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He didn't remember checking out of the motel. He didn't 

remember racing down the highway at a speed way faster  

than the limit. 

 

He didn't remember making a quick stop at a 7-11 or gulping  

down a Coke so fast he nearly threw up afterwards. 

 

He didn’t remember how his shirt got wet, though at some  

point he thinks he drove through some rain, maybe around  

Durham. 

 

All he remembered were Frohike's words. 

 

"Just get here, Mulder...as soon as you can." 

 

And now as he pulled into the truck stop for one last stop  

before the final stretch of driving, he finally let himself think  

about what she'd be like once he saw her again. 

 

How badly was she hurt? Was she shot? Beaten? Did they try  

to do tests on her?  

 

Was she unconscious, or was she awake and wondering why  

he wasn't there? 

 

Was she going to die? 



 

Any or all of those things could be true, or maybe none of  

them were, but somehow he forced himself to push those  

thoughts to the back of his mind as he made his way to the  

shower and restroom area. 

 

It was strange, having a place where people could get gas,  

buy snacks, meals, and all kinds of souvenir crap, then take  

a shower, and yet where else could truck drivers go at literally 

any hour of the day to take care of their needs? 

 

Although no one was currently in the shower area, he didn't  

feel comfortable changing out of his still damp shirt there  

so he went into the restroom instead. 

 

Leaning towards the mirror and looking at the dark circles  

under his eyes, the scruff on his face, and the wet spots on  

his shirt, he knew he looked like hell and should probably  

try to clean himself up before seeing Scully, but he didn't 

want to waste any more time than he had to. 

 

He took out a dry shirt from his duffel bag, then yanked the  

wet one over his head, wadded it up, and stuffed it in the  

bottom of the bag. Grabbing a few paper towels, he looked  

down at his chest so he could dry himself off. 

 

And that's when he saw it. 

 

Scully's cross. 

 

He hadn't taken the necklace off since Mrs. Scully had given  

it to him, wanting to hold onto a part of her for as long as he  

could. 

 



And now he was less than two hours away from giving it back  

to her. 

 

He'd tried to give it to Scully's mom months ago, but she'd  

told him to keep it, and though it had given him comfort and  

kept him going, he wanted nothing more than to see it back  

around her neck. 

 

He finished drying himself off, got dressed, then pulled the  

gold chain out from under his shirt. Pinching the shiny cross  

between his fingers, he looked at himself in the mirror, then  

murmured, "I'm coming, Scully." 

 

~~~~ 

 

It was the middle of the afternoon when he finally arrived at  

the hospital. Pulling into the parking lot, he quickly found a  

space to park in and hopped off his bike, leaving behind both  

his helmet and duffel bag as he headed for the building. 

 

His heart was pounding, his hands shaking as he started to  

walk towards the building. What would he see once he went  

into her room?  

 

Would she be awake or unconscious? Would she be glad to  

see him or angry that he wasn't already there? 

 

Would she be alone, or would her mom be there, and if she  

was, would she make him leave? 

 

After finding out what floor she was on from someone at the  

information desk in the lobby, he quickly got on the elevator  

and headed up to the third floor. 

 



His heart racing even faster now, he hurried to the nurses'  

station. "Dana Scully. Can you tell me what room she's in?"  

he asked, his voice trembling. 

 

The young nurse whose badge said Pamela looked at his  

disheveled appearance, his unshaven face, the haunted  

look in his eyes. "I'm sorry, sir, but only family is allowed  

to see her right now." 

 

'But I *am* family,' he wanted to say as he dug in his jeans  

pocket for his badge. "FBI...I'm her partner," he replied,  

holding up his ID. "I need to see her. Please, I got here as  

soon as I could." 

 

The nurse whose name was Pamela leaned in closer, glanced  

down at his badge, then up at him. Right now he didn't look 

anything at all like the man in that photo, but he could tell by  

the way she looked at him that she understood his urgency. 

 

"Follow me." She stepped out from behind the nurses' station,  

then led him down the short hallway. 

 

He could feel the adrenaline rushing through his veins, feel  

his hands start to shake again with every step, and then he  

was there, standing at her door. 

 

Bracing himself for what he was about to see, he put his hand  

on the door. "She's been unresponsive since she was brought  

in, but talking to her might help," Pamela suggested. "I'll be  

right down the hall if you need me." 

 

He nodded, took a deep breath, and pushed the door open. 

 

The closer he moved towards her bed, the shakier his legs felt,  



the faster his heart pumped as he looked at her broken body. 

 

Her neck was bruised, her left arm and left leg were in casts  

and propped up on pillows, and there were bandages on both  

her head and her other arm. She also had a nasal cannula, an  

IV cannula, and a catheter. 

 

But the thing that really gutted him was her weight. 

 

She must've been at least 10-15 pounds lighter, her face gaunt,  

her body all but disappearing beneath the loose hospital gown. 

 

Blinking away the water pooling in his eyes, he sat down in the  

chair beside her bed, carefully placed his hand around hers,  

and whispered, "Hey Scully, it's me. Everything's going to be  

okay. You're going to be okay."  

 

"Fox." 

 

The familiar voice startled him, and he turned around and stood  

up. 

 

"Mrs. Scully." He walked over to her, looked into her exhausted  

eyes and tentatively took hold of her hand. "How is she?" 

 

She shook her head and looked down at the floor. "I don't know." 

 

Her unexpected answer hanging in the air between them, he  

let go of her hand and put his arms around her instead. "She's  

going to be okay, Mrs. Scully." 

 

But was she? 

 

He glanced over towards the bed, looked at his partner's broken  



body. "She has to be." 

 

~~~~ 

 

She was found in one of the bathrooms, though no one knew  

how she'd gotten there. She had several minor injuries...a broken  

arm and leg, bruises, lacerations...and then there were her lungs. 

 

Though the doctors hadn't yet been able to figure out why she  

was having difficulty breathing, having the nasal cannula was  

helping, and the quiet sound of flowing oxygen was oddly  

comforting. 

 

Still, seeing his partner lying there, her body so battered and  

unresponsive, was like a knife to the heart. She'd been gone  

for months and was back now, and yet it seemed like she  

really wasn't back at all. 

 

The doctors hadn't told her mother much more than what  

they'd told him about her condition, not because they were  

trying to keep things from them, but because they didn't  

know what had caused it. All they could really tell them for  

certain was that they were trying to make her as comfortable  

as possible and that they'd continue to reevaluate her  

condition every hour. 

 

"But there has to be something else you can do," pleaded  

Mrs. Scully as she stood up from her chair. "Isn't there  

anything else you can give her, Dr. Morris?" 

 

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Scully. Right now all we can do is wait." He  

picked up her daughter's chart and headed towards the door.  

"If you need to get a hold of me, just let one of the nurses  

know. I'll be here for the next several hours." 



 

"Thank you, doctor," she said, sitting back down in the chair. 

 

Not really sure about what he should do or say next, he walked  

over to the window and looked down at the parking lot below.  

Completely forgetting that he'd left his helmet and duffel bag  

on his motorcycle, he knew he should probably go downstairs  

and get it. 

 

As much as he didn't want to leave Scully, he also knew that  

he should probably go home and get changed out of the  

clothes he was wearing, especially since he planned on  

spending the rest of the day at the hospital regardless of 

whether or not Scully's mother was here. 

 

"Mrs. Scully," he said quietly, not wanting to startle her as he  

moved away from the window. 

 

Holding onto her daughter's hand now, she looked up at him,  

but said nothing. 

 

"I've been driving for hours today and really need to go home  

and get cleaned up, but I'll be back." 

 

"So where were you?" she asked in a flat voice, not taking her  

eyes off her daughter. "I thought you'd be here sooner." 

 

Although her tone wasn't accusatory, her words stung like a  

slap to the face. 

 

He should  have been here sooner. 

 

He should  have kept looking for Scully instead of disappearing  

for eight days. 



 

He should  have protected her. 

 

He should  have pushed her away after the X-Files were closed  

down. 

 

But that's just it. 

 

He didn't do any of those things, and now the most important  

person in the world to him was lying here fighting for her life. 

 

Suddenly the air in the room was thick, and it felt as if the walls  

were closing in on him. No, he had to pull himself together  

and be strong for her. 

 

But right now, he just couldn't do it. 

 

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Scully. I have to go," he said, the words tumbling  

from his mouth as he hurried to the door. 

 

And then he was gone. 

 

 

~to be continued 

 

 


