
Parts Unknown 

by Susan 

~~~~ 

 

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

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. 

 

 

~to be continued 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


