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Maya hadn't been back to her hometown in years. The last memory she had of it was foggy,
blurred with the pain of loss and the hurried goodbyes whispered in the hospital room. She

had left that day, packed her things, and vowed never to return.

But promises to oneself are the easiest to break, and so Maya found herself on the long,
winding road back to Maple Falls. She glanced at her phone, the GPS marking the destination
as just ten minutes away. Her heart thudded as she gripped the wheel tighter. What would it
be like? Has anything changed? Or would the ghosts of the past still linger in the same places,

waiting for her?

As she passed the familiar archway marking the town’s entrance, a wave of nostalgia hit her.
The trees lining the road were taller now, their leaves an explosion of autumnal red and
orange. Maple Falls had always been famous for its beauty during this time of year, but Maya
couldn’t find the peace others always seemed to see in it. For her, the colors were a reminder

of endings.

She drove slowly, passing houses that looked much the same as they had when she was a
child. Her family’s home was at the very end of the lane, the house with the white picket
fence that her father had built when she was eight. They had been happy once, she thought,

before everything fell apart.

The house stood just as she remembered. A little worn around the edges, the fence slightly
chipped, the garden unkempt, but it was still there. Maya parked her car by the curb, staring

at it for a few moments before she forced herself out. As her boots crunched on the gravel
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path leading to the front door, she was overwhelmed with the scent of pine and earth. It

smelled like home. She hated it.

The key, surprisingly, still worked. It had been years since anyone had set foot inside, yet the
air held a strange warmth as if the house had been waiting for her. The wooden floor creaked
under her steps, and the silence was deafening. Maya dropped her bag by the door and made
her way to the kitchen. The table was still set for two, as it had been for the last meal they’d

planned but never eaten.

She touched the chair where her father used to sit. A flood of memories crashed over
her—breakfasts before school, her mother serving pancakes, her father reading the newspaper
and chuckling at the comics. They had been a normal family, once. But "once" was a long

time ago.

A creak echoed behind her, and she spun around. There was no one. It was just the house

settling, she told herself. Yet, the weight of the place pressed on her chest.

Suddenly feeling suffocated, Maya went to the backyard. The overgrown garden greeted her,
wildflowers sprouting where her mother’s vegetable patch used to be. The swing set her
father had built for her sat abandoned, the ropes frayed and the seat weathered. It was like
walking through a memory, every step bringing her closer to a past she had spent years trying

to escape.

She didn’t know why she had come back. Maybe she thought being here would give her
closure, that seeing the place would let her bury the past once and for all. Or maybe it was

simply the pull of unfinished business.
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As she stood there, staring at the swing swaying gently in the breeze, a distant voice startled

her.

“Maya?”

She turned sharply. A man stood at the edge of the yard, just beyond the old oak tree. Dark,
brown, fluffy hair fell over his face. His face was familiar, though older, lines of worry etched

around his eyes.

“Caleb?” she whispered, recognizing her childhood friend.

He smiled, though it was tinged with sadness. “I thought it was you. Heard someone was

back in town, and figured... well, who else would be coming back to this place?”

Maya didn’t know what to say. Caleb had been there, through everything—through the worst

of it—and yet she had left without a word. The shame of it weighed heavy now.

“Yeah, it’s me,” she finally said, her voice quieter than she intended. “I didn’t think you’d

still be around.”

“Not many people left,” Caleb said, stepping closer. “Maple Falls isn’t the kind of place

people stick around if they’ve got somewhere else to go. But you know that.”

Maya nodded. The town was beautiful, but it had its scars. People left to escape, not just for

better opportunities, but to outrun the small-town history that clung to them like shadows.

They stood in silence for a while, just looking at each other, the years between them too long

and too complicated to bridge with words. Finally, Caleb broke the quiet.
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“I’m sorry about your dad,” he said softly.

Maya looked down. Her father had been everything to her, the one who had held their little
family together after her mother passed. But when he got sick, everything crumbled. She had

been too young, too scared, to handle it. So she ran.

“Thanks,” she whispered. “I didn’t... I didn’t get to say goodbye.”

Caleb nodded, understanding in his eyes. “I know. But he knew you loved him, Maya. He

always talked about you, even when he was too weak to do much else.”

Maya blinked away the tears that were threatening to spill over. She had spent so many years
blaming herself for not being there, for not being strong enough. Hearing Caleb’s words felt

like a small release, but the guilt still lingered, heavy in her chest.

“I don’t know why I came back,” she admitted, her voice shaky.

“Maybe you needed to,” Caleb said simply. “This place... it’s a part of you. No matter how

far you go, it’s always going to call you back.”

Maya looked at the house, at the swing, at the overgrown garden. He was right. As much as
she had tried to escape it, Maple Falls was in her blood. The memories, the pain, the love—it
was all intertwined with this place. Maybe coming back wasn’t about closure. Maybe it was

about facing the things she had tried so hard to forget.

“I don’t know if I can stay,” she whispered, more to herself than to Caleb.

“You don’t have to,” he replied. “But maybe it’s time to stop running.”
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Maya nodded slowly. The weight on her chest felt a little lighter now, as if just being here,

facing the past, was enough to start healing.

She wasn’t sure what the future held, or if she would ever fully forgive herself for leaving.
But as she stood there, with the wind rustling through the trees and the echoes of her

childhood all around her, she felt something she hadn’t felt in a long time.

Peace.

And maybe, just maybe, that was enough.



