Chapter 236

Chapter 236 begins with the protagonist absorbing the quiet majesty of the Southern
landscape, where the dim moonlight casts a silver sheen over the terrain. As his car
glides along the road, the scenery transitions from rows of white-columned Greek
revival homes to fields dotted with rundown barns and skeletal trees. The stillness is
interrupted only by the crunch of tires on gravel, yet it offers him a peculiar comfort—a
momentary illusion of safety as the town of Grace Falls looms ahead like something
dreamt up in oil paint and forgotten memories. There’s a calmness to the way the
forested ridges cradle the small community, almost as if time itself has paused to hold

its breath.

The sight stirs something deep within him—nostalgia wrapped in unease. He passes a
stretch of farmland, its soil cracked and stubborn, yet it mirrors the resilience of those
who have tended it for generations. Far off, the shadowy silhouette of the Cumberland
Plateau stretches across the horizon, dissolving into the night like a memory fading
from view. Though he has been running, his purpose feels sharpened now. This town,
silent under the watch of stars, carries the weight of answers he’s been chasing for

years.

Needing to act on impulse and information, he finds an old phone booth sitting just
beyond a closed gas station. Its glass panels are streaked with dirt, and the handset
smells faintly of metal and dust, but he doesn’t hesitate. Fishing a few coins from his
pocket, he dials a number etched permanently into his memory. Charlotte answers
after the first ring, her voice barely audible, shrouded in tension. She doesn’t greet
him with warmth but with worry, her whisper like static. “Why did you run?” she asks

softly.



The question cuts through him. He answers not with an apology, but with certainty: “I
think | found her.” The words hang in the air between them, electric with meaning. For
a moment, silence stretches, before Charlotte responds—her voice fragile yet sharp,
warning him that the police are actively looking for him and that news of his escape
has spread like wildfire. The weight of her concern is real, grounded in the

consequences of what he’s done and what he’s walking into.

He tells her about Grace Falls, describing it like a place painted in broad, forgiving
strokes—picturesque and haunting at once. Its beauty feels surreal, but it's also a
place that stirs something inside him: a familiarity he can’t explain. He isn’t running
from the law or hiding from his past anymore—he is chasing a truth he believes is
buried in this town’s roots. There’s a hope in his voice that Charlotte hears but doesn’t
fully share. She urges him to be cautious, but there’s an edge to her tone, like she
already knows what he’s willing to sacrifice to uncover what lies beneath Grace Falls’

painted surface.

The call continues, but something shifts. He hears a muffled voice in the
background—Saint’s, perhaps—and it triggers a moment of unease. He tightens his
grip on the receiver, pressing it closer, trying to decipher the words, but Charlotte’s
voice falters. She begins to say something urgent—something that might have
changed everything—but the line cuts off. All that's left is the hollow buzz of a lost

connection.

For a few moments, he just stands there, the receiver still against his ear. The sound of
the dial tone grows louder in his mind, matching the pulse in his chest. He slowly
places the handset back in its cradle, overcome by a familiar emptiness. The booth,
once a lifeline, now feels like a glass cage. Outside, the wind picks up, carrying the

scent of pine and a faint electric tension that signals an approaching storm.

Alone again, he returns to the car, but he doesn't start the engine right away. He
stares at the road ahead—dark, narrow, and winding toward the unknown. Despite the
silence, despite the risk, there’s clarity in his purpose. Something—or someone—is

waiting in Grace Falls, and he's no longer afraid of what he might find.



