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~~~~ 

 

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

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." 

 

 

~to be continued 

 

 

 


