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~~~~  

 

--------- 

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.  

 

 

~to be continued 

 

 

 


