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~~~~ 

 

---------- 

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. 

 

 

~to be continued 

 

 

 

 

 


