some fresh baked muffins, hot from the oven as of..."  

She looked down at her watch. "Five minutes ago. They're  

blueberry and really delicious." She leaned towards him and  

smiled. "You know, if I wasn't on the clock right now, I'd be  



eating one myself." 

 

Knowing exactly what she was trying to do, he forced himself  

to politely smile back at her. "Okay, you talked me into it. I'll  

take a muffin with my soup...and the crackers." 

 

"You got it." She quickly jotted down his order and picked up  

the pot of coffee. "I'll be back in a couple minutes." 

 

Unrolling the napkin from his silverware, he set it down on  

the table and looked out into the parking lot at his motorcycle.  

This was his third day out on the road, his third day of trying  

to forget, but his feelings of guilt were stronger than they'd  

ever been. 

 

And so were his feelings for her. 

 

Leaning back in the booth, he closed his eyes and thought  

about the prayer he'd said for her earlier. It was simple and  

awkward and something he'd never envisioned himself doing,  

and yet somehow it had felt right. 

 

But would anything actually happen because of it? 

 

All those years ago when Samantha was taken, he had prayed  

every night for her return, but she never came home. 

 

So what made him think his prayers would be answered this  

time? 

 

The truth was he didn't really know what to think.  

 

He just knew that he needed to try. 

 



Pressing his hand to his chest and feeling the small bump of  

her necklace beneath his shirt, he opened his eyes and let out  

a long sigh. 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

 

------------ 

day four 

------------ 

 

"Must be nice not having someone question your every move,  

poking holes in all your theories." 

 

"Oh yeah, it's great. I'm surprised I put up with you for so long." 

 

He'd run through their conversation at least a dozen times since  

she'd been gone, replaying not only her words in his mind, but  

what her voice had sounded like when she said them. 

 

She'd missed him when they were taken off the X-Files, just as  

much as he'd missed her, he was sure of it, and at the time, just  

like him, she'd chosen not to tell him how she really felt. 

 

But why? 

 

Why had it been so hard for them to simply admit that they  

loved each other? 

 

It was crazy, really, knowing that they'd both die for each other,  

but were too afraid to open themselves up to being more than  

just partners. 

 



Just as it was crazy that he was even thinking about it now two  

months after her disappearance, and yet he couldn't stop  

thinking about it. 

 

All the things that might have been, the things that should have  

been... 

 

Throwing his duffel bag across the room, he yanked his helmet  

down over his head, then grabbed the bag, and headed out to  

the parking lot, angrily slamming the door behind him. 

 

~~~~ 

 

He'd ridden around aimlessly for three days. 

 

Traveling on random highways. Staying at whatever motels  

happened to be alongside the road when night came. Eating  

next to nothing and wearing the same clothes since the day  

he left. 

 

But today was different. 

 

Today he was going to the ocean. 

 

He wasn't sure why, but he felt like he needed to be near water,  

to be alone on the beach with only his thoughts and the steady  

thrum of the waves lapping up against the shoreline. 

 

And he needed a quiet place to really think about what he  

wanted to do next. 

 

Sure, riding nowhere and everywhere on the open road on a  

motorcycle had given him a chance to reexamine his feelings  

for Scully, but he hadn't really thought about what he was  



going to do once he finally went back home. 

 

Would he continue to search for her, or would he decide to  

move on with his life? 

 

Of course, he already knew the answer, knew that he'd do  

whatever it took to try to find her, but how? 

 

All the other things he'd tried, all the leads he'd followed, all  

the contacts he'd spoken to, hadn't brought him any closer  

to finding her than he'd been two months ago so what would  

he do differently once he got back? 

 

The truth was he had absolutely no idea. 

 

~~~~ 

 

The day he got the call about Duane Barry he was in the water,  

a swimming pool at the fitness club he belonged to. 

 

He'd just finished his tenth lap when Alex Krycek walked over  

to him and told him that he was needed to help with a hostage  

situation.  

 

Little did he know that less than 24 hours later, it would be  

Scully who was his hostage. 

 

Replaying the events of those two days was something he did  

on almost a daily basis, and he was replaying them now. 

 

"Mulder, I need your help! Mulder..." 

 

Hearing her voice desperately calling out for him and knowing  

that he hadn't been able to do a damn thing to help her had  



eaten away at his gut for months, just as seeing the photo of  

her tied up inside the trunk of Duane Barry's trunk had torn  

him up inside. 

 

The gag in her mouth, the blood running down her chin, the  

fear in her eyes. 

 

He hadn't been able to stop any of it, just as he hadn't been  

able to stop her from being taken. 

 

He'd seen the lights, felt the sky churning above him, watched  

Duane Barry raise his arms in triumph as she was taken away,  

and all he had done was stand there, completely helpless. 

 

What kind of partner was he anyway? 

 

When she'd needed him the most, he failed. 

 

And now, two months later, she was still gone, and he was  

still failing. 

 

The ocean coastline now in his sight, he squeezed the  

handlebars and sped up. 

 

~~~~ 

 

He used to love going to the beach when he was a kid. 

 

Spending hours in the afternoon swimming in the ocean,  

building things in the sand, and blowing through all the  

snacks his mom brought for him and his sister. 

 

He'd swim for a while, then come to shore and dry off, eat  

some crackers or chips, mess around in the wet sand for a  



while, then go back in the water again.  

 

Swim, eat, build. Swim, eat, build. 

 

It was what he loved, what made him happy, and when they'd  

finally pack up and head for home, he was always disappointed,  

begging his mom to let them stay just a little longer. 

 

But they never did. 

 

"Your sister's getting tired, Fox. She needs to go home now,"  

his mother would say, even though he and Samantha both  

knew that it was really her that was the one who was tired  

and wanted to go home. 

 

After they'd get home, they'd wait until their mom laid down  

for a nap, then put their bathing suits back on and run through  

the sprinklers outside and play around in the backyard. 

 

It was the perfect plan. 

 

Samantha would be the lookout, hanging around in the hallway,  

peeking in their mom's bedroom to make sure she was really  

asleep, then motioning out the window for him to turn on the  

sprinklers. 

 

Then she'd change back into her swimsuit and run outside to  

join him, and the two of them would have a blast, squirting  

each other with the hose and jumping over the cold blasts of  

water shooting out of the sprinklers. 

 

Knowing that their mom would usually sleep for about an hour,  

they would make sure to turn off all the water after about 45  

minutes, then quickly hurry inside and change back into their  



clothes before she woke up. 

 

It was something so simple, so exhilarating, having fun with his  

sister and sharing a secret only the two of them knew about. 

 

And it was one of the happiest memories of his life. 

 

But now as he stood here in the sandy parking lot, his eyes  

watery as he looked out over the ocean, he couldn't help   

but wonder if he would ever feel like that again. 

 

~~~~ 

 

The sky was beginning to darken, the sun a burnt orange as  

it began its descent into the ocean. 

 

It was a sign that the day was ending, and yet he couldn't  

really recall how many hours he'd spent sitting here on a  

small hill away from the main beach. 

 

He thought he arrived along the lakeshore sometime in the  

afternoon, then staked out his place on the hill soon after  

that, although he couldn't remember climbing up here or  

taking off his shoes. 

 

Yet here he was, sitting on a small blanket he'd apparently  

packed among his things, staring at the glowing ball of  

sun slowly lowering itself into the cool calm water. 

 

As a child, he always thought it was so cool that the sun  

could disappear right in front of him at the end of the day,  

then return the next day just as bright and glorious as it was  

before. 

 



But now as he watched it disappear in front of him, it was  

nothing but a painful reminder that after Scully disappeared,  

she didn't come back. 

 

Shoving his feet down into the sand, he hugged his knees  

and looked away. 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

------------ 

day five 

------------ 

 

He sat in the small booth, his elbows on the counter, an iced  

tea in his hand as he stared at the entrance to the small diner. 

 

How many times had he sat in a place like this, waiting for  

Scully to come tell him the results of an autopsy? 

 

How many times had she sat across from him, telling him that  

his theories were impossible and that the science just wasn't  

there? 

 

And how many times had she stolen the pickle off his plate  

as they were discussing these implausible theories of his? 

 

The first time she did it, she actually asked him for it because  

she'd already finished her own, and he'd politely turned his  

plate so she could take it. 

 

"So are you going to eat that or what?" she asked him the  

second time, her eyes sparkling as she eyed the dill spear  

on his plate. 



 

Her mischievous expression caught him off guard, and even  

though he wanted it for himself, he offered it to her, turning  

his plate around so she could reach it more easily. 

 

Watching her chomp down on the crisp pickle with such gusto,  

then wipe the small dribble of pickle juice from her chin as  

she continued to tell him all the reasons why psycho-kinesis   

wasn't possible made him smile, and it was in that moment  

that he knew he'd never be eating any pickles that came with  

his sandwiches again. 

 

"Here you go, sir," said the friendly waitress, snapping him  

out of his reverie as she placed the plate down on the table  

in front of him. "A club sandwich, easy on the mayo, with fries  

and a pickle on the side. Is there anything else I can get for  

you?" 

 

"No thank you," he nodded. 

 

"Well, enjoy. I'll check in on you again in a few minutes," she  

added with a smile, pulling her order pad out of her apron,  

then heading over to the next booth. 

 

Slowly turning the plate so that the pickle was facing *her*  

side of the booth, he picked up a fry and put it in his mouth,  

then made himself chew it. 

 

~~~~ 

 

By the time he stopped for the night, he was so exhausted it  

took him every ounce of energy he had left to simply walk  

across his motel room and collapse onto his bed. 

 



He'd spent the day riding through North Carolina, South  

Carolina, and down into Georgia, stopping in various cities  

along the way to refuel, grab a few quick meals, and stretch  

his legs every hundred miles or so. 

 

As much as he'd traveled over the years, he'd never been to  

Georgia before, and although he'd often wondered what  

Atlanta was like, he wanted to stop for the night somewhere  

less busy and more remote. 

 

He ended up at a motel in the small town of Milledgeville. 

 

Too tired to get undressed, he managed to kick off his shoes  

and roll over before falling into a deep sleep. 

 

~~~~ 

 

When he opened his eyes a few hours later, he was surprised  

to find himself sprawled across the width of the bed still  

wearing his clothes, but he was even more surprised to see  

Scully sitting in the chair by the window. 

 

"Scully?" He blinked several times, then slowly pushed his achy  

body up into a sitting position. "What are you doing here? I've... 

I've been looking for you...for a very long time," he said, his  

words getting caught in his throat. 

 

"Have you?" she asked, standing up by the window. 

 

Rubbing his eyes, he leaned forward. "Yes, I have." 

 

"Well, you're not going to find me here." She pulled the curtain  

back just enough to take a quick look at the parking lot. "Nice  

bike, but it's not going to help you find me either. You know  



that, right?" 

 

He looked away from her then, down at his hand as he nervously  

rubbed it back and forth over the blanket on his bed. "I don't  

know anything anymore, Scully," he said quietly. "I don't know  

how to do this..." 

 

Trying to find the words he wanted to say to her, he turned  

towards the window and looked up, but she was gone. 

 

"No, don't go. Don't leave me, Scully," he pleaded, his eyes  

suddenly flying open as his body jolted awake. 

 

His skin damp with sweat, his head pounding, he slowly sat  

up in bed and tried to calm his breathing. Although he knew  

that she hadn't really been in his room and that he'd only  

dreamt it, it felt like she had been. 

 

Was it a sign? 

 

Maybe, maybe not, but right now, it was all he had to hold  

onto. 

 

Wider awake now, he swung his legs over the bed, put his  

shoes on, and headed for the door. 

 

~~~~ 

 

Sometimes when they were working on a case and had to stay  

overnight, they'd sit outside their motel room and talk before  

going to bed for the night. 

 

If there was an outdoor pool, they'd sit on the lawn chairs by it.  

If there was a picnic area, they'd sit across from each other at  



one of the picnic tables. 

 

He always relished this time between them because it gave him  

a chance to see a different side of her. 

 

She'd tell him things about herself then, about what she wanted  

out of life, about her family, about when she was younger, and  

for a little while, at least, he could get away from all the darkness  

in his own life and simply enjoy being with her. 

 

But now as he sat here by the pool outside his motel room,  

staring up at the stars, he never felt more alone. 

 

Tugging on the gold chain around his neck, he rolled the  

delicate cross back and forth between his fingers, and whispered,  

"I know you're out there somewhere, Scully. You have to be." 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

------------ 

day six 

------------ 

 

When Skinner told him that they were closing the X-Files and  

separating him from Scully, he did something he hadn't done  

in years. 

 

He drank. 

 

He was never really much of a drinker in college despite the  

fact that a lot of his friends were, and when he did drink, it  

was usually one beer and that was it. 

 



When he worked for the Violent Crimes Unit, the guys would  

usually go out to a bar for a drink after a case was solved and  

though they'd always ask him to come along, he never did. 

 

The crimes they investigated and monsters they profiled were  

horrific, and he knew that going to the bar was a way to get  

out of their heads after dealing with all that shit, but for him,  

drinking didn't clear away anything. 

 

And so he escaped in other ways. 

 

He ran. Swam laps. Read Celebrity Skin. Took long drives. 

 

And then the X-Files were taken away, and none of those  

things worked. 

 

So he went to a bar and drank. 

 

He ended up at O'Shaughnessy's Pub, a noisy bar filled with  

a variety of drunks and enough smoke to choke a horse. 

 

A place where he could sit and drink as much as he wanted  

and blend in with all the other people who were trying to do  

the same thing. 

 

A place where he didn't have to think about Deep Throat  

dying in the middle of the road or telling Scully that they  

lost everything. 

 

A place where nothing mattered but the cold bitter taste of  

alcohol sliding down his throat. 

 

He sat there for at least an hour trying to make himself numb,  

drinking one beer after another and inhaling as much smoke  



as he could. 

 

And then he left. 

 

Leaving the bar and stepping out into the cool night air, he  

was steadier on his feet than he thought he'd be, but he  

hailed a cab anyway. 

 

By the time it pulled up to his building, his head was pounding,  

his mouth was dry, and it was all he could do to pay the cab 

driver. 

 

Stumbling through the lobby and getting into the elevator, he  

finally made it back to his apartment and flopped onto the  

couch still wearing his jacket. 

 

When he woke up a couple hours later, his mouth was still  

dry, but his head was clearer, and he knew he had to call Scully  

and tell her that they were being split up. 

 

And so he did, somehow. 

 

"They're shutting us down." 

 

"They're going to reassign us to other sections." 

 

"It's over, Scully." 

 

Even now, the words still burn in his throat, still feel raw against  

his skin, and though at the time he'd told her that he wouldn't  

give up, that he *couldn't* give up, he wasn't so sure anymore. 

 

And so here he was again, this time sitting alone in Cooper's  

Corner, a beer in his hand, a dull fuzziness in his head. 



 

"Need another one of these?" the pretty young waitress asked,  

a hint of her cleavage showing as she leaned over the table  

and took the empty bottle from him. 

 

"I should probably have something to eat instead," he replied,  

his stomach rumbling as he tilted his head back and rubbed  

his hand over the stubble on his chin. 

 

She smiled. "That's probably a good idea." 

 

"What would you recommend?" he asked, trying to concentrate  

on anything but his dry throat and the beads of sweat now  

beginning to form on his forehead. 

 

Leaning in just enough to give him another look at her cleavage,  

she pouted her lips, and wistfully replied, "I can think of a few  

things...if you're interested." 

 

Over the past few years, there were other women who had  

tried to get him to notice them, who had blatantly flirted  

with him, but he'd always been too wrapped up in his work  

to want to follow through on anything. 

 

And now here was another one. 

 

She had dark green eyes, and her wavy hair was a reddish  

brown, bluntly cut just above her shoulders, and while she  

was quite attractive, the thought of being with someone  

other than Scully made him feel nauseous. 

 

Or maybe it was the four beers he'd downed over the past  

hour. 

 



"Thanks, but no thanks. Maybe some other time though," he  

lied, trying to let her down easily.  

 

Shrugging her shoulders, she took out her order pad. "Oh  

well, it was worth a shot." 

 

"Sorry," he said, his stomach becoming even more uncomfortable. 

 

"So what can I get for you then? Maybe a sandwich and some  

coffee?" she suggested. 

 

"That'll work," he replied, wiping the sweat off his forehead.  

"But could you maybe come back in a few minutes? I don't  

feel so good..." he said, quickly sliding out of the booth and  

hurrying to the restroom. 

 

Slamming his hand against the door, he pushed his way past  

another customer and stumbled into the stall just in time, his  

body lurching forward as he heaved the pancakes and bacon  

he had for breakfast into the bottom of the toilet. 

 

"Hey man, you okay?" the other man asked, clearly concerned.  

"You need some help?" 

 

"I'll be okay, thanks," he said, closing his eyes and making  

himself breathe.  

 

"You sure?" 

 

"Yeah, I'm sure," he replied, lying for the second time of the  

night. 

 

"Okay then." Still hunched over the toilet, he heard the man's  

footsteps and then the door opening. 



 

Waiting until the door closed, he got up off the floor and went  

over to the sink. Then he rinsed out his mouth and splashed  

some water on his face. 

 

He felt like hell and probably looked like it too, but he couldn't  

bring himself to look in the mirror. 

 

And why should he? 

 

There was nothing for him to see, nothing for him to feel. 

 

Nothing for him to go back for. 

 

Angrily grabbing some paper towels, he wiped off his face,  

then headed out the door and out of the bar. 

 

And he didn't look back. 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

------------ 

day seven 

------------ 

 

Sunlight drifted into his motel room, its early morning rays  

poking their way through the small opening between the  

curtains. 

 

Forcing his eyes to adjust to the light, he rolled over in bed  

and groaned. Along with the splitting headache he had, his  

mouth felt like it was filled with cotton balls, and every muscle  

in his body ached. 



 

It was foolish of him to drink last night, knowing he'd feel like  

this in the morning, and yet he'd done it anyway. 

 

Sure, it'd made him feel numb for a little while, but it had also  

made him sick to his stomach and ultimately, it didn't get him  

any closer to finding Scully. 

 

Then again, nothing he'd done over the past six days had  

accomplished anything. 

 

So why the hell was he still riding his motorcycle everywhere  

but where he needed to go? 

 

His head throbbing even more now, he rolled over and  

squeezed his eyes shut. 

 

~~~~ 

 

"What are you still doing here, Mulder?" 

 

"Scully?" 

 

"Who else would it be?" 

 

"Where are you?" 

 

"Where do you think I am?" 

 

"I don't know where you are. I don't know where to look." 

 

"I think you do." 

 

"How can you be so sure?"  



 

"Because I know you, Mulder, and I know that you'll figure  

things out. You always do."  

 

His eyes slowly opening, he blinked several times to wake  

himself up, then scanned his motel room, knowing the Scully  

he was just talking to wouldn't be there, but looking for her  

anyway. 

 

The first time he'd heard her voice in his dreams, he'd actually  

seen her too, sitting in a chair by the window as if she was  

really there, but all he'd heard this time was her voice. 

 

Pushing himself up in bed, he looked over at the now bright  

coming through the window, then reached for the thin chain  

around his neck the same way he'd done two nights ago  

when he looked for her in the stars. 

 

He felt completely alone then, but waking up this time he felt  

different. 

 

Still alone, but not as lonely. 

 

This was the second time she had come to him, her voice slowly  

etching its way into his dreams, but unlike the first time, her  

words seemed more hopeful, more real. 

 

And she seemed more real. 

 

"Because I know you, and I know you'll figure things out, Mulder.  

You always do." 

 

That's what she'd said when he told her he didn't know where  

to look, and though he wasn't sure what he'd do differently 



once he got back home, he couldn't help but think she was  

trying to tell him something. 

 

Putting the darkness of last night behind him, he quickly got  

out of bed and headed to the bathroom, then turned on the  

shower. 

 

~~~~ 

 

Since he'd left Alexandria, he'd hardly eaten much of anything,  

but now here he was, scarfing down a hearty breakfast of  

pancakes, eggs, and bacon. 

 

"Looks like you're loading up for a big trip. Where you headed?"  

the friendly waitress asked, setting down a plate with two more  

slices of bacon on it. 

 

"Virginia." 

 

She poured him some coffee. "That *is* a pretty big haul. You  

goin' to see family there or somethin'?"  

 

Family. 

 

No, technically Scully wasn't a member of his family, but she  

was the most important person in his life now, and that made  

her his family. 

 

"Yes," he replied simply, not offering any extra details. 

 

"Well, I hope you have a safe trip. I hear there's supposed  

to be a pretty nasty storm blowing in some time later this  

morning." 

 



"Oh? I didn't know that," he remarked as he cut into his stack  

of pancakes. "I guess I'd better get moving then." 

 

"You just let me know if you need anything else, okay honey?"  

the older woman offered, turning around and heading off  

to another table. 

 

Nodding his head, he popped another bite of pancakes into  

his mouth, and checked his watch. 

 

~~~~ 

 

"I have never met anyone so passionate and dedicated to a  

belief as you. It's so intense that sometimes it's blinding. But  

there are others who are watching you, who know what I  

know and whereas I can respect and admire your passion,  

they will use it against you. Mulder, the truth is out there, but  

so are lies." 

 

He remembers how angry he was when she first said those  

words to him, how he didn't want to listen to what she was  

saying, but then he'd reconsidered them and realized that  

maybe what she was saying really was true about him. 

 

At the time, they'd only worked together for about five months,  

and yet she'd already understood him even then, understood  

his passion and what made him tick. 

 

And it was that passion for the truth that was driving him again  

now. 

 

Trying to break him, to get him to stop looking for Scully, and  

leave the case alone was what they wanted, and he wasn't  

about to let them get that or anything else for that matter. 



 

He had to go back and keep digging, and he had to follow his  

heart. 

 

And so after a week of contemplation and introspection, he  

was on his way back to Virginia, cold rain splattering against  

the pavement as he anxiously clutched the handlebars. 

 

According to his calculations, it would take him about 10-12  

hours or so to get there and he'd have to spend another  

night in a motel, but unlike the other nights he'd stayed at  

various places, he knew what his destination was the next  

day. 

 

Once he got back home, he would go through all the  

documentation he had again, contact Skinner, make calls  

to MUFON, NICAP, and anyone else who would listen, and  

check in with the Gunmen to see if they'd discovered anything  

new. 

 

And he'd find her. No matter what, he'd find her. 

 

~~~~ 

 

The rain came down in sheets, pounding the highway so loudly  

it was deafening, and though he wanted to keep riding, it was  

becoming too dangerous for him to continue. 

 

His clothes soaked, the protective shield on his helmet so covered  

in raindrops he could barely see, he pulled over underneath an  

overpass. With any kind of luck, the worst of the storm would  

be over within minutes, and he could be on his way again. 

 

Quickly taking his helmet off, he tilted his chin up and took in a  



deep breath of the cool rainy air. 

 

The last time he'd been out in a rainstorm and gotten completely  

drenched like this he was with Scully, standing in a cemetery in  

the middle of the night theorizing about Billy Miles and alien  

impulses. 

 

And he'd never felt more alive. 

 

It was their first case together, and she'd challenged his beliefs  

right from the start, yet there was something about her that  

fascinated him and before he knew it, he fell in love with her. 

 

No, he'd never kissed her or told her how he really felt about  

her or even taken her out on a date, but she trusted him with  

her life and that told him all that he needed to know. 

 

And so now here he was, standing out in a rainstorm again,  

this time alone, but with a renewed sense of purpose he hadn't  

felt in months. 

 

If she somehow knew that he was on his way back home because  

of what she'd been telling him in his dreams, she'd probably raise  

her eyebrow and tell him he was crazy, but as crazy as this was,  

it was what he needed to do right now. 

 

Inhaling the cool damp air again, he closed his eyes and listened  

to the sound of the raindrops hitting the cement overpass above 

him. 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

------------ 



day eight 

------------ 

 

It was a little after midnight when he finally settled into bed. 

 

He'd made it all the way to Lexington, North Carolina, which  

was actually farther than he thought he'd get, considering  

the storm he encountered while still in Georgia and all the  

construction slow-downs along Interstate 77. 

 

In the morning, he'd eat a big breakfast and head out no later  

than 7:00, then ride the rest of the way back to Alexandria,  

taking as few stops as possible along the way.  

 

According to his calculations, he'd probably make it back to  

his apartment sometime in the middle of the afternoon, and  

though he wasn't exactly sure what he'd do once he got there,  

he knew he was ready to continue his search for Scully with  

full force. 

 

Now he just had to make himself relax so he would be rested  

up for the long journey ahead. 

 

Turning the volume down on the TV, he rolled over onto his  

side, and let the black and white images of the old movie  

on the screen lull him to sleep. 

 

~~~~ 

 

"Mulder, wake up." 

 

"Hmmm?" 

 

"Mulder, it's me. Wake up." 



 

"Scully?" 

 

Struggling to open his eyes, he tried to focus on where her  

voice was coming from, and that's when he saw her. 

 

Sitting at the foot of his bed, her hair was longer than  

it was before and messy, and she was wearing a hospital  

gown. 

 

"Where are you? I can't see you." 

 

"How can you not see me, Scully? I'm right here in front of  

you...and besides, you just told me to wake up." 

 

"Mulder, I'm afraid." 

 

"It's okay, Scully. I'm right here." 

 

"No, you're not." 

 

"I can assure you that I am." He rubbed his eyes, leaned  

forward and studied the woman sitting on the end of his  

bed. "You're sitting on my bed not three feet away from  

me." 

 

She looked down at her hands, nervously fidgeted with  

her fingers. "They brought me back," she whispered. 

 

"Who?" 

 

She looked up towards the ceiling, then over at him, her eyes  

dark and vacant, and replied, "Them." 

 



His own eyes suddenly flying open, he sat up and immediately  

looked for her at the foot of his bed, but she wasn't there.  

Grabbing his phone off the nightstand, he checked to see if  

he had missed any calls during the night. 

 

There were none. 

 

Flopping back on the bed, he rolled over and looked at the  

clock. It was a little before 5:00 and though he was exhausted,  

he knew he wouldn't be able to go back to sleep. 

 

He closed his eyes, tried to make himself relax again, but his  

mind was racing. 

 

He had seen Scully twice now and heard her once, and though  

he was feeling more hopeful now than he'd felt in months, he  

didn't understand. 

 

Why was he having these dreams now? Was he really seeing  

and hearing her voice, or was he going crazy? 

 

After all, he'd been on the road for days now, not eating right,  

not sleeping right, and it could be causing him to have  

hallucinations. 

 

His eyes still closed, he put his hand on his chest and  

concentrated on his breathing.  

 

Breathe in. Breathe out. Breathe in. Breathe out. 

 

He could feel himself start to calm down, feel his body start  

to relax, but just as he finally felt himself dozing off, he was  

awakened by the harsh ring of the telephone on the  

nightstand beside him. 



 

Quickly sitting up, he looked over at the motel phone and  

wondered how or why anyone would be calling him, let  

alone at 5:00 in the morning. 

 

Assuming it was most likely a wake-up call for someone in  

another room, but too annoyed and exhausted to pick it  

up to tell the front desk they had the wrong room, he laid  

back down on the bed and covered his head with a pillow. 

 

The phone continued to ring another five times before  

stopping, and though he knew he really needed to get  

some sleep before heading back to Virginia, there was no  

way he was going to be able to settle himself back down  

again. 

 

He sat up again and rubbed his eyes, then got out of bed. Just  

as he started to head to the bathroom, the silence was broken  

by the phone ringing again.  

 

"Damn it," he muttered, turning around and stubbing his toe  

on one of the shoes he'd left beside his bed as he leaned over  

to grab the phone. 

 

"Yeah, what do you want?" he grumbled, holding the receiver  

in one hand and sitting down so he could rub his foot with the  

other. "If this is a wake-up call, you got the wrong room."  

 

"Mulder?" a familiar voice said on the other end of the line. 

 

"Frohike?" 

 

"Yeah, it's me. How come it took you so long to answer?" 

 



Forgetting about the sharp sting in his toe, he immediately  

stood up again and switched the receiver to his other hand.  

"How'd you find me?" 

 

"We can find anyone, Mulder. You know that." 

 

Of course, he knew that.  

 

That's why he'd asked him and the other gunmen for help  

numerous times over the years, and that's why he suddenly  

knew that this wasn't just some random call in the middle  

of the night. 

 

His chest tightening, he sat back down again, and took a deep  

breath. "Did you find her? Did you find Scully?" he asked,  

closing his eyes and tilting his head back as he waited for a  

response. 

 

"No," replied Frohike, "But she's back, Mulder. She was admitted  

to Northeast Georgetown Medical Center about an hour ago." 

 

She's back. 

 

She's back. 

 

She's back. 

 

The pressure in his chest even more intense, he tried to breathe  

as the words swirled around in his head in a continuous loop.  

 

She's back. 

 

She's back. 

 



She's back. 

 

"Mulder, are you there?" asked his friend, but he felt like he was  

in a tunnel, the words still bouncing around in his brain as he  

tried to make sense of them. 

 

She's back.  

 

Oh my God, she's back. 

 

"Mulder." 

 

"Yeah, I'm here," he finally replied, switching the receiver back  

to his other hand again. "How  is she?" he whispered. "Is she  

okay?" 

 

"Just get here, Mulder," he whispered back, his voice shaky.  

"As soon as you can." 

 

~~~~ 

 

He didn't remember checking out of the motel. He didn't 

remember racing down the highway at a speed way faster  

than the limit. 

 

He didn't remember making a quick stop at a 7-11 or gulping  

down a Coke so fast he nearly threw up afterwards. 

 

He didn’t remember how his shirt got wet, though at some  

point he thinks he drove through some rain, maybe around  

Durham. 

 

All he remembered were Frohike's words. 

 



"Just get here, Mulder...as soon as you can." 

 

And now as he pulled into the truck stop for one last stop  

before the final stretch of driving, he finally let himself think  

about what she'd be like once he saw her again. 

 

How badly was she hurt? Was she shot? Beaten? Did they try  

to do tests on her?  

 

Was she unconscious, or was she awake and wondering why  

he wasn't there? 

 

Was she going to die? 

 

Any or all of those things could be true, or maybe none of  

them were, but somehow he forced himself to push those  

thoughts to the back of his mind as he made his way to the  

shower and restroom area. 

 

It was strange, having a place where people could get gas,  

buy snacks, meals, and all kinds of souvenir crap, then take  

a shower, and yet where else could truck drivers go at literally 

any hour of the day to take care of their needs? 

 

Although no one was currently in the shower area, he didn't  

feel comfortable changing out of his still damp shirt there  

so he went into the restroom instead. 

 

Leaning towards the mirror and looking at the dark circles  

under his eyes, the scruff on his face, and the wet spots on  

his shirt, he knew he looked like hell and should probably  

try to clean himself up before seeing Scully, but he didn't 

want to waste any more time than he had to. 

 



He took out a dry shirt from his duffel bag, then yanked the  

wet one over his head, wadded it up, and stuffed it in the  

bottom of the bag. Grabbing a few paper towels, he looked  

down at his chest so he could dry himself off. 

 

And that's when he saw it. 

 

Scully's cross. 

 

He hadn't taken the necklace off since Mrs. Scully had given  

it to him, wanting to hold onto a part of her for as long as he  

could. 

 

And now he was less than two hours away from giving it back  

to her. 

 

He'd tried to give it to Scully's mom months ago, but she'd  

told him to keep it, and though it had given him comfort and  

kept him going, he wanted nothing more than to see it back  

around her neck. 

 

He finished drying himself off, got dressed, then pulled the  

gold chain out from under his shirt. Pinching the shiny cross  

between his fingers, he looked at himself in the mirror, then  

murmured, "I'm coming, Scully." 

 

~~~~ 

 

It was the middle of the afternoon when he finally arrived at  

the hospital. Pulling into the parking lot, he quickly found a  

space to park in and hopped off his bike, leaving behind both  

his helmet and duffel bag as he headed for the building. 

 

His heart was pounding, his hands shaking as he started to  



walk towards the building. What would he see once he went  

into her room?  

 

Would she be awake or unconscious? Would she be glad to  

see him or angry that he wasn't already there? 

 

Would she be alone, or would her mom be there, and if she  

was, would she make him leave? 

 

After finding out what floor she was on from someone at the  

information desk in the lobby, he quickly got on the elevator  

and headed up to the third floor. 

 

His heart racing even faster now, he hurried to the nurses'  

station. "Dana Scully. Can you tell me what room she's in?"  

he asked, his voice trembling. 

 

The young nurse whose badge said Pamela looked at his  

disheveled appearance, his unshaven face, the haunted  

look in his eyes. "I'm sorry, sir, but only family is allowed  

to see her right now." 

 

'But I *am* family,' he wanted to say as he dug in his jeans  

pocket for his badge. "FBI...I'm her partner," he replied,  

holding up his ID. "I need to see her. Please, I got here as  

soon as I could." 

 

The nurse whose name was Pamela leaned in closer, glanced  

down at his badge, then up at him. Right now he didn't look 

anything at all like the man in that photo, but he could tell by  

the way she looked at him that she understood his urgency. 

 

"Follow me." She stepped out from behind the nurses' station,  

then led him down the short hallway. 



 

He could feel the adrenaline rushing through his veins, feel  

his hands start to shake again with every step, and then he  

was there, standing at her door. 

 

Bracing himself for what he was about to see, he put his hand  

on the door. "She's been unresponsive since she was brought  

in, but talking to her might help," Pamela suggested. "I'll be  

right down the hall if you need me." 

 

He nodded, took a deep breath, and pushed the door open. 

 

The closer he moved towards her bed, the shakier his legs felt,  

the faster his heart pumped as he looked at her broken body. 

 

Her neck was bruised, her left arm and left leg were in casts  

and propped up on pillows, and there were bandages on both  

her head and her other arm. She also had a nasal cannula, an  

IV cannula, and a catheter. 

 

But the thing that really gutted him was her weight. 

 

She must've been at least 10-15 pounds lighter, her face gaunt,  

her body all but disappearing beneath the loose hospital gown. 

 

Blinking away the water pooling in his eyes, he sat down in the  

chair beside her bed, carefully placed his hand around hers,  

and whispered, "Hey Scully, it's me. Everything's going to be  

okay. You're going to be okay."  

 

"Fox." 

 

The familiar voice startled him, and he turned around and stood  

up. 



 

"Mrs. Scully." He walked over to her, looked into her exhausted  

eyes and tentatively took hold of her hand. "How is she?" 

 

She shook her head and looked down at the floor. "I don't know." 

 

Her unexpected answer hanging in the air between them, he  

let go of her hand and put his arms around her instead. "She's  

going to be okay, Mrs. Scully." 

 

But was she? 

 

He glanced over towards the bed, looked at his partner's broken  

body. "She has to be." 

 

~~~~ 

 

She was found in one of the bathrooms, though no one knew  

how she'd gotten there. She had several minor injuries...a broken  

arm and leg, bruises, lacerations...and then there were her lungs. 

 

Though the doctors hadn't yet been able to figure out why she  

was having difficulty breathing, having the nasal cannula was  

helping, and the quiet sound of flowing oxygen was oddly  

comforting. 

 

Still, seeing his partner lying there, her body so battered and  

unresponsive, was like a knife to the heart. She'd been gone  

for months and was back now, and yet it seemed like she  

really wasn't back at all. 

 

The doctors hadn't told her mother much more than what  

they'd told him about her condition, not because they were  

trying to keep things from them, but because they didn't  



know what had caused it. All they could really tell them for  

certain was that they were trying to make her as comfortable  

as possible and that they'd continue to reevaluate her  

condition every hour. 

 

"But there has to be something else you can do," pleaded  

Mrs. Scully as she stood up from her chair. "Isn't there  

anything else you can give her, Dr. Morris?" 

 

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Scully. Right now all we can do is wait." He  

picked up her daughter's chart and headed towards the door.  

"If you need to get a hold of me, just let one of the nurses  

know. I'll be here for the next several hours." 

 

"Thank you, doctor," she said, sitting back down in the chair. 

 

Not really sure about what he should do or say next, he walked  

over to the window and looked down at the parking lot below.  

Completely forgetting that he'd left his helmet and duffel bag  

on his motorcycle, he knew he should probably go downstairs  

and get it. 

 

As much as he didn't want to leave Scully, he also knew that  

he should probably go home and get changed out of the  

clothes he was wearing, especially since he planned on  

spending the rest of the day at the hospital regardless of 

whether or not Scully's mother was here. 

 

"Mrs. Scully," he said quietly, not wanting to startle her as he  

moved away from the window. 

 

Holding onto her daughter's hand now, she looked up at him,  

but said nothing. 

 



"I've been driving for hours today and really need to go home  

and get cleaned up, but I'll be back." 

 

"So where were you?" she asked in a flat voice, not taking her  

eyes off her daughter. "I thought you'd be here sooner." 

 

Although her tone wasn't accusatory, her words stung like a  

slap to the face. 

 

He should  have been here sooner. 

 

He should  have kept looking for Scully instead of disappearing  

for eight days. 

 

He should  have protected her. 

 

He should  have pushed her away after the X-Files were closed  

down. 

 

But that's just it. 

 

He didn't do any of those things, and now the most important  

person in the world to him was lying here fighting for her life. 

 

Suddenly the air in the room was thick, and it felt as if the walls  

were closing in on him. No, he had to pull himself together  

and be strong for her. 

 

But right now, he just couldn't do it. 

 

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Scully. I have to go," he said, the words tumbling  

from his mouth as he hurried to the door. 

 

And then he was gone. 



~~~~ 

 

 

------------ 

day nine 

------------ 

 

"What are you doing?" asked Scully as she sat down on the  

end of his bed. 

 

"Sleeping...or at least I was trying to." He rubbed his eyes,  

pulled himself up into a sitting position. "What are you doing  

here, Scully?" 

 

"I had to come here." 

 

"You had to? Why?" 

 

"I had to see you, make sure that what I dreamt was true." 

 

"You had a dream about me?" 

 

"Yes, I did. I've had many dreams about you since I've been  

gone, Mulder, but this one was different." 

 

"How?" 

 

"It was real." 

 

"Dreams aren't real, Scully. They're a reflection of our  

unconscious mind, a peek into our deepest fears and desires." 

 

"Maybe according to Freud, but I know what I saw, and it was  

real." 



 

"What did you see?" 

 

"You, sitting beside my bed, holding my hand and telling me  

that I was going to be okay." 

 

"Oh Scully..." 

 

"Tell me it was real. Tell me that I'm going to be okay. Tell me,  

Mulder." 

 

"You're going to be okay, Scully. You're going to be okay. You  

have to be okay..." he mumbled over and over again, his eyes  

fluttering open as he slowly became more alert. Although his  

bedroom was dark, he could see the numbers 12:21 glowing  

on the clock on his nightstand.  

 

Still groggy, he rubbed his eyes and sat up. "Scully?" he asked,  

leaning forward towards the dark shadow at the end of his bed  

expecting to see her. 

 

And that's when it hit him. 

 

"Scully!" He jumped out of bed and hurried to the bathroom.  

"Shit," he mumbled, the realization that he'd apparently fallen 

asleep when he should've been back at the hospital instead 

suddenly hitting him. 

 

Now fully awake, he quickly splashed some cold water on his  

face, then looked up at himself in the mirror. His shirt was  

wrinkled, his face even darker with stubble than before, and  

it was now also obvious that he hadn't cleaned up or changed  

his clothes either. 

 



"Shit," he muttered again as turned on the shower and took  

off his clothes, then got out his razor and shaving cream from  

underneath the sink while he waited for the water to warm up. 

 

As he leaned over to get the supplies, he couldn't help but  

notice the gold cross dangling in front of him. Reaching  

behind his neck, he started to open the clasp so he could  

take it off, then just as quickly let go of it. 

 

He couldn't take off her necklace, not yet. 

 

No, he was going to take it off and give it to her when he  

could look into her eyes, then put it around her neck himself. 

 

Stepping inside the shower with renewed energy and  

determination, he quickly cleaned up and washed his hair,  

then shaved and got dressed. Though he could still see the  

dark circles under his eyes when he looked in the mirror,  

he looked better than before, and that would have to do. 

 

Ten minutes later, he was out the door and on his way to  

the hospital. 

 

~~~~ 

 

When he got to the third floor, it wasn't as busy as it was when  

he'd been there before, and it seemed quieter too. Then again,  

it was 1:00 in the morning. Truth be told, he was surprised that  

the woman at the information desk even let him come up here  

this late at night. 

 

Of course, flashing his badge didn't hurt either. 

 

In his haste to get here, he'd almost forgotten to bring it, but  



luckily at the last moment he'd remembered to grab it off the  

kitchen counter. 

 

Although he was so distraught the first time he was here, he  

remembered the nurse who'd been so nice to him, and he  

was both relieved and surprised to see that she was still here. 

 

She stepped out from behind the nurses' station. "I see you're  

back, Agent..." 

 

"Mulder," he replied, holding up his badge, then shoving it  

back into his pocket. "How's she doing?" 

 

"You know, visiting hours were over a long time ago, Mr.  

Mulder." She looked down at her watch. "Five hours to be  

exact."  

 

"I need to see her," he said simply. 

 

Pamela looked down at the chart in her hands, then up at him,  

her eyes softening. "There hasn't been much change, although  

both her breathing and her blood pressure seem to have  

stabilized, which is good." 

 

She stepped aside then and nodded towards Scully's room.  

"You have fifteen minutes." 

 

~~~~ 

 

When he saw her for the first time many hours ago, he was  

exhausted, devastated. 

 

Broken. 

 



But now as he moved closer to her bed, he actually felt stronger  

than he had in months. 

 

She was alive. She was breathing. She was back home and here  

in front of him where he could watch over her and take care of  

her. 

 

Taking his jacket off, he sat down in the chair next to her bed.  

He looked at the tubes connected to her body, at the steady  

rise and fall of her chest, at her delicate hand. 

 

It was one of the few parts of her that wasn't damaged, her  

skin unblemished, her nails smooth and shiny. 

 

Carefully putting his hand on top of hers, he watched her  

chest rise with every new breath.  

 

In…out.  

 

In…out.  

 

In…out. 

 

And then he gave her his heart. 

 

"Scully, you're the strongest person I know...and because of  

that, I know you're going to be okay. Your strength comes  

from your beliefs, and right now I know you believe you're  

going to get through this just as I do." 

 

He gently squeezed her hand, then continued. "You have to  

get better, Scully, you have to. Who else is going to make 

sense of my theories or hop on a plane with me in the middle 

of the night? Who else is going to steal the pickles off my 



plate, or save my ass when I do something I shouldn't?" 

 

His eyes tearing up, his throat tightening, he couldn't say  

anything else right now, and he didn't want to. Lifting her  

hand up, he pressed it to his cheek and closed his eyes. 

 

Damn it.  

 

He'd come into her room strong and determined, and now  

he couldn't blink away the dampness in his eyes. Her hand 

felt warm against his cheek, and he held onto it tighter as  

he tried to compose himself. 

 

But he couldn't. 

 

As much as he'd denied it, he knew she wasn't just his partner  

anymore. She was his best friend, the person who tried not to  

laugh at his jokes and always listened to what he had to say at  

the same time she was telling him he was nuts. She was the  

person who wasn't afraid to tell him the truth about anything,  

even when he didn't want to hear it. 

 

And she was the person who gave him the one thing that was  

more precious to him than anything else. 

 

Her trust. 

 

"I'm right here, Scully, and I'm not going anywhere," he whispered  

as he carefully placed her hand back on the bed. 

 

Although the nurse had told him he only had fifteen minutes,  

he wasn't about to leave her anytime soon. Leaning back in the 

chair, he made himself comfortable, then watched her breathe  

for as long as he could until the weight of his eyelids became  



too heavy for him to keep open. 

 

~~~~ 

 

The moment she walked into the basement for the first time,  

he was instantly intrigued. 

 

A firm handshake. Good eye contact. A medical doctor with  

a degree in physics who challenged him on day one. 

 

"The answers are there. You just have to know where to look," 

she'd said right before leaving his office that day, and he  

couldn't remember the last time he'd been more excited to  

start working on a new case. 

 

Day two she did an autopsy on someone who may or may  

not have been human and stood in the middle of the road  

with him as he told her that nine minutes of their lives just  

disappeared. 

 

At the end of the day as she stood before him and dropped  

her robe, trusting him to tell her the truth about the bumps  

on her back, he'd felt a wave of emotions so strong, he  

shared the painful story of his missing sister with her. 

 

He hadn't talked about his sister for years, but there was  

something about her and so he talked and she listened. 

 

Later that night they'd stood in the pouring rain in the middle  

of a cemetery laughing and trading wild theories, and he'd  

never felt more alive. 

 

It was incredible, really. 

 



He'd known her for only two days, and yet it was if they'd  

always known each other. 

 

"Are you having that dream again?" she teased as she sat  

down in the chair in front of his desk. 

 

"What dream?" he replied innocently. 

 

"You know exactly what dream I'm talking about." She smiled,  

putting her elbows on his desk and leaning forward. "So what  

was it this time, Mulder – the fact that I questioned your theories  

on day one or laughing in the rain at the cemetery? No, it was 

probably when I came to your room in my robe, and you saw  

me in my underwear. Am I right?" 

 

He loved it when she was like this. Confident, playful, and even  

a little bit flirty. 

 

Putting his own elbows on his desk, he leaned forward too and  

smiled. "Would you believe me if I said it was all of those things  

and more?" 

 

Her expression now serious, she looked up at the poster behind  

him, and leaned in even closer, then replied, "I want to believe." 

 

She broke almost instantly then, sitting back in her chair, and  

letting out a giggle snort that was so unlike her that he burst  

out laughing too. 

 

"Dana Scully, what am I going to do with you?" 

 

She looked at him, her gaze intense, then leaned forward again  

and reached for his hand. "What do you want to do with me?" 

 



His body jerked awake then just like it did all the other times  

he'd had the same dream, but unlike those times, he didn't  

wake up on his couch. 

 

And he didn't wake up with someone stroking his hair. 

 

Wait, what?  

 

Blinking several times to get his bearings, he slowly lifted his  

head from the arm pillow he'd apparently made on the edge  

of the bed, and watched with disbelief as her hand limply  

slid off his head and dropped back on the mattress. 

 

"Scully?" 

 

She turned her head slightly towards him. 

 

"Oh my God...Scully," he whispered, leaning over her and  

carefully brushing the loose hair away from her forehead,  

then cupping his hand around her cheek. "I'm here." 

 

Her eyes filling with tears, she rasped, "You're here." 

 

~~~~ 

 

He sat in his car in the hospital parking lot, trying to gather  

his thoughts. 

 

Ten hours ago, she'd opened her eyes for the first time, and  

he was still trying to convince himself that it had actually  

happened. 

 

Since then, she'd been put through a series of tests, had the  

nasal cannula removed, and had been sleeping off and on  



through all of it. Of course, her mother had been called and  

had refused to leave her side since. 

 

As for him, he couldn't seem to take his eyes off of her, taking  

note of every time she winced with pain, sighed with relief,  

furrowed her forehead in frustration whenever yet another  

nurse would come into the room. 

 

She hadn't said much since she first regained consciousness,  

not because she didn't want to, but because her frail body  

was still so weak. She did however, have enough energy to  

tell her mom to stop fussing over her, then promptly fell  

asleep right afterwards. 

 

"That's a good sign, Mrs. Scully. She's trying to take back  

control," he'd told her mom as he reassuringly squeezed  

her shoulder. "I'm going to head out, leave you two alone  

for a while, but I'll be back." 

 

That was two hours ago, and now that he'd taken a quick  

nap, gotten cleaned up, had something to eat, and given  

Scully's mom some time alone with her daughter, he was  

anxious to see her again. 

 

And he wanted to be alone with her when he did. 

 

Getting out of the car, he took off her necklace and put it  

in his pocket, then headed into the hospital. 

 

~~~~ 

 

When he walked into the room, he wasn't surprised to find  

that Scully was asleep. 

 



Her mother, however, was a different story.  

 

Not sitting in her usual place next to the bed, she was sound  

asleep in the chair against the wall. 

 

"Hey, Mrs. Scully," he quietly said as he touched her arm. 

 

"What is it, Fox? What's wrong?" she asked, her eyes widening  

and immediately on alert as she quickly focused on her  

daughter. 

 

"Nothing's wrong," he reassured her. "Now that I'm here,  

maybe you should go home and get some rest. You've been  

here for hours." 

 

She rubbed her eyes, let out a sigh, and glanced over at Scully.  

"I was just going to close my eyes for a minute, but I guess I  

was more tired than I thought I was." 

 

She stood up then, walked over to the bed, softly brushed her  

palm over her daughter's hair. "Dana's going to be okay, isn't  

she, Fox?" 

 

"She's the strongest person I know." He turned to her and  

smiled. "She got that from her mother." 

 

Both surprised and touched by his words, she gave him a half  

smile in return, then firmly said, "You call me if there's any  

change." 

 

"I will." 

 

She nodded, picked up her purse, and grabbed her coat. "I'll  

be back later," she stated, giving his hand a quick squeeze  



before leaving. 

 

~~~~ 

 

When he'd taken off to parts unknown nine days ago, he was  

lost. 

 

During that time, he'd carried a lot of guilt and done a lot of  

thinking about his relationship with Scully. He also thought 

about how he wanted nothing more than to find out who 

did this to her and about how he'd make them pay, but as  

he held her hand and watched her sleep, he knew exactly  

what he wanted. 

 

And it wasn't that. Not anymore. 

 

"I know you, Mulder, and I know you'll figure things out. You  

always do." 

 

Two nights ago, she'd spoken those words to him in a dream,  

and he hadn't forgotten them since. At the time, he'd heard  

something in her voice that had spurred him on to come  

home, but the moment he walked into her hospital room and  

saw her again, he knew her words meant so much more. 

 

She meant so much more, and he'd figured out exactly what  

was the most important to him. 

 

The X-Files may have been his life, but she was his soul.  

 

Of course, she'd be the first to tell him that he was crazy for  

taking a dream so seriously, but then again, she pretty much  

told him he was crazy on a regular basis, and he quietly  

chuckled to himself at the thought. 



 

"Quit thinking so hard," she croaked, her raspy voice disrupting  

his ruminations.  

 

Startled by her voice, he immediately let go of her hand and  

quickly scanned her from head to toe to make sure she wasn't  

in pain. 

 

"I'm fine, Mulder." 

 

"Scully, you're not fine, but I'll let that one slide," he said as he  

picked up the cup of water from the tray by her bed. "Here,  

take a sip," he said, carefully lifting her head just enough so  

she could more easily reach the flexible straw. 

 

"Thank you." She took a sip and leaned back into the pillow,  

closing her eyes as she swallowed. "That's good." 

 

"More?" he offered. 

 

She shook her head, and he sat the cup back on the tray table. 

 

"So what were you thinking about?" she asked quietly, her  

fingers weakly grabbing onto his shirt sleeve.  

 

"You," he answered simply, though there was nothing simple  

about what he was feeling right now. 

 

She closed her eyes, let go of his shirt, and for a moment, he  

thought she'd fallen back asleep. 

 

"I can't remember anything, Mulder. I tried, but..." she  

murmured, her eyes rimmed with tears as she opened them. 

 



"It doesn't matter, Scully." He slid his hand back into hers.  

"None of that matters." 

 

Letting out a sigh, she nodded her head in understanding. 

 

"But I know something that does matter, something I wasn't  

sure I would ever believe in again." He reached into his pocket,  

pulled out her necklace, and placed it in her palm. 

 

Tears spilling down her cheeks now, she looked at the golden  

cross and gently brushed her thumb back and forth over it. 

 

"When Samantha was taken, I prayed for her return, and she  

never came back...but you did. You came back, Scully," he  

said quietly, his own eyes watery now. 

 

"I came back," she whispered. 

 

Taking the necklace from her hand, he leaned forward, lifted  

it over her head, and gently put it back around her neck. 

 

"I came back," she repeated, her eyes fixed on his as she  

wiped both her cheeks, then rolled the tiny cross back and  

forth between her fingers. 

 

He smiled at the strong woman in front of him. His partner,  

his friend, his soul.  

 

"Yes, you did." 

 

 

~end~ 

 

 



Thank you so very much for reading. It was my pleasure to finally finish 

writing this story. I've missed these characters terribly. 

 

If you have the time, I'd appreciate hearing your thoughts about Mulder's 

emotional journey. You can leave a comment on my blog, or email me at 

touchstone98@tx.rr.com . 
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