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~~~~ 

 

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

day eight 

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

 

It was a little after midnight when he finally settled into bed. 

 

He'd made it all the way to Lexington, North Carolina, which  

was actually farther than he thought he'd get, considering  

the storm he encountered while still in Georgia and all the  

construction slow-downs along Interstate 77. 

 

In the morning, he'd eat a big breakfast and head out no later  

than 7:00, then ride the rest of the way back to Alexandria,  

taking as few stops as possible along the way.  

 

According to his calculations, he'd probably make it back to  

his apartment sometime in the middle of the afternoon, and  

though he wasn't exactly sure what he'd do once he got there,  

he knew he was ready to continue his search for Scully with  

full force. 

 

Now he just had to make himself relax so he would be rested  

up for the long journey ahead. 

 

Turning the volume down on the TV, he rolled over onto his  

side, and let the black and white images of the old movie  

on the screen lull him to sleep. 

 

~~~~ 

 



"Mulder, wake up." 

 

"Hmmm?" 

 

"Mulder, it's me. Wake up." 

 

"Scully?" 

 

Struggling to open his eyes, he tried to focus on where her  

voice was coming from, and that's when he saw her. 

 

Sitting at the foot of his bed, her hair was longer than  

it was before and messy, and she was wearing a hospital  

gown. 

 

"Where are you? I can't see you." 

 

"How can you not see me, Scully? I'm right here in front of  

you...and besides, you just told me to wake up." 

 

"Mulder, I'm afraid." 

 

"It's okay, Scully. I'm right here." 

 

"No, you're not." 

 

"I can assure you that I am." He rubbed his eyes, leaned  

forward and studied the woman sitting on the end of his  

bed. "You're sitting on my bed not three feet away from  

me." 

 

She looked down at her hands, nervously fidgeted with  

her fingers. "They brought me back," she whispered. 

 



"Who?" 

 

She looked up towards the ceiling, then over at him, her eyes  

dark and vacant, and replied, "Them." 

 

His own eyes suddenly flying open, he sat up and immediately  

looked for her at the foot of his bed, but she wasn't there.  

Grabbing his phone off the nightstand, he checked to see if  

he had missed any calls during the night. 

 

There were none. 

 

Flopping back on the bed, he rolled over and looked at the  

clock. It was a little before 5:00 and though he was exhausted,  

he knew he wouldn't be able to go back to sleep. 

 

He closed his eyes, tried to make himself relax again, but his  

mind was racing. 

 

He had seen Scully twice now and heard her once, and though  

he was feeling more hopeful now than he'd felt in months, he  

didn't understand. 

 

Why was he having these dreams now? Was he really seeing  

and hearing her voice, or was he going crazy? 

 

After all, he'd been on the road for days now, not eating right,  

not sleeping right, and it could be causing him to have  

hallucinations. 

 

His eyes still closed, he put his hand on his chest and  

concentrated on his breathing.  

 

Breathe in. Breathe out. Breathe in. Breathe out. 



 

He could feel himself start to calm down, feel his body start  

to relax, but just as he finally felt himself dozing off, he was  

awakened by the harsh ring of the telephone on the  

nightstand beside him. 

 

Quickly sitting up, he looked over at the motel phone and  

wondered how or why anyone would be calling him, let  

alone at 5:00 in the morning. 

 

Assuming it was most likely a wake-up call for someone in  

another room, but too annoyed and exhausted to pick it  

up to tell the front desk they had the wrong room, he laid  

back down on the bed and covered his head with a pillow. 

 

The phone continued to ring another five times before  

stopping, and though he knew he really needed to get  

some sleep before heading back to Virginia, there was no  

way he was going to be able to settle himself back down  

again. 

 

He sat up again and rubbed his eyes, then got out of bed. Just  

as he started to head to the bathroom, the silence was broken  

by the phone ringing again.  

 

"Damn it," he muttered, turning around and stubbing his toe  

on one of the shoes he'd left beside his bed as he leaned over  

to grab the phone. 

 

"Yeah, what do you want?" he grumbled, holding the receiver  

in one hand and sitting down so he could rub his foot with the  

other. "If this is a wake-up call, you got the wrong room."  

 

"Mulder?" a familiar voice said on the other end of the line. 



 

"Frohike?" 

 

"Yeah, it's me. How come it took you so long to answer?" 

 

Forgetting about the sharp sting in his toe, he immediately  

stood up again and switched the receiver to his other hand.  

"How'd you find me?" 

 

"We can find anyone, Mulder. You know that." 

 

Of course, he knew that.  

 

That's why he'd asked him and the other gunmen for help  

numerous times over the years, and that's why he suddenly  

knew that this wasn't just some random call in the middle  

of the night. 

 

His chest tightening, he sat back down again, and took a deep  

breath. "Did you find her? Did you find Scully?" he asked,  

closing his eyes and tilting his head back as he waited for a  

response. 

 

"No," replied Frohike, "But she's back, Mulder. She was admitted  

to Northeast Georgetown Medical Center about an hour ago." 

 

She's back. 

 

She's back. 

 

She's back. 

 

The pressure in his chest even more intense, he tried to breathe  

as the words swirled around in his head in a continuous loop.  



 

She's back. 

 

She's back. 

 

She's back. 

 

"Mulder, are you there?" asked his friend, but he felt like he was  

in a tunnel, the words still bouncing around in his brain as he  

tried to make sense of them. 

 

She's back.  

 

Oh my God, she's back. 

 

"Mulder." 

 

"Yeah, I'm here," he finally replied, switching the receiver back  

to his other hand again. "How  is she?" he whispered. "Is she  

okay?" 

 

"Just get here, Mulder," he whispered back, his voice shaky.  

"As soon as you can." 

 

 

~to be continued 

 


