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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?  

  

 

~to be continued~  
 

 


